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VITTORIA    COROMBONA. 

A   LADY  OF  VENICE. 

BY 

JOHN  WEBSTER, 


JoHw  Webster  ^/2otfrisAecf  in  the  reigii  of  King  James  the  Flrtt,  He  was  clerk  qf  the  parish  of 
Si,  Andrewy  Holhorn^ '  and  a  fnember  of  the  Merchant-Taylor^  Company,  The  times  of  his  birth 
mnd  death  are  unknown.  From  the  following  verses,  he  appears  to  have  had  the  character  of  an  ill" 
natured  §ritick,  but  whether  with  justice  or  not  cannot  now  be  determined,  as  none  of  his  works  qf 
that  kind  are  come  down  to  posterity, 

*  "  But  h'st  with  him  crabbed  (Webaterio), 
Theplay-wright,  cart-wright:  whether?  either  ho — 
No  farther.    Looke  as  yee'd  bee  lookt  into : 
Sit  as  ye  woo'd  be  read :  Lord !  who  woo'd  know  him? 
Was  ever  man  so  mangl'd  with  a  Poem  ?         »  -^ 

See  how  he  drawes  his  month  awry  of  late, 
How  he  scrubs :  wrings  his  wrests :  scratches  his  pate ; 
A  midwife !  helpe  ?    By  his  braines  coitus 


Some  Centaure  strange :  s«Bie  h^fe  BucephaloS; 


•  €Hldoii?s  Ucesqf  the  Poets.  .   — 

^  N<»tes  from  Black-Fiyers,  printed  in  certain  Elegies.    IlQBe  by  simdrie  excellent  Wit»«    With 
Satyrs  and  Epigrams.  1620. 13nio. 
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2  THE  WHITE  DEVIL;    OR,  [Websteb. 

Or  Pallas  (sore)  ingendred  in  his  brainc. 
Strike  Volcan  with  thy  hammer  once  againe. 

This  is  the  crittick  that  (of  all  the  rest) 
I'de  not  have  view  mee,  yet  I  feare  him  least, 
Heer's  not  a  word  corsively  I  have  writt, 
Bot  hee*il  indnstrionsly  examine  it ; 
And  in  some  12  montlies  hence  (or  there  about) 
Set  in  a  shamefiiU  sheete  my  errors  oat. 
But  what  care  I P  it  will  be  so  obscure, 
That  none  shall  understand  him  (I  am  sure).* 

Theobald^  ttho  altered  the  Dutchess  ofMalfu,  says  of  him  '  ;  "  He  had  a  strong  and  impetuous 
genius,  but  withall  a  most  wild  and  indigested  one  :  he  sometimes  conceived  nobly,  but  did  not  aA- 
mays  express  with  clearneu;  and,  if  he  now  and  then  soars  handsomely,  he  as  rften  rises  into  the 
regions  of  bombast :  his  conceptions  were  so  eccentric,  that  we  4ire  not  to  wonder  why  we  cannot 
trace  him.  As  for  rules,  he  either  knew  them  not,  or  thought  them  too  servile  a  restraint.  Hence 
il  is,  that  he  skips  over  years  and  kingdoms  with  an  equal  liberty,  (It  must  be  confessed,  the  uni" 
Hes  were  very  sparingly  observed  at  the  time  in  which  he  wrote ;  however,  when  any  poet  travels 
so  fast,  that  the  imagination  of  his  spectators  cannot  keep  pace  with  him,  probability  is  put  quite 
out  of  breath,)  Nor  has  he  been  less  licentious  in  another  respect :  he  makes  mention  of  Galilleo 
and  Tasso,  neither  of  whom  were  bom  till  near  half  a  century  tifter  the  Dutchess  of  Melfy  was 
murthered.^ 
Philip  Frowde,  Esq.  in  the  Praiogue  to  the  same  play,  says : 

**  The  rude,  old  bard,  if  critick  laws  he  knew. 
From  a  too  warm  imagination  drew ; 
And  scorning  rule  should  his  free  soul  confine. 
Nor  time,  nor  place,  observ*d  in  his  desigUr" 

He  was  the  Autlier  of  the  following  plays : 

(1.)  "  The  While  Devil;  or,  the  Tragedy  of  Paulo  Giordano  Ursini  Duke  of  Brackiano; 
with  the  Life  and  Death  of  Vittaria  Corombona^  l-he  famous  Venetian  Curtizan.  Acted  by  the 
Queen's  Servants  at  the  Phstnis,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1612 ;  Ato,  1631 ;  4/o.  1665;  Ato,  1672." 

(2.)  "  The  Tragedy  of  the  Dutchesse  of  Malfy.  As  it  was  presented  privatly  at  the  Black' 
Friers,  and  publiquely  at  the  Globe,  by  the  King's  Majesties  Servants,  The  perfect  and  exact 
Coppy,  with  diverse  things  printed,  that  the  length  oftlteplay  would  not  beare  in  the  presentment, 
Ato,  1623  ;  Ato,  1640;  4^o.  1678;  Ato,  1708^ 

(3.)  "  The  DeviCs  Lapf-case ;  or,  When  Women  goe  to  Law,  the  Devil  isfullofBtisinesse  :  A 
New  Trage^omeedy,  The  true  and  perfect  Copiefrom  the  Originall,  As  it  was  approved  well 
acted  by  her  Majesties  Servants,  Ato.  1623." 

(4.)  **  Appius  and  Virginia,  A  Tragedy,  Ato,  1654;  4/o.  1655."  It  was  revived  and 
printed  in  1679,  by  Betterton,  in  Ato,  and  acted  at  the  Duke*s  Theatre,  under  tfie  title  of  The 
Roman  Virgin,  or  Unjust  Judge, 

(5.)  **  The  Thracian  Wonder.  A  Comkui  Hietory,  as  it  hath  been  several  times  acted  with 
great  applause.     Written  by  John  Webster  and  William  Rowley  ;  Ato,  1661. 

(6.)  *'  A  Cure  for  a  Cuckold :  A  Pleasant  Comedy.  As  it  hath  been  several  times  acted  with 
great  opplaHse.     Written  by  John  Webster  and  William  Rowley ;  Ato.  1661." 

He  aUo  wrote  The  Induction  to  The  Male  Content,  by  Marston,  1604. 

**  A  Monumental  Columne,  eruted  to  the  living  Memory  of  the  ever-glorious  Henry,  late 
Prince  of  Wales ;  Ato,  1613.'' 

•*  The  Monument  of  Honour,  at  the  cot\firwiation  of  the  right  worthy  brother  John  Goare  in  the 
high  office  of  his  Majesty s  lieutenunt  over  his  royal  chamber,  at  the  charge  and  expence  of  the 
right  worthy  and  worshtpfmll  fraternity  <f  eminent  Merchant-Taylors.  Invented  and  written  by 
John  Webster f  Taylor  i  Ato.  1644.'' 


3  Preface  to  The  Fatal  Secret,  12mo.  1735. 


Webster.] 


VITTORU   COROMBONA. 


TO  THE  READER. 

In  pablishing  this  Trefredy,  I  do  but  challenge  to  royaelf  that  liberty  which  other  men  have 
taken  before  me;  not  that  I  affect  praise  by  it,  tor  not  lute  novimus  e$te  nihil :  only,  since  it  was 
acted  in  so  open  and  ^  black  a  theatre,  that  it  wanted  (that  which  is  the  only  grace  and  settin^s-ouc 
of  a  tragedy)  a  fiiU  and  understanding  auditory;  and  that,  since  that  time,  I  have  noted  mo9t  of 
the  people  that  come  to  that  play-house  resemble  those  ignorant  asses  (who,  visit int^  stationers' 
shops,  their  use  is  not  to  inquire  tor  good  books,  but  new  books),  I  present  it  to  the  general  view 
with  this  confidence : 

Nicrhtmeosmehus  maUgnorum, 

Nee  acombrit  tunicat  dabis  molutat. 

If  it  be  objected  this  is  no  true  dramatick  poem,  I  shall  easily  confess  it,  non  potet  in  nugas 
dicereplura  meas,  ipse  ego  quam  dixi;  willingly,  and  not  ignorantly,  have  I  faulted.  For  should  a 
man  present,  to  such  an  auditory,  the  most  sententious  tragedy  that  ever  was  written,  observing;  all 
the  critical  laws,  as  lieight  of  stile,  and  gravity  of  person,  iiirich  it  with  the  sententious  chorus,  and, 
as  it  were,  enliven  death,  in  the  passionate  ond  weighty  Nuntiu$ ;  yet,  after  all  this  divine  rapture, 
O  dura  mestorum  Ilia,  the  breath  ihat  comes  from  the  uncapable  multitude  is  able  to  poison  it; 
and,  ere  it  be  acted,  let  the  author  resolve  tafix  to  every  scene  this  of  Horace : 
— Here  hodieporcis  comedenda  reHnques, 

To  those,  who  report  I  was  a  long  time  in  finishing;  this  tragedy,  I  confess,  I  do  not  write  with  a 
goose-quill  wing*d  with  two  feathers;  and,  if  they  will  needs  make  it  my  fault,  I  must  answer  them 
with  that  of  Euripides  to  Alcestides,  a  tragick  writer:  Alcestides  objecting  that  Euripides  hid 
only,  in  three  days,  composed  three  verses,  whereas  himself  had  written  three  hundred :  Thou  teli^c 
truth  (quoth  he) ;  but  here's  the  difference,  thine  shall  only  be  read  for  three  days,  whereas  mine 
shall  continue  three  ages. 

Detraction  is  the  sworn  friend  to  ignorance :  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  ever  truly  cherished  my 
good  opinion  of  other  men*s  worthy  labours,  especially  of  that  full  and  heightened  stile  of  m  tstcr 
Chapoian,  the  laboured  and  understanding  works  of  master  Jonson,  the  no  less  worthjr  coniposu-es 
of  the  both  worthily  excellent  master  Beaumont  and  master  Fletcher ;  and  lastly  (without  wron; 
last  to  be  named),  the  right  happy  and  copious  iiidostry  of  master  Shakespeare,  m»ster  Det-ker, 
and  master  Heywood,  wishing  what  I  write  may  be  read  by  their  light;  protesting  that,  m  the 
strength  of  mine  own  judgment,  I  know  them  so  worthy,  that  though  I  restsUent  in  my  own  work, 
yet  to  nost  of  theirs  I  dare  (without  flattery)  fix  that  of  Martial : 

I  nonaU  hoc  numumenia  mori. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 


MovncELSOy  a  Cardinal;  afterwardt  Pope 
Paul  IV. 

Framcisco  be  Medicts,  Duke  rf  Florence ;  in 
tkej^h  Act  ditguiiedfor  a  Moor,  under  the 
name  ^Mulinassar. 

Brachiavo,  otherwite  Paulo  Giordano  Ur- 
sisi,  Duke  ofBrachiano,  Husband  to  Isa* 
BELLA,  and  in  Uroe  with  Vittoria. 

Giovanni,  Au  Son  by  Isabella. 

LoDovico,  an  Italian  County  hut  decayed. 

Aktonelli,  )  hit  Friendt,  and  Dependents  of 

Gasparo,      i      the  Duke  of' Florence. 

Cavillo,  Husband  to  Vittoria. 

HoRTENSio,  one  o/*Bra«hiano'3  Officers. 

Marcello,  an  Attendant  of  the  Duke -iff  Flo- 
rence, and  Brother  to  Vittoria. 


Flamineo,    his   Brother,  Secretary  to   B»^a- 

CHIANO. 

Jaques,  a  Moor,  Servant  to  Giovannt. 
Isabella,  Sister  to  Francisco  de  Medicis, 

and  wife  to  Bbachi ano. 
Vittoria  Corombona,  a  Venetian  Lady.  A 

married  to  Camillo,  afterwards  to  Ut. 

CBIANO. 

Cornelia,  Mother  to  Vittoria,  Flaming 

anc^  Marcello. 
Zakche,  a  Moor^  Servant  to  Vittoria. 

^ibastadort,  Ceurtiert,  Lawyert,^  Officer - 
Physiciant,  Conjurer,  Annourer,  Attend 
untt. 


SCENE— ITALY. 
In  mentem  Authorts. 
Scire  velit  quid  tit  mulier  f  quopercitet  astro  9 
En  tibi,  si  tapiat,  cum  sale,  mille  sales. 

♦  Black  « theatre.— I  think  we  should  read  blank,  I  c.  vacant,  unsupplied  witu  articles  ner<*«sar. 
toward  theatrical  representation.      S. 


THE 

« 

WHITE   DEVIL; 

OR, 

VITTORIA    COROMBONA, 

A    LADV    OF    VENICE. 


ACT   I. 


Enter  Count  Lodovico,  Anton elli,  and 
Gasparo. 

Lod.  Banifth'd ! 

Ant.  It  griev'd  me  much  to  hear  the  sentence. 

Lod,  Ha,  ha,  O  Democritus,  tliy  gods 
That  govern  the  whole  world  !  courtly  reward 
And  punishment.    Fortune's  a  right  whore ; 
If  she  eive  out,  she  deab  it  in  smali  parcels. 
That  she  may  take  away  all  at  one  '  swoop. 
This  'tis  to  have  great  enemies ;  God  auit  them. 
Your  wolf  no  longer  seems  to  be  a  wolf 
Than  when  she's  nungry. 

Gas.  You  term  those  enemies. 
Are  men  of  princely  rank. 

Lod.  Oh,  I  pray  for  them, 
The  violent  thunder  is  ador'd  by  those 
Are  dash'd  in  pieces  by  it. 

Ant.  Come,  my  lord. 
You're  justly  doom'd;  look  but  a  little  back 
Into  Yuur  former  lifet  you  have  in  three  years 
liuiii  d  tlie  noblest  earldom. 

Oa$.  Your  followers 
Have  swallowed  you  like  ^  mummy,  and  being 

sick 
With  such  unnatural  and  horrid  physick, 
Vomit  you  up  i*th'  kennel. 


Ant,  All  the  damaable  degrees 
Of  drinking  have  you  stagger'd  through. ,  One 

citizen 
Is  lord  of  two  fair  manors,  call'd  you  master. 
Only  for  'caviare. 

Gas.  Those  noblemen 
Wliich  were  invited  to  your  prodigal  feasts, 
(Wherein  the  phceiiix  scarce  could  scape  your 

throats) 
Laugh  at  youc  misery,  as  fore-deeming  you 
An  idle  meteor,  which  drawn  forth,  the  earth 
Would  be  soon  lost  in  the  air. 

Ant,  Jest  upon  you, 
And  say  you  were  begotten  in  an  earthquake. 
You  have  ruin'd  such  fair  lordships. 

Lod.  Very  good. 
This  well  goes  with  two  buckets ;  I  must  tend 
The  pouring  out  of  either. 

Oas.  Worse  than  these. 
Yon  have  acted  certain  murders  here  in  Rome, 
Bloody  and  full  of  horror. 

Lod.  'Las,  they  were  6ea-bitings  t 
Why  took  they  not  my  head  then  ? 

Gas.  O,  my  lord  ! 
The  law  doth  sometimes  mediate,  thinks  it  good 
Not  ever  to  steep  violent  sins  in  blood : 


'  Stcooj^The  technical  term  for  the  descent  of  a  hawk  on  its  prey.    80,  in  Macbeth : 

« Oh  fell  kite,  aU^ 

At  one  swoop.** 

8ee  Note  on  that  passage,  Vol.  IV.  of  Shakspeare,  p.  585,  edit.  1778.    S. 

6  ^icMiiif .— ^See  Note  3  to  The  Bird  in  m  Cage,  Vol.  I.  p.  226. 

7  CotMre.— See  Note  19  to  The  Ordinary^  postea« 
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THE  'WHITE  DEVI!,. 


This  gentle  penance  may  both  end  yoar  crimes. 
And  in  the  example  better  these  bad  tiroes. 

LodL  So,  bat  I  wonder  thii'n  some  great  men 
'scape 
This  banishment :  there's  Paulo  Giordano  Ursini, 
The  doke  o^'  Brachiano,  now  lives  in  Rome, 
And  by  close  panderism  fteeks  to  prostitute 
The  honour  of  Vittoria  Corombona : 
Vittoria,  slie  that  might  have  gut  my  pardon 
For  one  kiss  to  the  duke. 

Ant,  Have  a  t'uil  man  within  you : 
We  see  that  trees  bear  no  such  pleasant  fruit 
There  where  they  grew  first,  as  where  they  are 

new  set. 
Perfumes,  the  more  they  are  chafd,  the  more 

they  render 
Their  pleasing  scents ;  and  so  affliction 
Expresseth  virtue  fully,  whether  true. 
Or  else  adulterate. 

-  Lod.  Leave  your  painted  comforts ; 
ni  make  Italian  cut-works  in  tbair  guts 
If  ever  I  return.' 

Gat,  O  sir. 

Jjod,  I  am  patient. 
I  have  seen  some  ready  to  be  executed, 
Give  pleasant   looks,   and  money,  and  grow 

familiar 
With  Uie  knare  hangnHin ;  so  do  I ;  I  tbaok 

tbem. 
And  would  account  tbem  nobly  m«ciful, 
Would  they  dispatch  me  quickly. 

Afd^  Fare  you  well ; 
We  shall  find  time,  I  doubt  not,  to  repeal 
Your  banishotent. 

Lod,  I  am  ever  bound  to  yoo. 
This  is  the  world's  alms ;  pray  make  use  of  it. 
Great  men  sell  sheep,  thus  to  be  cut  in  pieces, 
When  first  they  have  shorn  them  bare,  and  sold 
their  fleeces.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Brachiako,  Camillo,  Flamineo, 
Vittoria  Corombona. 

Brack.  Your  best  of  rest. 

Vit,  Cor.  Unto  my  lord,  the  duke. 
The  best  of  welcome.     More  lights :  attend  the 
duke.  [Exeunt  Camillo  and  Vit- 

toria Corombona. 

Brack,  Flamineo. 

Flaw^  My  lord. 

Brack.  Quite  lost,  Flamineo. 

Flam.  Pursue  your  noble  wishes,  I  am  prompt 
As  l^tning  to  your  service.    O,  my  lord ! 


The  fair  Vittoria,  my  happy  sistef^ 

Shall  pve  you  present  audieiKe*    Gentlemen, 

[Wkisper. 
Let  the  caroch  go  on,  and  *tis  his  pleasure 
¥ou  put  oat  all  your  torches,  aiul  depart. 

Brack,  Are  we  so  happy  ^ 

91am,  Can  it  be  otherwise  ? 
Observed  you  not  tt>-nigbt,  mj  hononr'd  lord, 
Which  way  soe'er  you  went,  she  tlirew  her  eyes. 
I  hav«  dealt  alreadfy  wiih  her  chamber-maid, 
Zauche  tlie  Moor ;  and  she  is  wondrous  proud 
To  be  the  agent  for  so  high  a  spirit. 

Brack,  We  are  happy  above  thought,  because 
'bove  merit. 

Flam,  'fiove  merti !  we  may  now  talk  freely : 
'hove  merit !  what  is't  you  doubt  ?  her  coyness ! 
that's  but  the  tuperfieies  of  lust  most  women 
have ;  yet  why  should  ladies  blush  to  hear  that 
nam'd,  ishich  they  do  not  fear  to  handle  ?  U  they 
are  politick ;  they  know  our  desire  b  increased 
by  the  difficulty  of  enjoying;  whereas  satiety  b 
a  blunt,  weary,  and  drowsy  passion.  If  tlie  but- 
tery-hatch at  court  stood  continually  open,  there 
would  be  nothing  so  passionate  crowding,  Aor 
hot  suit  af^r  the  beverage. 

Brack.  O  but  her  jetuoMs  htsband-^ 

Fiam.  Hang  him ;  a  gilder  that  hath  htt  brains 
perish'd  with  quick-silver  is  not  mdte  cold  iu  the 
li^r.  *The  great  barriers  moulted  not  more 
feathers,  than  he  hath  shed  hair%  by  the  confes- 
sion of  his  doctor.  '  An  Irish  gamester  that 
will  play  himself  naked,  and  then  wage  all  down- 
wards, at  haaard,  is  not  more  venturous.  So 
unable  to  please  a  woman,  that,  like  a  Dutch 
doublet,  aU  his  back  is  shrunk  into  bis  breeches. 
Shrowd  jou  witlnn  this  closet,  good  my  lord ; 
Some  tnck  now  must  be  thoufcht  on  to  divide 
My  brother-in-law  from  his  fair  bed*  fellow. 

Brack,  O  should  she  fail  to  come. 

Flam.  1  must  not  have  your  lordship  thus  un- 
wisely amorous :  I  myself  have  loved  a  lady, 
and  pursued  her  with  a  great  deal  of  under-age 
protestation,  whom  some  three  or  four  gallants 
that  have  enjoyed  would  with  all  their  hearts 
have  been  glad  to  have  been  rid  of:  'tis  just  like 
a  summer  bird-ca^e  in  a  garden,  the  birds  that 
are  without  despair  to  get  in,  and  the  birds  that 
are  within  despair,  and  are  in  a  consumption, 
for  fear  they  shall  never  get  out.  Away,  away, 
my  lord. 

Enter  Camillo. 
See  here  he  comes.    This  fellow  by  his  apparel 
Some  men  would  judge  a  politician ; 


»  The  great  barrierg  moulted  not  more  feathers,— i,  e.  more  feathers  were  not  dislodged  from  thehel- 
Biets  of  the  combatants  at  the  ereat  tilting  match.      S. 

9  Am  Irish  gamester  wiU  ptayTwnsey  naked,— Btmtiby  Rich,  in  his  New  Desertptwn  of  IreUmd,  I&IO, 
p.  98,  says,  ^  there,  is  (i.  e.  in  Ireland)  a  certaine  brotherhood,  called  by  the  name  of  KarroweSf  and 
Ihese  be  common  gamsters,  that  do  only  exercise  playing  at  cards,  and  they  will  play  away  their 
maateb,  and  their  shirts  from  their  backs,  and  when  they  have  nothing  left  them,  they  will  tmsse 
theiBselves  in  straw ;  this  is  the  life  they  lead,  and  from  this  they  will  not  be  redaimed." 
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But  call  his  ^  in  qoestion,  joa  di&ll  find  it 
Meerly  an  aas  '^  id's  foot  cloth. 
How  now,  brother  ?  what,  travelling  to  bed  to 
jour  kind  wife  ? 

Cam^  laMUfe  you,  brother^  no;  my  voyage 
lies 
More  northerly,  in  a  far  colder  clime ; 
I  do  not  well  remember,  I  protest. 
When  I  lay  last  with  her. 

Fiam,  Strange  yon  should  lose  your  count. 

Cmn.  We  never  lay  together,  but  ere  morning 
There  grew  a  "flaw  between  us. 

Flam,  Thad  been  your  part 
To  have  made  up  that  flaw. 

Cam,  True,  but  she  loaths  I  should  be  seen  in't. 

Flam.  Why,  sir,  what's  the  matter? 

Cam,  Thedukeyonrmastervititsme,Ithank 
hkn; 
And  I  perceive  how,  iike  an  earnest  bowler, 
He  very  passionately  leans  that  way 
He  would  have  his  bowl  run. 

Flam,  I  hope  you  do  not  think —  • 

Cam,  That  nobleman  bowl  booty?  '^ faith, 
his  cheek 
Hath  a  most  excellent  bias,  it  would  fain  jump 
with  my  mistress. 

JP%im.  Will  you  be  an  ass, 
Despight  your  Aristotle  ?  or  a  cuckold. 
Contrary  to  you  Ephemerides, 
Which  shews  yoo  under  what  a  smiling  planet 
You  were  first  swaddled  ? 

Cam,  Pew  wew,  sir ;  tell  not  me 
Of  planets  nor  of  Ephemerides  t 
A  man  may  be  macle  a  cuckold  in  die  day-time, 
When  the  stars  eyes  are  out. 


Flam,  Sir,  good-bye  t'you ; 
I  do  commit  yon  to  your  pitiful  pillow 
Stuft  with  hom-shavmgs. 

Cam,  Brother. 

Fiam.  '^  God  refuse  me. 
Might  I  advise  you  now,  your  only  course 
Were  to  lock  up  your  wire. 

Cam,  Twere  very  good. 

Ffam,  Bar  her  tlie  sight  of  revels. 

Cam,  Excellent. 

Flam.  I3ct  her  not  go  to  church,  but  '^  like  a 
hound 
In  Leon,  at  your  heels. 

Cam,  Twere  for  her  honour. 

Flam,  And  so  you  should  be  certain  in  one 
fortnight, 
Despight  her  chastity  or  innocence. 
To  be  cuckolded,  which  yet  is  in  susptnoe : 
This  is  my  counsel,  and  I  ask  no  fee  fbr't. 

Cam,  Come,  you  know  not  where  my  night- 
cap wnngs  me.  ( 

Flam,  Wear  it  o'th'  old  fashion;  let  your 
large  ears  come  through,  it  will  be  more  easy. 
Nay,  I  will  be  bitter;  bar  your  wife  of  her  en- 
tertainment. Women  are  more  willingly  and 
more  gloriously  chaste,  when  they  ai«t  least  re- 
strained of  their  liberty.  It  seems  you  would 
be  ft  fine  capricious  mathematically  jealoos  cox- 
comb; take  the  height  of  your  own  boms  with 
a  Jacob's  staff,  afore  they  are  up.  These  poll* 
tick  inclosures  for  paltry  mutton,  make  more 
rebellion  in  the  flesh,  than  all  tlie  provocative 
electuaries  doctors  have  uttered  since  the  last 
jubilee. 

Cam.  This  doth  not  physic  me. 


'^  In*8fooi  eMh—i.  e.  in  his  boosings,  his  accoutrements.    See  Note  to  King  Richard  III,  A.  3. 
8.  4.     S. 
^'  FUmf,^FUim  anciently  signified  a  guti,  or  hkui.    It  here  means  a  quarrel.    So,  in  Pmcle$f  A.  2  i 


" 1  do  not  fear  theJUtw, 

It  hath  done  to  me  the  worst" 


Arden  (ffFetersham : 


^ Were  I  nppon  the  sea 

As  oft  I  have  in  many  a  bitter  storme, 

And  saw  a  dreadiuU  suthem,/2aio  at  hand,  dec." 

" FaUkkUckiek 

Hoik  a  mott  excellent  Hcu.— So,  in  Troilua  and  Cremdoy  A.  4.  S.  5 : 

<<  Blow,  villain,  tiQ  thv  sphered  bias  cheek 
Out  swell  the  cholic  of  piiflr*d  Aquilon." 

>)  G^r^fkieme,-See  Note  tt»  The  Match  at  Midnight,  Vol.  II.  p.  459. 

14 Wceahmmd 

In  Leany  at  yowr  keeU, — I  know  not  that  the  custom  of  being  followed  by  a  dog  is  peculiar  to  this 
city  in  Spain,  but  rather  believe  we  should  read, 

like  a  hound  in  Zfoin,  i.  e.  a  leash,  a  string* 

See  Note  on  King  Lmr,  A.  9.  S.  6.  Shakspeare,  Vol.  IX.  p.  482.      S. 


Webster.] 


VITTORIA  COROMBONA. 


Flam.  It  seems  you  are  jealous;  TU  shew  you 
the  error  of  it  by  a  familiar  example:  I  liave 
leeQ  a  pair  of  spectacles  fifishioned  with  such 
perspective  art,  that  lay  down  but  one  twelve 
pence  o*th*boarcl,  'twill  appear  as  if  there  were 
twenty;  now  should  you  wear  a  pair  of  these 
spectacles,  and  see  your  wife  tying  her  shoe, 
you  would  imagine  twenty  hands  were  taking 
op  of  your  wife's  clothes,  and  this  would  put 
yoQ  into  a  horrible  causeless  fbry. 

Cam,  The  feult  there,  sir^  is  not  in  the  eye- 
sight. 

FUm.  True,  but*'  they  that  have  the  yellow 
jaundice  diink  all  objects  they  look  on  to  be 
yellow.  Jealousy  is  worse ;  her  fits  present  to 
a  man,  like  so  many  bubbles  in  a  bason  of  wa- 
ter, twenty  several  crabbed  laces,  many  times 
makes  his  own  shadow  his  cuckoldr-inaker. 

Enter  Vxttobia  Corombona. 

See,  she  comes;  what  reason  have  yon  to  be 
jealous  of  .this  creature  }  what  an  ignorant  ass 
or  flattering  knave  might  he  be  counted,  that 
should  write  sonnets  to  her  eyes;  or  call  her 
brow,  the  snow  of  Ida,  or  ivory  of  Corinth,  or 
comnare  her  hair  to  the  black-bird's  bill,  when 
^tis  hker  the  black-bird's  feather  ?  this  is  all :  be 
wise,.  I  will  make  you  friends :  and  you  shall  go 
to  bed  together.  Marry  look  you,  it  shall  not 
W  your  seeking.  Do  you  stand  upon  that  by 
any  means :  widk  you  aloof;  I  would  not  have 
you  seen  in't. — Sister,  my  lord  attends  you  in 
the  ban^uetting-house :  your  husband  is  won- 
drous discontented. 

Vit.  Cor.  I  did  notliing  to  displease  him ;  I 
carved  to  him  at  supper-time. 

17am.  You  need  not  have  carved  him,  in 
iaith ;  they  say  he  is  a  capon  already.  I  must 
now  seemingly  fall  out  with  you.  iSAa//  a  gen" 
tkmau  so  veil  descended  as  Camillo— a  lousy 
slave,  that  within  this  twenty  years  rode  with 
the  bhick  guard  in  the  duke's  carriage,  'mongst 
^its  and  dripping-pans  ? 

Coin.  Now  he  Degins  to  tickle  her. 

Flam,  An  excellent  scholar — one  that  hath  a 
bead  fill'd  with  calves  brains  without  any  sage 
in  them, — come  crouching  in  the  hams  to  you  fir 


a  nighVs  lodging  ^—that  hath  an  itch  in's  hams^ 
which  like  die  fire  at  the  glass-house  hath  not 
gone  out  this  seven  years — is  he  not  a  courtly 
gentUman  f — when  he  wears,  white  sattin,  one 
would  take  him  by  his  black  muzzle  to  be  no 
other  creature  than  a  maggot — you  are  a  goodly 
foil  I  confers  well  set  out — but  cover'd  with  a 
false  stone,  you  counterfeit  diamond. 

Cam,  He  will  make  her  know  what  is  in  me. 

Flam.  Come,  my  lord  attends  you;  tliou  shalt 
go  to  bed  to  my  lord. 

Cam.  Now  he  comes  to't. 

Flam.  With  a  relish  as  curious  as  a  vintner 
going  to  taste  new  wine^-^I  am  opening  y^ur 
case  hard.  [To  Camillo. 

Cam.  A  virtuous  brother,  on  my  credit ! 

Flam.  He  will  give  thee  a  ring  with  a  philoso- 
pher's stone  in  it. 

Cam,  Indeed,  I  am  studying  alchymy. 

Flam,  Thou  shalt  lie  in  a  bed  stuft  witli  turtles 
feathers ;  swoon  in  perfumed  lines,  like  the  fei- 
low  was  smothered  in  roses.  So  perfect  shall  be 
thy  happiness,  that  as  men  at  sea  think  land,  and 
trees,  and  ships,  go  that  way  they  go ;  so  both 
heaven  and  earth  shall  seem  to  go  your  voTajj;e. 
Shall't  meet  him,  'tis  fix*d,  wiUi  nails  of^^  dia- 
monds to  inevitable  necessity.  {Aside, 

Vit.  Cor.  How  shall's  rid  him  hence  ?  [Aside, 

Flam.  I  will  put  '^tlie  brize  in's  tail  shall  set 
hin^  gadding  presently. — I  have  almost  wrou^ 
her  to  it,  I  nnd  her  coming ;  but,  mi^ht  I  advise 
you  now,  for  this  night  I  would  not  lie  with  her, 
i  would  cross  her  humour  to  make  her  fiore 
humble. 

C<fm.  Shall  I,  shall  I? 

Flam,  It  will  shew  in  you  a  supremacy  of 
judgment. 

Cam.  True,  and  a  mind  difiering  from  the 
tumultuanr  opinion;   for,  qua  negata,  grata. 

Flam,  flight :  you  are  the  '^  adamant  shall 
draw  her  to  you,  though  you  keep  distance  oC 

Cam.  A  philosophical  reason. 

Flam.  Walk  by  her  o'th*  nobleman's  fashion, 
and  tell  her  you  will  lie  with  her  at  the  end  of 
the  progress. 

Cam.  Vittoria,  I  cannot  be  induc'd,  or  as  a 
man  would  say,  incited. 


'^  7%ef  thai  have  the  yellow  jamndice,  think  aU  okjects  they  Uok  <m  to  he  yellow.^-Tbat  thought  is 
adopted  by  Mr.  Pope : 

"  All  seems  infected  that  th'  infected  spy, 
As  all  looks  yellow  to  the  jaundic'd  eye.**     S. 

'^  The  brize— u  e.  the  fly  that  stings  cattle.    So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Poetaster,  A.  3.  S.  1 : 

'<  This  hrize  hath  prick'd  my  patience." 

The  New  Inn,  A.  5.  S.3: 

" Sheelee  nien 

Runs  like  a  heefer,  bitten  with  the  brize, 
About  the  court  crying  on  Fly,  and  cursing." 

Sec  alao  Mr.  Steevens's  Note  on  Drmlus  and  Cressida,  A.  1.  S.  3.  and  to  Antony  and  Clesfotm^  A.  3.  S.  8* 
'7  ^damoal— L  e.  Uk  magnet      S.  P« 
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Vit.  Cor.  To  do  what,  sir? 

Cum,  To  lie  with  you  to-night.  Your  silk- 
worm U9eth  to  fast  every  thini  .day,  and  the 
next  foUowiog  spins  the  better.  To-morrow  at 
nieht  I  am  for  you. 

Vit,  Cor.  You'll  spin  a  fair  thread,  trust  to't. 

Flatn,  But  do  you  hear,  I  shtdl  htf^e  you  steal 
to  her  chamber  about  midnight. 

Cam.  Do  you  think  so?  wl^  look  yov^  bro- 
ther, because  you  shall  not  think  V\\  gull  you, 
take  the  key,  lock  me  into  the  chamber,  and  say 
you  shall  be  sure  of  me. 

Flam.  In  troth  I  will;  Til  be  jiMir  jailor  ortce: 
Bit  have  you  ne*er  a  false  door  ? 

Cam,  A  pox  ont,  as  I  am  a  Christian ;  tell 
me  to-morrow  how  scurvily  she  takes  my  un- 
kind parting. 

Flam,  I  will. 

Cam.   Didst  thou  not  make  the  jest  of  the 
silk-worm  ? 
Good-night,  in  faith  I  will  use  this  trick  e^n. 

Flam.  Do,  do,  do.  [-^'^  Camillo. 

So,  now  you  are  safe.  Ha,  ha,  Im,  '^  thou  in- 
tanglest  thyself  in  thine  own  work  like  a  silk- 
worm. 

Enter  Brachiako. 

Come,  sister,  darkness  hides  your  blush.  Wo- 
men are  like  curst  dogs ;  civility  keeps  them  tied 
all  day-time,  but  they  are  let  loose  at  midnisht, 
then  they  do  most  good,  or  most  mischief,  ^y 
lord,  my  lord. 

ZaSche  brings  out  a  carpet,  spreads  lY,  and  lays 
on  it  two  fair  cushions. 

Brack,  Give  credit :  I  could  wish  time  would 
stand  still. 
And  never  end  this  interview,  this  hour; 
But  all  delight  doth  itself  soon*st  devour. 

£ii/er  Cornelia  listening. 

Let  me  into  your  bosom,  happy  lady, 
Poar  out,  instead  of  eloouence,  my  vows. 
Loose  me  not,  madam,  for  if  you  forego  me, 
I  am  lost  eternally. 

Vit.  Cor.  Sir,  in  tlie  way  of  pity, 
I  wish  you  heart-whole. 

Brock.  You  are  a  sweet  physician. 

Vit.  Cor.  Sure,  sir,  a  loathed  crutlty  in  ladies 
Is  ns  to  doctors  many  funerals : 
It  tokes  away  their  crediL 

Brack.  Excellent  creature ! 
We  call  tlie  cruel,  fair;  what  name  for  you 
That  are  so  merciful  ? 

Zan.  See  now  they  close. 

Flam.  Most  liappy  union. 


tor.  My  fears  are  falFn  upon  me:   oh  my 
heart!  ^ 

My  A>n  the  fiander !  now  I  find  our  house 
Sinking  to  ruin.     Earthquakes  leave  behind^ 
Where  they  have  tyrannized,  iron,  lead,  or  stone; 
But  woe  to  ruin,  violent  lust  leaves  none. 

Brack.  That  value  is  tliis  jewel  ? 

Vit.  Cor.  Tis  the  ornament  of  a  weak  fop- 
tune. 

Brack.  In  sootli  I'll  have  it;  nay,  I  will  but 
change 
My  jewel  for  your  jewel. 

Flam,  Excellent; 
His  jewel  for  her  jewel :  well  put  in,  duke. 

Brack.  Nay,  let  me  sea  you  wear  it 

Vit.  Cor.  Here,  sir. 

Brack.  Nay,  lower,  you  shall  wear  my  jewel 
lower. 

Ham.  That^s  better,  sbe  must  wear  his  jewel 
lower. 

Vit.  Cor.  To  pass  away  the  time,  I'll  tell  your 
crace 
A  dream  I  had  last  night 

Brack.  Most  wished ly. 

Vit.  Cor.  A  foolish  idle  dream : 
Methought  I  wnlk'd  about  tlie  mid  of  night 
Into  a  cliurch-yard,  where  a  ^oo<lly  yew-tree 
Spread  her  large  root  in  ground :  under  that  yew. 
As  I  sate  sadly  leaning  on  a  grave, 
Checquer'd  with  cross  sticks,  there  came  steal- 
ing in 
Your  dutchess  and  my  husband ;  one  of  them 
A  pick-ax  bore,  th'  other  a  rusty  spade. 
And  in  rough  terms  they  'gan  to  cnallenge  me 
About  this  yew. 

Brack.  That  tree  ? 

Vit.  Cor.  This  harmless  yew ; 
They  told  me  my  intent  was  to  root  up 
Tliat  well-growu  yew,  and  plant  i'the  stead  of  it 
A  witlier'd  black-tliom ;  and  for  that  they  Tow'd 
To  bury  me  alive :  my  husband  straight 
With  pick-ax  'san  to  dig,  and  your  fell  dutchess 
With  shovel,  like  a  fury,  voided  out 
The  earth,  aiid  scattered  bones :  lord,  bow  me- 

thought 
I  trembled !  and  yet  for  all  this  terror 
I  could  not  pray. 

Flam.  No ;  the  devil  was  in  your  dream. 

Vit.  Cor.  When  to  my  rescue  tliere  arose^ 
methought, 
A  whirlwind,  wliich  let  fall  a  massy  am» 
From  that  strong  plant; 

And  both  w^e  struck  dead  by  that  sacred  yew,. 
In  that  base  shallow  grave  that  was  their  due. 

Flam.  Excellent  devil! 
She  hath  taught  him  in  a  dream 


**  Tksu  tntanglest  (hyself  ta  thine  own  work  Uke  a  ftZle-ammi.— Thus  Pope : 

**  The  silk-worm  thus  spins  fine  his  little  store, 
And  laboars  till  be  clouds  himself  aU  o'er."      S. 
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To  make  away  his  dutchesa  and  her  husband. 

Brack,   Sweetly  shall  1  interpret  this  your 
dream. 
Too  are  lodg'd  within  his  arms  who  shtll  pro- 

te^  yoa 
From  dl  the  fevers  of  a  jealous  husband ; 
From  the  poor  envy  of  our  flegroatick  dutchess. 
ni  seat  jou  above  law,  and  al^ve  scandal ; 
Gi?e  to  your  thoughts  the  invention  of  delight. 
And  the  fruition ;  nor  shaU  government 
Divide  me  from  you  longer,  than  a  care 
To  keep  voa  great :  you  shall  to  me  at  once, 
Be  dukedom,  healthy  wife,  thildren,  friends,  and 
all. 

Ccr,  Woe  to  light  hearts,  they  still  fbre-run 
our  fall.     [CoR n  e Lf  a  cotnes  forwards. 

Ham.  What  fury  rais*d  thee  up  ?  away,  away. 
[Exit  Zancbe. 

Ccr.  What  makes  you  here,  roy  lord^  this 
dead  of  night  ? 
Never  dropt  miWew  on  a  flower  here  till  now. 

Flam,  I  pray,  will  you  go  to  bed  tlien, 
L^  jon  be  blasted  ? 

Cor.  O  that  this  fhir  garden 
Had  all  with  poisonM  herbs  of  Thessaly 
At  first  been  planted ;  made  a  nursery 
For  witch-craft,  rather  than  a  buriai-plot 
For  bo^  your  honours. 

VU,  Cor.  Dearest  mother,  hear  me. 

Cor.  0,  thou  dost  make  my  brow  bend  to  the 
earth, 
Sooner  than  nature.    See  the  curse  of  children ! 
In  life  they  keep  us  frequently  in  tears ; 
And  in  the  cold  grave  leave  us  in  pale  fears. 

Brack,  Come,  come,  I  will  not  near  you. 

Vit,  Cor.  Dear,  my  lord. 

Cor,  Where  is  thy  dutchess  now,  adulf  rous 
duke? 
Thou  little  dream*st  this  night  she  is  come  to 
Rome. 

Flam.  How !  come  to  Rome  ? 

Vit.  Cor,  The  dutchess. 

Brack,  She  had  been  betteiv— - 

Cqr.   The  lives  of  princes  should  like  dials 
move, 
Whose  regular  example  is  so  stronfL 
Tbev  make  the  times  by  them  go  right,  or  wrong. 

Fiam.  So,  have  you  done  ? 

Cor.  Unfortunate  Camillo ! 

Fit.  Cor.  I  do  protest,  if  any  cliaste  denial, 
If  any  thing  but  blood  could  luive  allay'd 
His  long  s«ic  to  me — 

Cor.  I  will  join  with  thee, 
To  the  most  woeful  end  ere  mother  kiMeFd : 
If  thou  dishonour  thus  thy  husband's  bed, 
fie  thy  life  short  as  are  tlie  funeral  tears 
In  m«t  men's-"-^ 

Brack.  Fy,  fy,  the  wouan's  mod. 

Cor.  Be  thy  act  JudaJrHLe,  betray  In  kissing. 
Ma/at  thou  l>e  env/d  during  his  short  breath. 
And  pi^d  like  a  wretch  after  his  death. 

Fii.  (ipr.  O  me  accurs'd !     [Exit  Vit.  Cor. 
.  Flam.  Are  you  oigtof  your  witS|  my  lord? 

TOJL.   IliT* 


I'll  fetch  her  back  again. 
Brack.  No,  I'll  to  bed. 
Send  doctor  Julio  to  me  presently. 
Uncharitable  woman !  thy  rash  tongue 
Hath  rais'd  a  fearful  and  prodigious  storm ; 
fie  thou  the  cause  of  all  ensuing  harm. 

[Exit  BrachiaKO. 
Flam.  Now,  you  that  stand  so  much  upon 
vour  honour ! 
Is  this  a  fitting  time  o*night,  think  you, 
To  send  a  duke  home  without  e*er  a  man  ? 
I  would  fain  know  where  lies  the  mass  of  wealth 
Which  you  have  hoarded  for  my  maintenance, 
That  I  inav  bear  my  beard  out  of  the  level 
Of  my  lord's  stirrup. 

Cor.  What !  because  we  are  poor. 
Shall  we  be  vicious  ? 

Flam.  Pray,  what  means  have  you 
To  keep  me  from  the  gallies,  or  the  gallows  ? 
Mv  father  prov'd  himself  a  gentleman. 
Sold  all  his  land,  and,  like  a  fortunate  fellow. 
Died  ere  the  money  was  spent.    You  brougbt 

me  up 
At  Padua,  I  confess,  where  I  protest, 
For  want  of  means  (the  university  judge  me) 
I  have  been  fain  to  heel  my  tutor's  stockings 
At  least  seven  years;  conspiring  with  a  beard 
Made  me  a  graduate ;  then  to  this  duke's  service. 
I  visited  the  court,  whence  I  return'd 
More  courteous,  more  leacherous  by  far, 
But  not  a  suit  the  richer.    And  shall  I, 
Having  a  path  so  open,  and  so  free 
To  my  preferment,  still  retain  your  milk 
In  my  pale  forehead }  no,  this  face  of  mine 
IMl  arm  and  fortify  with  lusty  wine, 
'Gainst  shame  and  blushine. 
Cor.  O  that  I  ne'er  had  borne  thee ! 
Flam,  So  would  I. 
I  woold  the  common'st  courtezan  in  Rome 
Had  been  my  mother,  rather  than  thyself. 
Nature  is  very  pitiful  to  whores, 
To  give  them  but  few  children,  yet  those  chil- 
dren 
Plurality  of  fathers;  they  are  sure 
They  shall  not  want.    Go,  .go, 
Complain  unto  my  great  lord  cardinal; 
It  may  .be  he  will  justify  the  act. 
Ljcurgus  wondered  much,  men  would  provide 
Good  stallions  for  their  mares,  and  yet  would 

suffer 
Their  fair  wives  to  be  barren. 

Cor.  Misery  of  miseries !    [Esit  Corjtblia. 
Flam.  The  dutcliess  comes  to  court !  I  like 
not  that. 
We  are  engas^d  to  mischief,  and  must  on. 
As  rivers  to  find  out  the  ocean 
Flow    with    crook   bending^   beneath    forced 

banks; 
Or  as  we  see,  to  aspire  some  mountain's  top^ 
Tlie  way  ascends  not  strai|ht,  but  iouCatct 
The  subtile  foldinn  of  a  wmter  snake ; 
So  who  knows  poncy  and  her  tme  aspect. 
Shall  find  her  ways  winding  and  indiroct.  [Esit. 
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ACT  11. 


Enter  Fbavcisco  de  Medicis,  Cardinal '^ov^ 

TTCELSO,   MaRCELLO,  ISABELLA,  VOVng  GiO- 

VANNi,  with  little  Jaques  the  Moor, 

F,  de  Med,  Have  you  not  seen  your  husband 
since  you  arrived? 

Isa,  Not  yet,  sir. 

F.  de  Med,  Surely  he  is  wonderful  kind ; 
If  I  had  such  a  dove-house  as  Camillo's, 
I  would  set  fire  ou%  were't  but  to  destroy 
The  pole-cats  that  haunt  to   it. — My    sweet 
cousin ! 

Gio.  Lord  uncle,    you  did    promise    me    a 
horse. 
And  armour. 

F,  de  Med.  That  I  did,  my  pretty  cousin. 
Marcello,  see  it  fitted. 

Mar,  My  lord,  the  duke  is  here. 

F,  de  Med,  Sister,  away ;  you  must  not  yet 
be  seen. 

Isa,  I  do  beseech  you, 
Entreat  him  mildly,  let  not  your  rough  tongue 
Set  us  at  louder  variance ;  all  my  wrongs 
Are  freely  pardon'd ;  and  I  do  not  doubt. 
As  men,  to  try  the  '^  precious  unicorn's  horn. 
Make  of  the  powder  a  preservative  circle, 
And  in  it  put  a  spider;  so  these  arms 
Shall  charm  his  poison,  force  it  to  obeying. 
And  keep  him  chaste  from  an  infected  straying. 

F.  de  Med.  I  wish  they  may.    Be  gone. 

[Exeunt  Isabella  and  Giovanni,  &c. 

Enter  Bracbiano  and  Flamikeo. 

^Void  the  chamber : 

You  are  welcome,  will  you  sit?    I  pray,  my 
lord. 


Be  yoo  my  orator,  my  l)«&rt*s  too  fyil, 
ril  second  yon  anon, 

Mon,  Ere  I  begin, 
Let  me  entreat  your  grace  forego  all  passion. 
Which  may  be  raised  by  my  free  discourse. 

Brach,  As  silent  as  Pth*  church;  you  may 
proceed. 

Mon,  It  is  a  wonder  to  your  aoble  fri^ds. 
That  you  having  as  'twere  enterM  the  world 
With  a  free  scepter  in  your  able  hand. 
And  have  to  the  use  of  nature  well  applied 
High  gifts  of  learning,  should  in  your  prime  age 
Neglect  your  awful  throne,  for  the  soft  down 
Of  an  insatiate  bed.    Oh,  my  lord. 
The  drunkard  after  all  his  lavish  cups 
Is  dry,  and  then  is  sober :  so  at  length, 
^^  When  you  awake  from  this  lascivious  dream. 
Repentance  then  will  follow,  like  the  sting 
Plac'd   in    the  adder's  tail.      Wretched    we 

princes 
When  fortune  biasteth  but  a  petty  flower 
Of  their  unwieldy  crowns ;  or  ravisheth 
But  one  pearl  from  their  scepters :  but  alas ! 
When  they   thro'  wilful  shipwreck  loee  g09d, 

fame, 
All  princely  titles  perish  with  their  name. 

Brach.  You  hove  said,  my  lord. 

Mon.  £nou&;h  to  give  you  taste 
How  far  I  am  from  flattering  your  greatness. 

Brach.  Now  you  that  are  his  second,  what 
say  you  ? 
Do  not  like  young  hawks  fetch  a  course  about. 
Your  game  flies  fair,  and  for  you. 

F.  de  Med,  Do  not  fear  it : 
ril  answer  you  in  your  own  hawking  phrase. 
Some  eagles  that  should  gaze  upon  the  sun 


'9  PreciouB  umeom*$  hom,-^^^  The  antients  held  the  Vmcom*8  horn  to  be  a  counter  poison  ;  and 
that  the  animal  used  to  dip' it  in  the  water,  to  purifv  and  sweeten  it  ere  it  would  drink  :  it  Is  added, 
that  for  the  same  reason  other  beasts  wait  to  see  it  ^rink  before  them. — Thence,  as  also  from  the  rap 
rity  of  the  thing,  people  have  taken  occasion  to  attribute  divers  medicinal  virtues  thereto. 

"  But  Amb.  Pare  has  proved  it  a  mere  piece  of  charlctanery,  and  all  the  virtues  attributed  to  it  to 
be  fklse ;  and  yet  the  price  it  has  bore  is  almost  incredible.  Andrea  Racct,  a  physician  of  Florence, 
affirms  the  pound  of  16  ounces  to  have  been  sold  in  the  Apothecaries  shops  for  1636  crowns,  when 
the  same  weight  of  gold  was  only  worth  one  hundred  forty-eight  crowns."  Chambered  ^DIaNofM^y• 
Seeafeo  Sir  Thomas  Brown's  Vulgwr  EfrorWy  B.  3.  C.  S3.  * 

^  When  you  mnke/rom  this  l4i»cwimu  dreamy 
Repentance  then  wiU  follow,  like  the  tUng        * 
Pl94fd  in  the  adder's  taU,^So  Thomson  s^ : 

'*  Even  present,  in  the  very  lap  of  love 
Inglorious  laid :  while  dnisick  flows  aronnd> 
Perfumes,  and  oils,  and  wine;  and  wanton  hours; 
Amid  the  rosesjiarce  repentance  rears 
Her  snaky  arest :  a  quick  returning  pang 
Shoots  thro'  tiiiQ  conscious  heart ;  where  honour  still. 
And  gr^t  desicn,  attest  th'  oppressive  load 
Ofluniry,  by  fits,  impatient  heave, Spring,  l.itt* 
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Seldom  soar  bigb,  but  take  their  lustfal  ease ; 
Since  they  from  duogbili  birds  their  prej  can 

seize. 
Tou  know  Vittona  ? 

Brack.  Yes. 

F.  de  Med,  You  shift  your  shirt  there. 
When  you  return  iirom  tendil } 

Brachi  Happily. 

JP.  ^e  Med.  Her  husband  is  the  lord  of  a  poor 
fortune. 
Yet  she  wears  cloth  of  tissue. 

Brack,  What  of  this? 
Will  you  urge  that,  ray  good  lord  cardinal, 
As  part  of  her  cuntession  at  next  shrift, 
And  knomr  from  whence  it  sails  ? 

F.  de  Med.  She  is  your  strumpet. 

Brack,  \jjicivi]  sir,  there's  hemlock  in  thy 
brtath. 
And  blackest  slander.      Were  she  whore  of 

mine. 
All  thy  loud  cannons,  and  thy  *'  borrowM  Swit- 

zers. 
Thy  gallies,  nor  thy  sworn  confederates. 
Durst  not  supplant  her. 

JP.  de  Med,  Let's  not  talk  on  thunder. 
Thou  hdst  a  wife,  our  sister ;  would  I  had  given 
Both  her  white  bands  to  death,  bound  and  lock'd 

fast 
In  her  bft  winding  sheet,  when  I  gave  thee 
But  on^ 

Brack,  Tbou  hadst  given  a  soul  to  God  then. 

F.dtUed,  True; 
Thy  ghostly  father,  with  all  his  absolution, 
Sfiail  ne'er  do  so  by  thee. 

Brack,  Spit  tby  poison. 

F,  de  Med,  I  shall  not  need,  lust  carries  her 
sharp  whip 
At  her  own  girdle ;  look  to*t,  for  our  anger 
Is  making  thunder-bolts. 

Brack,  Thunder  !  i*faith, 
Th^  are  but  crackers. 

F.  de  Med,  We'll  end  it  with  the  cannon. 

Brack,  Tbou'lt  get  nought  by  it,  but  iron  in 
tby  wounds, 
JM  gunpowder  in  thy  nostrils. 

F,d9Med,  Beuerthat, 
Than  change  perfiuues  for  plalbters. 

Brack.  Pity  on  thee, 
Twere  good  you'd  shew  your  slaves,  or  men 

cond^nnM, 
Your  new-plow'd  forehead-defiance.    I'll  meet 

tbee, 
Eveo  in  a  thicket  of  thy  ablest  men. 

Man.  My  lord,  you  shall  not  word  it  any 
farther 
Without  a  milder  lin^^ 

F.deMed.  Willingly. 


Brack.  Have  you  proclaim*d  a  triumph^  that 
you  bait 
A  lion  thus? 

Mon.  My  lord ! 

BrflcA.  I'm  tame,  Tm  tame,  sir. 

Flam.  We  send  unto  the  duke  for  conference 
^Bout  levies  'gainst  the  pirates ;  my  lord  duke 
Is  not  at  home :  we  come  ourself  in  person ; 
Still  my  lord  duke  is  busied.    But  we  fear 
When  Tyber  to  each  prouling  passenger 
Discovers  flocks  of  wild  ducks;  then,  my  lord, 
'Bout  moulting  time  I  mean,  we  shall  be  certain 
To  find  you  sure  enough,  and  speak  with  you. 

Brack,  Ha! 
•    Flanu  A  meer  tale  of  a  tub,  my  words  are 

idle; 
But  to  express  the  sonnet  by  natural  reason, 
When  stags  grow  melancholy,  you*ll  find  the 
season. 

Enter  Giovanni. 

Mon,  No  more,   my  lord ;    here  comes  a 
champion 
Shall  end  the  difference  between  you  both ; 
Your  son,  prince  Giovanni.    See,  my  lords. 
What  hopes  you  store  in  him ;  this  is  a  casket 
For  both  your  crowns,  and  should  be  held  like 

dear. 
Now  is  he  apt  for  knowledge ;  therefore  know 
It  is  a  more  direct  and  even  way. 
To  train  to  virtue  those  of  princely  blood, 
By  examples  than  by  precepts:  if  by  examples. 
Whom  should  he  rather  strive  to  imitate 
Than  his  own  father?  be  bis  pattern  then. 
Leave  him  a  stock  of  virtue  that  may  last^ 
Should  fortune  rend  his  sails,  and  split  his  mast. 

Brack.  Your  hand,  boy,  growing  to  a  soldier  ? 

Gio.  Give  me  a  pike. 

F,  de  Med,  What,  practising  yonr  pike  so 
young,  foir  cuz  ? 

Gio.  Suppose  me  one  of  Homer's  frogs,  my 
loid, 
Tossing  my  bull-rush  thus.    Pray,  sir,  tell  me. 
Might  not  a  child  of  good  discretion 
Be  leader  to  an  army  ? 

F,  de  Med,  Yes,  cousin,  a  young  pnnce 
Of  good  discretion  might. 

Gio.  Say  you  so  ? 
Indeed  I  have  heard,  'tis  fit  a  general 
Should  not  endanger  his  own  person  ofib, 
So  that  he  makes  a  noise  when  he's  on  horse* 

back 
Like  a  Dantzick  drummer,  O,  'tis  excellent ! 
He  need  not  fight;  methinks  his  horse  as  well 
Might  lead  an  army  for  him.    If  I  live, 
1*11  charge  the  French  foe  in  the  very  front 
Of  all  my  troops,  the  foremost  man. 


^*  Berrcwi'd  Switzers. — Switzert,  in  our  antient  plays,  are  generally  spoken  of  as  the  guards  particn- 
larty  beloomig  to  the  persons  of  princes.  See  The  Noble  Gentlemany  by  Beaomout  and  Fletclier,  A.  3. 
8. 1.  and  Ummlety  A.  4.  S.  5. 
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F.deMed.  What!  What! 

Gio,  And  wili  not  bid  my  soldiers  op  and 
follow, 
But  bid  them  fpUow  ine.     * 

Brack,  **  Forward  lap-wing  ! 
He  flies  with  the  shell  on's  head. 

F,  de  Med,  Pretty  cousin  ! 

Gio.  The  first  year,  uncle,  that  I  go  to  war^ 
All  prisoners  that  I  take  I  will  set  free, 
Without  tlieir  ransom. 

jF.  de  Med,  Ha  !  without  their  ransom  ! 
How  then  will  you  reward  your  soldiers, 
That  took  those  prisoners  for  you  ? 

Gio,  Thus,  my  lord  ; 
I'll  marry  them  to  all  the  wealthy  widows      -    * 
That  fall  that  year. 

F,  de  Med.  Why  Oien,  the  next  year  following, 
You'll  have  no  men  to  go  with  you  to  war. 

Gio,  Why  then  Til  press  the  women  to  the 
war. 
And  then  the  men  will  follow. 

Mon,  Witty  prince ! 

F,  de  Med.  See,  a  good  habit  makes  a  child 
*  a  man, 
Whereas  a  bad  one  make  a  man  a  beast. 
Come,  you  and  I  are  friends. 

Brack,  Most  wisliedly : 
Like  bones  which,  broke  in  sunder,  and  wiil  set. 
Knit  the  more  strongly. 

F.  de  Med.  Call  Camillo  hither: 
You  have  receiv*d  the  rumour,  how  count  Lodo- 

wick 
Is  tum*d  a  pirate. 

Brack,  Yes. 

F.  de  Med,  We  are  now  preparing 
Some  ships  to  fetch  him  in.      Behold    your 

dutchess. 
We  now  will  leave  you,  and  expect  from  you 
Nothing  bat  kind  intreaty. 

[Ejeunt  Fran.  Mon.  Giov* 

Enter  Isabella. 

Brack,  You  have  chnrm*d  me. 
You  are  in  health,  we  see. 

Isa,  And  above  health. 
To  sec  my  lord  well.  • 

Brack,  So,  I  wonder  much 
What  amorous  whirlwind  hurried  you  to  Rome  ? 

I$a,  Devotion,  my  lord. 

Brack,  Devotion  ! 
Is  your  soul  charg*d  with  any  grievous  sin  ? 

isa,  Tis  burtben'd  with  too  many;  and  I 
think 


The  oft'ner  that  we  cast  our  reckonings  up. 
Our  sleeps  will  be  the  sounder. 

Brack,  Take  your  chamber. 

Isa,  Nay,  my  dear  lord,  I  will  not  have  you 

Doth  not  my  absence  firom  you,  now  two  months. 
Merit  one  kiss  ? 

Brack,  I  do  not  use  to  kiss : 
If  that  will  dispossess  your  jealousy, 
III  swear  it  to  you. 

Isa,  O  my  lov'd  lord, 
I  do  not  come  to  chide :  my  jealousy  ! 
I  am  to  learn  what  that  Italian  means. 
You  are  as  welcome  to  these  longing  arms. 
As  I  to  vou  a  virgin. 

Brack,  O your  breath! 
Out  upon  sweet-meats  and  continu*d  physick. 
The  plague  is  in  them. 

Isa,  You  have  oft,  for  these  two  lips, 
Neglected  cassia,  or  the  natural  sweets 
Of  the  spring-violet :   they  are  not  yet  much 

witber'd. 
My  lord,  I  should  be  merry :  these  yojr  frowna 
Shew  in  a  helmet  lovely ;  but  on  me, 
In  such  a  peaceful  interview,  methinks 
They  are  too  roughly  knit. 

Brack,  O  cfissemblance ! 
Do  yon  bandy  factions  'gainst  me  ?  have  you  learnt 
The  trick  of  impudent  baseness  to  complaia 
Unto  your  kindred  ? 

Isa,  Never,  iny  dear  lord. 

Brack,  Must  I  be  hunted  out ?  or  was't  your, 
trick 
To  meet  some  amorous  gallant  here  in  Rome, 
That  must  supply  our  discontinuance  ? 

Isa,  I  pray,  sir,  burst  my  heart;  and  in  my 
death 
Turn  to  your  antient  pity,  tho*  not  love. 

Brack,  Because  your  brother  is  the  corpulent 
duke. 
That  is,  the  sreat  duke:  'sdeath,  I  shall  not 

shoruy 
Racket  away  ^ve  hundred  crowns  at  tennis. 
But  it  shall  rest  upon  record !  I  scorn  him 
Dke  a  ^'  shav'd  Polack ;  all  his  reverend  wit 
Lies  in  his  wardrqjbe :  he's  a  discreet  feM&w, 
When  he's  made  op  in  his  robes  of  state. 
Your  brother,   the  great  duke,  because  h'aa 

gallies, 
And  now  and  then  ransacks  a  Turkish  fly-boat, 
(Now  all  the  hellish  furies  rack  his  soul) 
First  made  this  match ;  accursed  be  the  priest 
That  sang  the  wedding-mass,  and  even  my  issue  ! 


»*  Forward  lap-winfc  f 

He  flies  witk  tke  AeU  mis  kead,—So  Horatio  says  in  HamUt,  A.  5.  S.  2.  *'  This  lap-wing  nms 
away  with  the  shell  on  his  head."    See  Mr  Steevens's  Note  thereon. 

*'  Skac'd  Poidch—i,  e.  PoUnder.  ,  See  the  Notes  of  Mr  Pope,  Dr  Johnson,  and  Mr  Steevens,  on 
Hamlet,  A,  1.  S.  1.  In  Moryson's  Itinerary,  1617,  p.  9,  p*  170,  it  is  said,  "  The  Polonians  skmce  hl\ 
their  heads  close,  excepting  the  haire  of  the  forehead,  which  they  nourish  very  long,  and  cast  backe 
to  the  binder  part  of  the  head." 
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Jm.  O,  too  too  hkr  jon  h«ve  cant. 
Brack.  Your  band  Til  kiis  ; 
Tbb  is  the  latest  ceremony  of  my  love. 
Hencefonii  Tli  never  lie  with  thee :  by  this. 
This  wedding-ring,  I'll  ne'er  more  lie  with  thee. 
And  this  divorce  shall  be  as  troly  kept^ 
As  if  the  judge  had  doom'd  it.     Fare  you  well  ^ 
Our  sleeps  are  sever'd.  I 

ha.  Forbid  it  the  sweet  union 
Of  all  things  blessed !  why,  the  saints  in  heaven  I 
Will  knit  uieiir  brows  at  that. 

brack.  Let  not  thy  love 
Make  thee  an  unbeliever;  this  my  vow 
Shall  never,  on  my  soul,  be  satisfied 
With  .ny  repentance :  let  thy  brother  rage 
Beycmd  a  horrid  tempest,  or  sea^fighty 
My  vow  IS  fix'd. 

ha,  O  my  winding-sheet ! 
Now  shall  I  need  th^  shortly.    Dear,  my  lord, 
Let  me  hear  once  more^  what  I  would  not  hear. 
Never? 

Brack,  Never. 

ha,  O  my  onkind  lord !  may  your  sins  find 
As  I  upon  a  woful  widow'd  bed  [mercy, 

Shall  pray  for  you,  if  not  to  tarn  your  eyes 
Upon  your  wretched  wife  and  hopeful  son. 
Yet  that  in  time  you'll  fix  them  upon  heaven. 
Brack,  No  more;  go>  go,  complain  to  the 

great  duke. 
ha.  No,  my  dear  lord,  you  shall  have  pivsent 
witness 
How  rU  work  neace  betireen  you.    I  will  nudte 
Mvself  the  author  of  your  cursed  vow, 
I  have  iome  cause  to  do  it,  you  have  none ; 
Conctal  it,  I  beseech  you,  for  the  weal 
Of  both  your  dukedoms,-  that  vou  wrondit .  the 
Of  such  a  separation :  let  the  iault  [means 

Remain  with  my  supposed  jealousy, 
And  think  with  what  a  piteous  and  aent  Iwart 
1  shall  peribrm  this  sad  ensuing  part. 

Enter  Fbakcisco  de    Meoicis,    Flamikxo, 
MoNTicELSO,  Mabcello,  Camillo. 

Brack,  Well,  take  your  conrsttb    My  honour- 
able brother ! 

F.  d€  Med,  ^iter !  this  is  not  well,  my  lord. 
Why,  sister  1 
She  merits  not  this  welcome. 

Brack,  Welcome, say? 
She  hath  siven  me  a  sharp  welcome. 

F,  de  Med.  Are  you  foolish  ? 
Come,  dry  your  tears :  is  this  a  modish  course, 
To  better  what  is  naught,  to  rail  and  weep  ? 
Grow  to  a  reconcilement,  or,  by  heaven, 
ni  ne'er  more  deal  between  you. 

ha.  Sir,  you  shall  not; 
No,tbo'  Vittoria,  upon  that  condition. 
Would  become  honest. 


F.  de  Med,  Was  your  husbaad  loud 
Since  we  departed^ 

Isa,  By  my  life,  sir,  no ; 
I  swear  Iry  that  I  do  not  care  to  lose. 
Are  all  these  ruins  of  mjr  former  beantj 
Laid  out  for  a  whore's  triumph  ? 

F.  de  Med.  Do  you  hear  r 
Look  upon  other  women,  with  what  patience 
They  suffer  these  slight  wrongs,  and  with  what 

J'lustice 
y  to  requite  them :  tidce  that  course, 

lia.  O  that  I  were  a  man !  that  I  had  power 
To  execute  my  apprehended  wishes, 
I  would  whip  some  with  scorpions. 
•    F.  de  Med.  What,  tnm'd  fiiry  ? 

Isa.  To  dig  the  strumpet's  eyes  out ;  let  her  lie 
Some  twenty  months  a  dyins,  to  cut  off 
Her  nose  and  lips,  pull  out  her  rotten  teeth, 
Preserve  her  flesh  like  mummy,  for  trophies 
Of  my  just  anger!  Hell  to  my  affliction 
Is  mere  snow-water.    By  your  fovour,  sir; 
Brother,  draw  near,  and  my  lord  cardinal: 
Sir,  let  me  borrow  of  you  but  one  kiss ; 
Henceforth  I'll  never  lie  with  you,  by  this, 
This  wedding-ring. 

F.  de  M$d.  How,  ne'er  more  lie  with  him  ? 

Im.  And  this  divorce  shall  be  as  truly  kept 
As  if  in  thronged  court  a  thousand- ears 
Had  heard  it,  and  a  thousand  lawyers'  hands 
Seal'd  to  the  separation. 

Brack.  Ne'er  lie  with  me  ? 

ha.  Let  not  my  former  dotage 
Make  thee  an  unbeliever ;  this  my  vow 
Shall  never  on  my  soul  be  satisfied. 
With  my  repentance ;  wtami  alta  mentertpottum, 
.    F,  de  Med,  Now,  by  my  birth,  you  are  a 
And  jealous  woman.  [tbolish,  mad. 

Brack,  You  see  'ris  not  my  seeking. 

F,  de  Med.  Was  this  your  circle  of  pure  uni- 
com's  horn. 
You  said  should  charm  your  lord !  now  horns 

upon  thee, 
For  jealousy  deserves  them :  keep  your  vow. 
And  take  your  chamber. 

Ita,  No,  sur,  FU  presently  to  Padua; 
I  will  not  stay  a  minute. 

Mon,  O  good  madam ! — 

Brack,  'Twere  best  to  let  her  have  her  Im- 
mour; 
Some  half  dav's  journey  will  bring  down  her 
And  then  she'll  turn  in  post.  [stomach, 

F,  de  Med.  To  see  her  come 
To  my  lord  cardinal  for  a  dispensation 
Of  her  rash  vow,  will  beget  excellent  laughter. 

Isa,  Unkindness,  do  thy  office;. poor  hearty 
break: 
^Those  are  the  killing  griefs,  which  dare  not 

speak.  [£Wr» 


*^  Tkoee  me  the  kUUng^gri^yWkick  date  not  epeak.--Soy  in  Mackeik,  A.  4.  S.3: 
"  Give  sorrow  words :  fke  grief  that  does  not  speak. 
Whispers  the  oVr-fraoght  heart,  and  bids  it  break." 
Cm  levee  Upmntur,  mf^es  atupent,      S. 
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Enter  Camiux). 

Mar,  Camillo's  come,  o^  lord. 

F.  de  MetL  Where's  tbe  commission? 

Mar.  Tishere. 

F.  de  Med.  Give  me  the  signet. 

Ham.  My  lord^  do  you  mark  their  whisper- 
ipg  ?  I  wiii  compound  a  medicine,  out  of  nieir 
two  hteds,  stronger  than  garlick,  deadlier  than 
^^ stibium:  the  cantharides,  which  are  scafce 
seen  to  stick  upoa  the  flesh,  when  they  work  to 
the  hearty  shall  not  do  it  with  more  silence  or 
iiiTisible  cunning. 

Enter  Doctor, 

Brack.  Abo«t  the  murder? 

Flam.  They  are  sendiag  him  to  Naples,  but 
ni  send  htm  lo  Caady.  Here's  anotiier  pro- 
perty too. 

B/yich.  0»  the  doctor  ! 

Flam.  A  poor  quack-saivine  knave,  my  lord ; 
one  that  should  have  been  hwd  fbr's  leachery, 
but  that  he  confest  a  judgment^  bad  an  execu- 
tion laid  upon  him,  and  so  put  the  whip  .to  a 
non  plus. 

Doc.  And  was  cozen*d,  my  lord,  by  an  armn- 
ter  knave  than  myself  and  made  pay  all  the 
colourable  •xecotion.   * 

Flam.  He  will  shoot  piUs  into  a  man's  guts 
shall  make  them  have  more  vevta^es  than  a  cor- 
net or  a  lamprey :  he  will  poison  m  a  kiss ;  and 
was  once  minded  for  his  master-piece,  *^  because 
Ireland  breeds  no  poisou,  to  have  prepared  a 
deadly  vapour  in  a  Spaniard's  fort,  taat  should 
have  poison'd  all  Dublin, 
.  Bracks  O,  saint  Anthooy's  fire! 

Doc.  Your  secretary  is  merry,  my  lord. 

Flam,  p  thou  curs'd  antipathy  to  nature! 
look|  his  eye's  bloodslied,  like  a  needle  a  chi- 
rargeon  stitcheth  a  wound  with:  let  me  embrace 
thee,  toad,  and  love  thee :  O  thou  abominable 
loathtome  gargarism,  that  will  fetch  up  lungs, 
lights,  heart,  and  liver,  by  scruplea. 

Brack.  No  more:  I  must  employ  thee,  honest 
doctor. 
You  must  to  Padua,  and,  by  the  way, 
Use  some  of  your  skill  for  us. 

Doc.  Sir,  I  shall. 

Brwk.  But  for  Camillo  ? 

Flam,  He  dies  this  night,  by  such  a  politick 
strain. 
Men  shall  suppose  liim  by's  own  engine  slain. 
But  for  your  dutchess'  death. 

Doc,  I'll  make  her  sure. 

Brack.  Small  mischiefs  are  by  greater  made 
secure. 

Flam.  Remember  this,  you  slave;  when 
knanrescome  to  preferment,^  they  rise  as  gallowses 


are  raisM  ia  tbs  Low  Countries,  one  upon  ao*- 
other's  shoulders.  [Exeunt, 

flnter  Monticblso,  Camfllo,  and  Fbancisco 

DE  MeDICIS. 

Ji»n.  Here  is  an  emblem,  nephew,  pray  per* 
use  it ; 
rTwas  thrown  in  at  your  window. 
•    Cam,  At  my  window  ? 
H6re  is  a  stag,  ray  lord,  hath  shed  his  lioros. 
And,  For  the  loss  of  them,  the  poor  beast  weeps  t 
The  word.  Inopem  me  copiajecit, 

Mon,  That  is. 
Plenty  of  horns  hath  made  him  poor  of  boms. 

Cam,  'What  should  this  mean  ? 

Mon.  I'll  tell  you ;  'tis  given  out  you  ire  a 
cuckold. 

Cam.  It  is  ^ven  out  so. 
I  had  rather  such  a  report  as  that,  my  lord, 
Should  keep  within  dooci. 

F,  de  Med,  Have  you  any  children? 

Cam,  None,  my  lord. 

F.  de  Med.  You  are  the  happier : 
rU  tell  you  a  tak. 

Cam.  Pray,  my  lord. ' 

F.  de  Med.  An  old  tale : 
Upon  a  time  Phoebus,  the  god  of  light, 
Or  him  we  call  the  sun,  would  needs  be  married: 
The  gods  gave  their  con«rnt,  and  Mercury 
Was  sent  to  voice  it  to  the  general  world. 
But  what  a  piteous  cry  there  straight  arose 
Amongst  smiths  and  f«|t-makers>  brewers  and 

cooks, 
Reapl^  and  butte»^omen,  akiongst  ishmon* 

gers. 
And  thousand  other  trades^  which  are  anuoy'd 
Bv  lis  excessive  heat ;  'twas  lamentable : 
They  come  to  Jupiter  all  in  asuf^^ 
Ancl  dd  forbid  the  banes.    A  great  fat  cook 
Was  made  their  M>eaker,  who  intreats  of  Jove^ 
That  Phoebus  mieht  be  gdlded;  for  if  now. 
When  there  was  hut  one  sun,  so  many  men 
Were  like  to  perish  by  his  violent  heat. 
What  should  they  do  if  hft  we»e  manled, 
And  should  beget  more,  and  those  children 
Make  fire*works  like  their  fathir  ?  So  say  I ; 
Only  I  will  apply  it  to  your  wife. 
Her  issue,  should  not  providence  prevent  it. 
Would  make  both  nature,  time,  and  man  re- 
pent it. 

Moil.  Look  you,  cousin. 
Go,  change  the  air  for  shame;  see  if  your  absence 
Will  blast  your  cornucopia.    Marcello 
Is  chosen  with  you  jointrcommissioner. 
For  the  relieving  our  Italian  coast 
From  pirates. 

Mar.  I  am  i^uch  honoured  iu't. 


^'  StUkhan — ^An  aocient  name  for  antimony,  now  seldom  used.    Chambers's  Diotionarf, 
*^  Bemute  Ireland  breeds  no  poiKm.— See  Note  %^  to  the  Second  Part  of  The  Honest  Whore,  Vol.  I, 
p.  574. 
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Cam.  Boty  sir,. 
Ere  I  retorn,^be  stag's  horns  may  be  sprouted 
Greater  than  those  are  shed.  , 

Mon.  Do  not  fear  it ; 
rii  be  your  ranger. 

Cam.  You  must  watch  iW  nights ; 
Then's  the  most  danger. 

F.  dc  Med,  Farewel,  good  Marcello ; 
All  the  best  fortunes  of  a  soldier's  wish 
Bring  you  on  ship-board. 

Cam,  Were  I  not  best,  now  I  am  tum*d  soldier, 
Ere  that  I  leave  my  wife,  sell  all  ^e  hath, 
And  then  take  leave  of  lier  ? 

Mon.  I  ex|>ect  good  from  you, 
Tour  parting  is  so  merry. 
Cam.  Merry,  my  lord !  o'ck'  captains  humour 
right, 
I  am  resolved  to  be  drunk  this  night.        [Exit. 
J*,  de  Med.  So,  'twas  well  fitted  :  now  shall 
we  discern 
How  his  wished  absence  will  give  violent  way 
To4nke  Brachiano's  lust. 
Mon.  Wfa^  that  was  it ; 
To  what  scom'd  purpose  else  should  we  make 

choice 
Of  him  for  a  sea-captain  i  and,  besides, 
Count  Lodowick,  which  was  rumoured  for  a  pirat«, 
Is  now  in  Padua. 
F.  deMed.  Is'ttrue? 
Man.  Most  certain. 
I  have  letters  from  him,  which  are  suppliant 
To  work  his  quick  repeal  from  banishment : 
He  means  to  address  himself  for  pension 
Unto  our  sister  dutchess. 

F.  de  Med.  O  'twas  well. 
We  shall  not  want  his  absence  past  six  days : 
I  film  would  have  the  duke  Brachiwio  run 
Into  notorious  scandal ;  for  there^  nought, 
la  such  curst  dotage,  to  repair  his  name, 
Only  the  deep  sense  of  scnne  deathless  shame. 

Man.  It  may  be  objected,  I  am  dishonourable 
To  play  thus  with  my  kinsman;  but  I  answer. 
For  my  revenge  I'd  stake  a  brother's  life, 
That,  being  wrong'd,  durst  not  avenge  himself. 
F.  de  Med.  Come,  to  observe  this  Hrumpet. 
Mem,  Corse  of  greatness! 
Sore  he'll  not  leave  her  ? 

F.  4e  Med.  There's  small  pity  in*t ; 
Like  masletoe  on  sear  elms  spent  by  weather, 
Lee  faim  cleave  to  her,  and  both  wt  together. 

Enter  Bracbiamo  with  one  in  the  habit  of  a 
Coj^rer, 

Brack.  Now,  sir,  I  claim  your  promise ;  'tis 
.  dead  midnight. 
The  tinoe  prefix'd  to  shevr  me,  by  your  art,^ 


How  the  iatended  murder  of  Camillo 
And  our  loath'd  dutchess  grow  to  action,  [deed 
Con.  You  have  won  me,  by  your  lK)unty,  to  a 
I  do  not  often  practise :  some  there  are. 
Which,  by  s<tthistick  tricks,  aspire  that  name 
Which  I  worn  gladly  lose,  of  necromancer; 
As  some  that  use  to  juj^gle  upon  cards, 
Seeming  to  conjuas,  when  indeed  they  cheat. 
Others  that  raise  up  their  confederate  spiriOi 
'fiouf  wind-mills,  and  endanger  their  own  necks 
For  making  of  a  squib :  and  some  there  are 
^^  Will  keep  a  cartal  to  shew  jqggling  tncks. 
And  give  out  'tis  a  spiriL    Besides  these. 
Such  a  whole  ream  of  almanack-makess,  %Qre» 

flingers. 
Fellows,  indeed,  that  only  live  by  steahh. 
Since  they  do  merely  lie  about  stol'n  goods. 
They'd  make  men  think  the  devil  wei«  fast  and 

loose. 
With  speaking  fustian  Latia.    Pray  sit  down ; 
Put  on  this  night-cap,  sir,  'tis  charm'd  ^  and  now 
I'll  shew  yon,  by  my  strong  commanding  art. 
The  circumstance  tht/i  breaks  your  dntchess^ 
heart. 

A  dumk  Shorn. 
Enter  tuspieiouily  J VLio  a»(/ CHRisTOPasmo; 
they  draw  a  curtain  where  Bracmiano's  pio^ 
ture  ii.  They  put  on  tpectacle$  qfglassy  w^di 
c0Oer  their  eyes  and  no$e$^  and  th^  bumper^ 
Jkmet  before  the  picture,  and  wa$h  thg  Ikps  rf 
the  picture;  that  donel  quenching  the  fire^ 
and  putting  cff  their  spectacle^  they  depmt 
laughing. 

Enter  Isabella  in  her  night-^gown,  as  to  bed- 
ward,  with  li^ht  after  her :  (Zunt  Lodovico, 
Giovanni,  Uuid-antonio,  and  others  wait- 
ing on  her :  she  kneels  down  as  to  prayers, 
then  draws  the  curtain  cftke  picture,  does 
three  reoerences  to  it,  and  kisses  %t  thrice  .•  she 
faints,  and  will  not  st^er  them  to  come  near 
it ;  dies :  sorrow  exprest  in  Giovanvi,  and 
in  Count  Lodovico.  She^s  amvtyed  ostt  so* 
lemnly. 

Brach.  Excellent!  the9 she's  deai. 

Con.  She's  poison'd 
By  the  fum'd  picture :  'twas  her  custom  ni^jblty. 
Before  she  went  to  bed,  to  go  and  visit     . 
Your  picture,  and  to  foed  her  eyes  aad  lips 
Op  the  dead  Aadow.    Doctor  Julio, 
Observing  this,  infects  it  with  an  oil. 
And  ether  poison'd  stnff,  which  presently 
Did  suffocate  her  spirits. 

Brach.  MedM)u^t  I  saw 
Count  Lodovico  there. 

Con.  lie  was;  and,  by  my  art, 
I  fin4  he  did  most  passionately  do«t 


vnteiB* 


keepacMTtal,  &c.— This  was  said  of  Banl;«*«^lebrated  horse  to  often  mea^omd  in  ancieul; 
See  Dig)>7  on  BoHet. 
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upon  yoar  dnlcbess.    Now  tlim  another  way, 
And  view  CamiUo's  far  more  politick  face. 
Strike  loader,  oiusick,  from  this  dnnned  ground, 
To  yield,  as  fits  the  act,  a  tragick  sound. 

The  second  dumb  Sh(0i 

Enter  Flamineo,  Marcello,  Camillo,  with 
four  more  as  Captains  :  they  drink  healths, 
and  dance  :  a  vaulting  horse  is  brought  into 
the  room :  Marceilo  and  two  more  whispered 
out  qf  the  room^  while  Flahineo  una  Ca- 
millo siript  themselves  into  their  shirts^  as  to 
TMuil ;  they  compliment  who  shall  begin :  as 
'  Camillo  is  about  to  vault,  Flamineo  pitch- 
eth  him  upon  his  neck,  and  with  the  help  of 
the  rest,  wriths  his  neck  about :  seems  to  see  if 
it  be  broke,  and  lays  him  folded  double,  as 
Hwere  under  the  k&rse :  makes  shew  to  call 
for  help:  Maecello  comes  in,  laments; 
tends  for  the  Cardinal  and  Duke,  who  come 
forth  with  armed  men ;  wonders  at  the  act ; 
commands  the  body  to  be  carried  home  ;  appre- 
Aendi  Flamine^,  MaRcello,  and  the  rest ; 
mnd  goeSy  asUwere,  to  apprehend  VmoRt a. 

Brach,  Twas  quaintly  done;  but  yet  ^ch 
circumstance 
I  taste  not  folly. 

Con,  O  'twas  most  apparent ; 
You  saw  them  enter  charged  with  their  deep 

healths 
To  their  boon  voyagl ;  and,  to  second  that, 
Flnnineo  calk  to  tove  a  raulting  horse 
Maintain  their  sport.    The  virtuous  Marcello 
It  inuocenlly  plotted  forth  the  room, 
Whibt  your  eye  saw  the  rest,  and  can  inform 

you 
The  engine  of  all. 

Brach.  It  seems  Marcello  and  Flarokieo 
Are  both  committed. 

Con.  Yes,  you  saw  them  guarded. 
And  now  they  are -come  with  purpose  to  ap- 

pidiend 
Your  mistress,  fair  Vittoria;  we  are  now 
Beneath  her  roof.    Twere  fit  we  instantly 
Make  out  by  some  back  postern. 

^Brach,  Noble  friend. 
You  bind  me  ever  to  you ;  this  shall  stand 
As  the  firm  seal  annexed  to  my  hand 

;  shall  infbrce  a  payraen 

Con.  Sir,  I  thank  you. 


It  shall  infbrce  a  payment.    [Exit  Bracbi amo. 


my  r 


Both  flowers  and  weeds  spring,  when  the  sun  is 

warm, 
And  great  men  do  great  good,  or  else  great 

harm*  [Exit  Conjurer. 


Enter  Francisco  de  Medicis,  and  Mokti- 
'    cclso,  their  Chancellor  and  Jtegister. 

F.  A  Med.  You  have  dealt  discreetly,  to  ob- 
tain the  presence 
Of  all  the  grave  ^^  Iciger  ambassadorsy 
To  hear  Vittoria's  triaL 

Mou.  Twas  not  ill ;      > 
For,  sir,  you  know  we  have  nought  but  circuoi* 

stances 
To  charge  her  with,  about  her  husband's  death; 
Their  approbation,  therefore,  to  the  proofs 
Of  her  black  lost  shall  make  her  infamous 
To  all  our  neighbouring  kingdoms.    I  wonder 
If  Brachiano  will  he  Ifere  ? 

F.  de  Med.  O  fy !  ''twere  impudence  too  pal- 
pable* [Ejcunt, 

Enter  Flamineo  and  Marcello  guarded,  and 
a  Lawyer.  *  ^. 

Lam.  *'  What,  are  you  in  by  the  week  ?  so, 
I  will  try  now  whether  thy  wit  be  close  prisoiier : 
mcthinks  none  should  sit  upon  thy  sister,  but 
old  whore-masters. 

Flam.  Or  cuckolds ;  for  your  cuckold  is  the 
most  terrible  tickler  of  leachery.  Whore-mas- 
t«rs  would  serve,  for  none  are  ludg^  at  tilting, 
but  tliose  that  have  been  old  titters. 

Law,  My  lord  duke  and  site  have  been  Tcry 
private. 

Flam.  You  are  a  dull  ass;  'tis  threaten'd  they 
have  been  very  publick. 

Law.  If  it  can  be  proved  they  have  but  kiss*d 
one  another. 

Flam.  What  then  ? 

Law.  My  lord  cardinal  will  ferret  them. 

Flam.  A  cardinal,  I  hope,  will  ugt  catch  co^ 
neys. 

Law.  For  to  sow  kisses  (mark  what  I  say)  to 
sow  kisses  is  to  reap  leachery ;  and,  I  am  sure, 
a  woman  that  will  endure  killing  is  half  won. 

Flam.  True,  her  upper  part;  by  that  rule,  if 
^ou  will  win  her  nether  part  too,  you  know  what 
follows. 

Law.  Ueark,  the  ambassadors  are  lighted. 

Flam.  I  do  put  on  tliis  feigned  garb  of  mirth. 
To  gall  suspicion. 

Mar.  O  my  unfi>rtunate  sister  I 
I  would  my  dagger-point  had  cleft  her  he&rt 
When  sbe  first  saw  Brachiano :  you,  'tis  said. 
Were  made  his  engine,  and  his  stalking  horse^ 
To  undo  my  sister. 

Flam.  I  ain  a  kind  of  path 
To  her,  and  mine  own  preferment. 

Mar,  Your  ruin. 


*«  Leiger  id»6a«odw«.]— See  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  VI.  p.  52.  edit.  1780. 
^  IVhat^  wrewminb^  the  weds?— This  phrase  appears  to  signify  an  engagement  for  a  time  Upiiied* 
It  occurs  in  JLocrt  Labour  Luty  A.  5.  S«  2.    See  Note  thereon;  edit.  1778.      S. 
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Fltm.  Hum  !  thoa  art  a  soldier, 
Followest  the  great  duke,  feedest  his  victories, 
As  witches  do  their  serviceable  spirits, 
Even  with  thy  prodi^l  blood  :  what  hast  got  ? 
But,  like  the  wealth  of  captains,  a  poor  handful, 
^°  Which  ill  thy  pahn  thou  bear'st,  as  men  hold 

water ; 
Seeking  to  gripe  it  fast,  the  frail  reward 
8teab  thro'  thy  fingers. 

Mar.  Sir!^ 

Flam.  Thou  hast  scarce  maintenaivCe 
To  keep  thee  in  fresh  ^  shamois. 

Afar.  Brother!      ' 

Fhm.  Hear  me : 
And  thus,  when  we  have  even  pourM  ourtelves 
Into  great  sights,  for  their  ambition, 
Or  idle  spleen,  how  shall  we  find  reward  ? 
But  as  we  seldom  find  the  missletoe 
Sacred  to  physick,  or  the  builder  oak, 
Witboot  a  mandrake  by  it ;  so  in  our  quest  of 

gain. 
Alas,  the  poorest  of  their  fbrc*d  dislikes 
At  a  limb  proffers,  but  at  heart  it  strikes. 
This  is  lamented  doctrine. 

Mar,  Come,  come. 

Flam,  When  a^  shall  turn  thee 
White  as  a  blooming  hawthorn ] 

Mar.  Ill  interropt  you. 
For  love  of  vhtue  hear  an  honest  heart, 
And  stride  o'er  every  politick  respect, 


Which,  where  they  most  advance,  they  most  in- 
fect, 
Were  I  your  father,  as  I  am  your  brother, 
I  should  not  be  ambitious  to  leave  you 
A  better  patrimony. 
^  Ffam.  rll  think  on't. 

Enter  Savoy, 

The  lord  ambassadors. 

[Here  there  is  a  passage  of  the  lieger  amhas* 
sadors  o9er  the  stage  severally. 

Enter  French  Ambassador, 

Law,  O  my  sprightljr  Frenchman !  Do-  you 
know  him  ?  he's  an  admirable  tilter. 

Flam,  I  saw  him  at  la#t  tilting ;  ^*  he  shew'd 
like  a  pewter  candlestick,  fiishionM  like  a  man 
in  armour,  holding  a  tilting  staff  in  his  hand, 
little  bigger  than  a  candle  of  twelve  i'tb'  pound. 

Law.  O,  but  he  is  an  excellent  horseman. 

Flam.  A  lame  one  in  his  lofty  tricks;  he 
sleeps  a  horseback  ^^  like  a  poulter. 

Enter  English  atifi  Spanish,. 

Law.  Lo'  you  my  Spaniard. 

Flam.  He  carries  his  face  in's  ruff,  as  I  have 
seen  a  serving-man  carry  glasses  in  a  cypress 
hat4Nmd,  monstrous  stead  v,  for  fear  of  breaking : 
he  looks  like  the  claw  of  a  black-bird,  first  salted, 
and  then  broil*d  in  a  candle.  [Exeunt. 


^  Which  in  thgptim  thou  hear'si,  as  men  hold  water; 
Sedemg  to  gnpe  it  fast,  tkefnal  reward 

Steals  thro' t)^  fingers, — Dryden  has  borrowed  this  thought  hi  AUfor  Lsne;  or>  7^  World  well 
Lsst,  A^  5:  ^ 

**  O  that  I  less  could  fear  to  lose  this  being, 
Which,  Hke  a  snow4faU  in  my  coward  hand. 
The  more  'tis  grusp'd,  the  faster  melts  away." 

'*  Suams — i.  e.  shoes  made  of  the  wild  goafs  skin.  -  Chamois,  Fr.      S. 

'^  He  shew'd  Uke  a  pewter  candlestick,  ifcSo  Shakspeare,  in  King  Henry  V,  A.  4.  S.  2 ; 

<<  Their  horsemen  sit  like  fixed  candlesticks, 
With  torch  slaves  in  their  hand :" 

Mr  Steevens  observes,  that  the  ancient  candlestickB  frequently  represented  human  figures  holding 
Ike  sockets  for  the  lights  in  tiieir  extended  hands. 

^^  like  a  pouUer. — ^Ponlterers  do  not  at  present  attend  markets  at  earlier  hours  than  men  of  other 
trades,  so  that  tfaiskccnnparison  in  our  times  seems  to  want  force.      S. 

Is  the  former  edition  of  this  collection^  the  word  poulter  was  changed  to  the  more  modem  term  poul- 
tertr;  the  former,  however,  was  that  which  aacienUy  was  in  constant  use.  The  Company  of  PouUers 
vcre  incorporated  by  that  name  19  Henry  VIII.  and  again  renewed  SOth  Queen  Elizabeth.  See 
Sunn's  Sstrvey,  17«2,  Vol.  II.  p.  910,  B  5. 
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[Webster, 


ACT  III. 


The  Arraignment  qfVmoniK, 


Enter  Francisco  db  Medicis,  MoKTrcELso, 
the  ^\four  lieger  AnfbaUadorSy  BftACHi jrve, 

VlTTORlA  CoHOMBONAy  ISABELLA,    Low^er, 

and  a  guard. 

.    Mon,  Forbear,  my  lord,  here  is  no  place  a»- 

8)KD*d  you : 
This  business,  by  his  holiuess,  is  left 
To  uor  examination. 

Brack,  May  it  thrive  with  you. 

[Layi  a  rich  gown  under  him, 

J*,  de  Med,  A  cbaif  there  for  his  lordship. 

Brack,  Forbear  your  kindness ;  an  unbidden 
guest 
Should  travel  as  Dutch  women  go  to  church. 
Bear  their  stool  with  them. 

Mon,  At  your  pleasure,  sir. 
Stand  to  the  table,  gentlewoman.    Now,  signior. 
Full  to  your  plea. 

Law.  Domine  judex  converte  ocuUn  in  kanc 
pettem  mulierum  'corrupli$timam, 

Vit.Cor.  What's  he? 

F,  de  Med,  A  lawyer,  that  pleads  against  you. 

Fit,  Cor,  Pray,  my  brd,  let  him  speak  his 
nsuiil  tongue, 
ni  make  no  answer  dse. 

F,  de  Med.  Why,  you  understand  Latin. 

Vit,  Cor,  I  do,  sir,  but  amongst  this  auditory 
Which  come  ta  hear  my  cause,  the  half  or  more 
May  be  ignorant  in*t. 

Mon,  Go  on,  sir. 

Vit,  Cor,  By  your  favour, 
I  will  not  have  my  accusation  clouded 
In  a  strange  tongue :  all  this  assen^bly 
Shall  hear  what  you  can  charge  me  with. 

F,  de  Med.  Signior, 
You  need  not  stand  on*t  much ;  pray,  change 

Jour  language, 
h,  for  God's  sake !  gentlewoman,  your 
credit 
Shall  be  more  famous  by  it. 
Law,  Well  then  have  at  you. 
Vit.  Cor,  I  am  the  mark,  iir,  ''  til  give  aim 
to  you. 
And  tell  von  how  near  you  shoot  [ships 

Law.  Most  literated  judges,  please  your  lord- 
80  to  connive  vour  judgments  to  the  view 
Of  this  debaucVd  and  diversivotent  woman ; 


Who  such  a  concatenation 
Of  mischief  hath  effected,  that  to  extirp 
T\\e  memory  oft,  must  be  the  consummation 
Of  htr,  and  her  projections. 

Vit.Cor.  What's  aH  this? 

Law,  Hold  your  peace ! 
Exorbitant  sins  must  have  exulceration. 

Vit,  Cor.  Surely,  my  lords,  this  lawyer  hath 
swallowed 
Some  apothecaries  bills,  or  proclamations : 
And  now  the  hard  and  undigestable  words 
Come  np  like  stones  we  use  give  hawks  for 

physick. 
Why,  this  is  Welch  to  Latin. 

Law,  My  lords,  the  woman 
Knows  not  her  tropes,  nor  is  perfect 
In  the  academick  derivation 
Of  nraounatical  elocution. 

F,  de  Med,  Sir,  your  pains 
Shall  be  well  spared,  and  your  deep  eloquence 
Be  worthily  applaoded  among  those 
Which  understand  you. 

Law.  My  good  lord. 

F.  de  Med.  Sir, 
Put  up  your  papers  in  your  fustian  bag, 

[ Francisco  speaks  this  09  in  Kom. 
Cry  mercy,  sir,  'tis  buckeram,  and  accept 
My  notion  of  your  leam'd  verbosity. 

Law.  I  most  graduatically  thank  your  lord- 
ship; 
I  shall  have  use  for  them  elsewhere. 

Mon,  I  shall  be  plainer  with  you,  and  paint 
out 
Your  follies  in  more  natural  red  and  white^ 
Than  that  upon  your  cheek. 

Vit,  Cor,  O  you  mistake. 
You  raise  a  blood  as  noble  in  this  cheek 
As  ever  was  your  mother*s. 

Mon,  I  must  spare  you,  till  proof  cry  whore 
to  that: 
Observe  this  creature  here,  my  honoured  lords, 
A  woman  of  a  most  prodigious  spirit, 
In  her  effected. 

Vit.  Cor,  My  honourable  lord, 
It  doth  not  suit  a  reverend  cardinal 
To  play  the  Lawyer  thus. 

Afoii.  Oh,  your  trade  instructs  your  language  1 
Yon  see,  my  lords,  what  goodly  fruit  she  i 
I  '^  Yet  like  those  apples  travaUen  report 


5*  Fear— The  quartos  read  six;  /our,  however,  are  only  mentioned. 

3s  rUgiceaim  to  y<m«— See  Note  fS  to  Cornelia^  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  tl.  p.  977.  edit.  t780. 

s*  Yet  Uke  those  appUs,  ^.— This  account  is  taken  lh>m  Maondeville's  TVaeOs.  See  edition  1795, 
p.  122.  '<  And  also  the  Cytees  there  weren  lost,  because  of  Synne.  And  there  bes3rden  growen 
trees^  that  beren  fuUe  /aire  AnpUs,  and  /aire  qf  colour  to  bekolde;  but  whoso  brdcethe  hem,  or  cuttrthm 
hem  t»  hoo,  he  schaUe/ynde  within  hem  Coles  and  Cyndres;  in  tokcne  that,  be  Wrathe  of  God,  the  Cy- 
tees  and  the  Lond  weren  brente  and  sonken  in  to  Helle.  Sum  men  clepen  tha^  See,  the  Lake  Dal« 
fetidee ;  snnune,  the  Flom  of  Develes ;  and  sume  that  Flom  that  is  ever  stynkynge.  And  in  to  thmt 
See,  sonken  the  6  Cytees,  be  Wrathe  of  God;  that  is  to  scyBC,  Sodom^  Gomem^  Aldama,  Sehojm, 
andSegor.* 
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To  ^w  where  Sodom  and  Gomorah  stood, 
I  wUl  but  touch  her»  and  you  straight  shall  see 
She'll  ftJl  to  soot  and  ashes.  [do't. 

Vii,  Cor,  Your  invenom'd  apothecary  should 
Mon,  I  am  resolved, 
Were  there  a  second  paradise  to  lose, 
This  devil  would  betray  it. 

Vit.  Cor.  O  poor  charity ! 
Thou  art  seldom  found  in  scarlet. 
Mon.  Who  knows  not  how,  when  several  night 
by  nif^ht 
Her  gates  were  cboak'd  with  coaches,  and  her 

rooms 
Oathrav*d  the  stars  with  several  kinds  of  lights; 
When  she  did  counterfeit  a  prince's  court 
In  mnsick,  banquets,  and  most  riotous  surfeits; 
Tliis  whore  forsooth  was  holy. 

Vit,  Cor.  Ha?  whore?  what's  that? 
Mon.  Shall  I  expound  whore  to  you?  sore  I 
shall! 
FQ  give  their  perfect  character.    They  are  first, 
Sweet  meats  which  rot  the  eater :  in  man*s  nos- 
trils 
Poison*d  perftimes.  They  are  cozening  alchymy; 
Shipwrecks    in  calmest  weather.      What  are 

whores? 
Cold  Russian  winters,  that  appear  so  barren, 
As  if  that  nature  had  forjgot  the  spring. 
Tbcj  are  the  true  material  fire  of^hell. 
Worse  than  those  tributes  i*th  Low-countries 

paid. 
Exactions  upon  meat,  drink,  garments,  sleep; 
Av  even  on  man*s  perdition,  his  sin. 
Tbej  are  those  brittle  evidences  of  law. 
Which  forfeit  all  a  wretched  man's  estate 
For  learine  out  one  sellable.  What  are  whores? 
Hiey  are  £o8e  flattering  bells  have  all  one  tune, 
At  weddings  and  at  funerals.    Your  rich  whores 
Are  only  treasuries  by  extortion  fiU'd, 
And  empty'd  by  curs  d  riot.    They  are  worse. 
Worse  tJum  dead  bodies,  wliich  are  begg*d  at  th' 

gallows. 
And  wrought  upon  hj  surgeons,  to  teach  man 
Wherein  he  is  imperfect.    What's  a  whore  ? 
She  is  like  the  gilt  counterfeited  coin. 
Which,    whosoe'er  first  stamps  it,    brings  in 

trouble 
All  that  receive  it. 
Vit.  Cor.  This  character  'scapes  me. 
Alois.  You,  gentlewoman? 
Take  from  all  beasts  and  firom  all  mijierals 
Their  deadly  poison— 

ru.Com.  WeU,  what  then? 
Ifos.  Ill  tell  thee; 
111  find  in  thee  an  apothecary's  shop. 
To  sample  them  all. 


F.  Amb.  She  hath  lived  ill. 

E.  Amb.  True,  but  the  cardinal's  too  bitter. 
Mon,  You  know  what  whore  is.    Next  the 

devil  adul'trv. 
Enters  the  devil  murder. 

F.  de  Med.  Your  unhappy  husband 
Is  dead. 

Vit.  Cor.  O  he's  a  happy  husband ; 
Now  he  owes  nature  nothing. 

F.  de  Med.  And  by  a  vaulting  engine. 

Mon.  An  active  plot ; 
He  juinpt  into  his  grave. 

P.  de  Med.  What  a  prodigy  was't, 
That  from  some  two  yards  high,  a  slender  man 
Should  break  his  neck  ? 

Mon.  IW rushes! 

F.  de  Med.  And  what's  more. 
Upon  the  instant  lose  all  use  of  speech. 
All  vital  motion,  like  a  man  had  kin 
Wound  up  three  days.    Now  mark  each  cir- 
cumstance. 

Mon,  And  look  upon   this  creature  as  his 
wife. 
She  comes  not  like  a  widow :  she  comes  arm'd 
With  scorn  and  impudence:  b  this  a  mourning- 
habit  ? 

Vit,  Cor,  Had  I  foreknown  his  death,  as  you 
suggest, 
I  woidd  have  bespoke  my  mourning. 

Mon.  O  you  are  cunnmg ! 

Vit.  Cor.  You  shame  your  w^t  and  judgment 
To  call  it  so ;  what !   is  my  iust  defence 
By  him  that  is  my  judge  calrd  impudence? 
Let  me  appeal  then  from  this  ^^  C^hritdan  court 
To  the  uncivil  Tartar. 

Mon,  See,  my  lords, 
She  scandals  our  proceedings. 

nt.  Cor.  Humbly  thus. 
Thus  low,  to  the  most  worthy  and  respected 
Leiser  embassadors,  my  modesty 
And  woman-hood  I  tender ;  but  withal, 
So  intangled  in  a  cursed  accusation, 
That  my  defence,  of  force,  like  Perseus, 
Must  personate  masculine  virtue.  To  tlie  point; 
Find  me  but  guilty,  sever  head  from  body, 
We'll  part  good  friends :  I  scorn  to  hold  my  life 
At  yours,  or  any  man's  intreaty,  sir. 

E.  Amb,  She  hath  a  brave  spirit. 

Mon.  Well,  well,  such  counterfeit  jewels 
Make  true  ones  oft  suspected. 

Vit.  Cor.  You  are  deceived ; 
For  know,  that  all  your  strict  combined  heads, 
Which  strike  against  this  mine  of  diamonds, 
Shall  prove  but  glassen  hammers,    they  shall 

break; 
These  are  but  feigned  shadows  of  my  evils. 


^^  CHaittian  amrt.—We  have  here  an  instance  of  the  ihtroductioti  of  terms  into  one  country^  which 
peculiarly  belong  to  another.  The  practice  has  been  already  mentioned.  In  England,  the  Ecdesi- 
utieal  Courts,  where  causes  of  adultery  are  cognizable,  are  called  Courts  Christum. 
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"  Terrify  babes,  ray  lord,  witb  painted  devils, 
I  am  past  such  needless  palsy.   For  your  names 
Of  whore  and  murdress,  they  proceed  from  you, 
As  if  a  man  should  spit  against  the  wind ; 
The  Hlth  returns  iu's  face. 

Mon.  Pray  you,   mistress,    satisfy  me    one 
question : 
Wlio  lodged  beneath  your  roof  that  fatal  night 
Your  husband  brake  his  neck  ? 

Brack.  That  question 
Inforceth  me  break  silence;  I  was  there. 
Mmi.  Your  business  ? 
Brack,  Why,  I  came  to  comfort  her. 
And  take  some  course  for  settling  her  estate, 
Because  I  beard  her  husband  wae  in  debt 
To  you,  my  lord, 
Mon,  He  was. 

Brack.  And  'twas  strangely  fear'd, 
That  you  would  cozen  her. 

Mon,  Who  made  you  overseer  ? 
Brack.  Why,  my  charity,  my  charity,  which 
should  flow 
From  every  generous  and  noble  spirit, 
To  orphans  and  to  widows, 
Mon.  Your  lust. 

Brack.  Cowardly  dogs  bark  loudest !  sirrah, 
priest, 
ni  talk  with  you  hereafter. — Do  you  hear? 
The  sword  you  frame  of  such  an  excellent  tem- 
per, 
T\\  sheathe  in  your  own  bowels. 
There  are  a  number  o£  thy  coat  resemble 
Your  common  post-boys. 
Mon.  Ha? 

Brack.  Your  mercenary  post-boys; 
Your  letters  carry  truth,  but  'tis  your  guise 
To  fill  your  mouths  with  gross  and  impudent  lies. 
Serv,  My  lord,  your  gown. 
Brack.  Thou  liest,  'twas  my  stool. 
Bestow*t  upon  thy  master,  that  will  challenge 
The  rest  o'th*  household-stuff;  for  Brachiano 
Was  ne'er  so  beggarly  to  take  a  stool 
Out  of  another's  lodging:  letjiim  make 
Vallance  for  his  bed  on't,  or  demy  foot-cloth 
5'  For  his  most  reverend  moile.     Monticelso, 
Ifemo  m9  impune  lacessit.      [Esit  Brachiano. 
Mon.  Your  champion's  gone. 
Vit.  Cor.  The  wolf  may  prey  the  better. 
F.  de  Med.  My  lord,  there's  great  suspicion 
of  the  murder: 
But  no  sound  proof  who  did  it.    For  my  part 


I  do  not  think  she  haih  a  soul  so  black 

To  act  a  deed  so  bloody :  if  she  have, 

As  in  cold  countries  husband-men  plant  vines, 

And  with  warm  blood  manure  them :  even  so 

One  summer  she  will  bear  unsavory  fruit, 

And  ere  next  spring  wither  both  branch  and 

root. 
The  act  of  blood  let  pass,  only  descend 
To  matter  of  incontinence. 

Vit.  Cor.  I  discern  poison 
Under  your  gilded  pills. 

Mon.  Now  the  duke's  gone,  I  will  produce  a 
letter. 
Wherein  'twas  plotted,  he  and  you  should  meet 
At  an  apothecary's  summer-house, 
Down  by  the  river  Tyber.    View't,  my  lords : 
Where  after  wanton  bathing  and  the  heat 
Of  a  lascivious  banquet — I  pray  read  it, 
I  shame  to  speak  the  rest. 

Vit.  Cor.  Grant  I  was  tempted ; 
Temptation  to  lust  proves  not  the  act : 
Casta  est  quam  nemo  rogavit. 
You  read  his  hot  love  to  me,  but  you  want 
My  frosty  answer. 

Mon.  Frost  i'th'  dog-days !  strange! 

Vit,  Cor,  Condemn  you  me  for  that  the  duke 
did  love  me  ? 
So  may  you  blame  some  fair  and  crystal  river. 
For  that  some  melancholick  distracted  man 
Hath  drown'd  himself  in't. 

Mon.  Truly  drown'd  indeed. 

Vit.  Cor.  Sum  up  my  faults,  I  pray,  and  you 
shall  find, 
That  beauty  and  gay  cloaths,  a  merry  heart. 
And  a  good  stomach  to  a  feast,  are  all. 
All  the  poor  crimes  that  you  can  charge  me 

with. 
In  faith,  my  lord,  you  might  go  pistol  flies. 
The  sport  would  be  more  noble. 

Mon.  Very  good. 

Vit.  Cor*  But  take  you  your  course,  it  seems 
you  have  beggar'a  me  first. 
And  now  would  fain  undo  roe.     I  have  houses. 
Jewels,  and  a  poor  remnant  of  *°  crusadoes  ; 
Would  those  would  make  you  charitable  ! 

Mon.  If  the  devil 
Did  ever  take  good  shape,  behold  his  picture, 

Vit.  Cor.  You  have  one  virtue  left, 
You  will  not  flatter  me. 

F.  de  Med.  Who  brought  this  letter? 

Vit.  Cor.  I  am  not  compell'd  to  tell  you. 


3*  Terr'\f^  babes,  my  Iwd,  vntk  painted  devils. — So,  in  Macbeth,  A.  i,  S.  S ; 

" 'tis  the  eye  of  childkood 

That  fears  a  j^aintcd  devU." 

39  For  ki$  most  renerend  moik, — Cardinals  rode  on  mules.  See  Fiddes's  L\fe  qf  Cardinal  fVolaey,  In 
Collections,  p.  87,  et  seq.      S.  P. 

A  motif  was  the  old  term  for  a  mule.  So,  in  Erasmus's  Praise  of  Folie,  Si^.  H.  <*  For  one  that  is 
sand  blynd  woulde  take  an  asse  for  a  m^hfle,  or  another  praysc,  a  rime  of  Robyn  Hode,  for  as  excellent 
a  making  as  TroyUis  of  Chaucer,  yet  shoulde  they  not  straight  waics  be  counted  madde  therefore." 

40  Cni#a(toe5.-^ee  Note  ^  to  The  Honest  Whore,  Vol.  I.  p.  :i39. 
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2i(m.  My  lord  duke  sent  to  you  a  thousand 
ducats, 
The  twelfth  of  August. 

Vit.  Cor.  *lwta  to  keep  your  cousin 
From  prison,  I  paid  use  forx 

Moil.  I  rather  think, 
Twas  interest  for  his  Inst. 

VU.  Car.  Who  says  so  bnt  yourself?  if  you 
be  my  accuser. 
Pray  cease  to  be  my  judge;   come  from  the 

bench; 
Gtre  in  your  evidence  against  me,  and  let  these 
Be  moderators.    My  lord  cardinal. 
Were  your  intelligencing  ears  as  loving 
As  to  my  thoughts ;  had  you  an  honest  tongue, 
I  woold  not  care  though  you  proclaimed  them  all. 

Man,  Go  to,  go  to. 
After  year  goodly  and  vain-g|oriotts  banquet, 
rjl  ^vc  yon  a  choak-pear* 

fit.  Cor.  Of  your  own  grafting? 

Man.  You  were  born  in  Venice,  honourably 
descended 
from  the  Vittelli ;  'twas  my  cousin's  fate, 
111  may  I  name  the  hour,  to  marry  you; 
He  bought  you  of  your  fother« 

Fit.  Cor.  Ha? 

Man.  Ue  spei)t  there  in  six  months 
Twelve  thousand  ducats,  and  (to  my  knowledge) 
Aeceiv'din  dowry  with  you  not  one  *' julio. 
Twas  a  hard  penny-worth,  the  ware  being  so 

light, 
1  yet  but  draw  the  curtain ;  now  to  your  picture : 
Voo  came  finom  thence  a  most  notorious  strum- 
And  so  you  have  continued.  fpet, 

ru.  Car.  Mv  lord  ! 

Mm.  Nay,  bear  me,  I***^^"" 

Too  shall  have  time  to  prate.    My  lord  Brachi- 
Alas !  I  make  but  repetition, 
Of  what  is  ordinary,  and  Ryalto  talk, 
And  balleted,  and  would  be  plaid  o'th'  stajge, 
Botdiat  vice  noany  times  finds  such  loud  friends, 
That  preachers  are  charm'd  silent. 
^OB  gentlemen,  Flamineo  and  Marcello, 
The  coart  hath  nothing  now  to  charge  yon  with, 
^y  you  must  remain  upon  your  sureties 


Per 


ir  appearance. 


F.  it  Med,  I  stand  for  Marcello. 

Hsm.  And  my  lord  duke  for  me. 

Man.  For  joa,  Vittoria,  your  publick  faulty 
Jdn*d  to  th*  condition  of  the  present  time, 
Takes  firom  you  all  the  fruits  of  noble  pity, 
Socb  a  cormpted  trial  have  you  made 
Both  of  your  life  and  beauty,  and  been  styVd 
^0  less  an  ominous  fate,  than  blazing  stars 
ToPfinces.  Hear  your  sentence ;  you  are  confin'd 
Unto  a  house  of  converts,  and  your  baud — 


Flam.  Who,  I  ? 

Man.  The  Moor. 

Flam.  O,  I  am  a  sound  man  aeain. 

Vit.  Cor.  A  house  of  converts !  whaf  s  that  ? 

Man.  A  house  of  penitent  wliores. 

Vit.  Cor,  Do  the  noblemen  in  Rome 
Erect  it  for  their  wives,  that  I  am  sent 
To  lodge  there  ? 

J*,  de  Med.  Yoa  must  have  patience. 

Vit.  Cor,  I  must  first  have  vengeance. 
I  fiiin  would  know  if  you  have  your  salvation 
By  patent,  that  you  proceed  thus. 

Mon.  Away  with  her. 
Take  her  hence. 

Vit.  Cor.  A  rape !  a  rape ! 

Mon.  How? 

Vit.  Cor.  Yes,  you  have  ravishM  justice; 
Forc'd  lier  to  do  your  pleasure. 

Mon.  Fie,  she*s  man  ! 

Vit.  Cor,  Die  with  those  piUs  in  your  most 
cursed  maw, 
Should  bring  you  health !  or  whfle  you  sit  o*th' 

bench. 
Let  your  own  spittle  choak  you ! 

3ibn.  She's  turned  ftiry. 

Vit.  Cor.  That  the  last  day  of  judgment  may 
so  find  you. 
And  leave  you  the  same  devil  you  were  before ! 
Instruct  me,  some  good  horse-leach,  to  speak 

treason ; 
For  since  you  cannot  take  my  life  for  deeds. 
Take  it  for  words :  0  woman  s  poor  revenge ! 
Which  dwells  but  in  the  tongue.  I  will  not  weep. 
No  ;  I  do  scorn  to  call  up  one  poor  tear 
To  fiiwn  on  your  injustice :  bear  me  hence 
Unto  this  house  of— what's  your  mitigating  title? 

Afon.  Of  converts. 

Vit.  Cor.  It  shall  not  be  a  house  of  converts; 
My  mind  shall  make  it  honester  to  me 
llian  the  Pope's  palace,  and  more  peaceable 
Than  my  soul.    Though  thou  art  a  cardiiml. 
Know  this,  and  let  it  somewhat  raise  your  spight, 
Through  darkness  diamonds  spread  their  richest 
light.       [Exit  Vittoria  Corombona. 

Enter  Brachiano. 

Brack.  Now  you  and  I  are  friends,  sir,  well 
shake  hands 
In  a  friend's  grave  together ;  a  fit  place, 
Being  the  emblem  ot  soft  pea<3e,  ^^  t'atone  our 
hatred. 
¥.  de  Med.  Sir,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Brack.  I  will  not  chase  more  blood  from  that 
lov'd  cheek ; 
You  have  lost  too  much  already ;  fare  you  well. 

[ExU. 


♦*  Julio. — ^A  coin  of  abont  six-pence  value.    Moryson,  in  the  Table  prefixed  to  his  Itinerary,  caUs 
AtGimlio  or  Paote. 
^  T^tame — i.  e.  reconcile.    See  Note  on  Cymbeline,  Shakspeare,  Vol.  IX.  p.  191.  edit.  1778.    S. 
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F.  de  MetL  How  strange  these  words  sound ! 
what's  the  interpretation  ? 

Fiam.  Good ;  this  is  a  prefiice  to  the  discovery 
of  the  dutchess's  death :  he  carries  it  well;  be- 
cause now  I  cannot  counterfeit  a  whining  passion 
for  the  death  of  my  lady,  I  will  feign  a  mad  jju- 
mour  for  the  disgrace  of  my  sister;  and  that 
will  keep  off  idle  questions.  Treason's  tongue 
bath  a  villainous  palsy  iti't;  I  will  talk  to  any 
man,  hear  no  man,  and  for  a  time  appear  a  po- 
litic madman.  [Esit. 

Enter  Giovavni  and  Count  Looovico. 

F.  de  Med.  How  now,  my  noble  cousin  ?  what 
in  black'! 

Gio.  Yes,  uncle,  I  was  uught  to  imitate  you 
In  virtue,  and  you  must  imiute  me 
In  colors  of  your  garments.    My  sweet  mother 

F.deMed.  How?  where? 
Gio,  Is  there ;  no,  yonder :  indeed,  sir,  I'll 
not  tell  you. 
For  I  shall  make  you  weep. 
F.deMed.  Is  dead? 
Gio»  Do  not  blame  me  now, 
I  did  not  tell  you  so. 

Lod.  She's  dead,  my  lord. 
jP.  de  Med.  Dead ! 
Mon.  Blessed  hidy! 
Thou  art  now  above  thy  woes. 
Wilt  please  your  lordships  t^  withdraw  a  little  ? 
Gto.  What  do  the  dead  do, uncle?  do  they  eat, 
Hear  musick,  go  a  hunting,  and  be  merry. 
As  we  that  live  ? 
F.deMed.  No,  cuz;  they  sleep. 
Gio.  Lord,  lord,  that  I  were  dead ; 
I  have  not  slept  these  six  nights.    When  do 
thev  wake? 
1*.  de  Med.  When  God  shall  please. 
Gio.  Good  God,  let  her  sleep  ever ! 
For  I  have  known  her  wake  an  hundred  nights. 
When  all  the  pillow  where  sbe  laid  her  head 
Was  brine-wet  with  her  tears.    I  am  to  com- 
plain to  you,  sir; 
I'll  tell  you  how  they  have  used  her  now  she*8 

dead; 
Thev  wrapp'd  her  in  a  cruel  fold  of  lead| 
Ado  would  not  let  roe  kiss  her. 
jP.  de  Med.  Thou  did'st  love  her. 
Qio,  I  have  often  heard  her  say  she  gave  me 
suck, 
And  it  should  seem  by  that  she  dearly  lov'd  me. 
Since  princes  seldom  do  it. 

F.  de  Med.  O,  all  of  my  poor  sister  that  re- 
mains ! 
Take  him  away  for  God's  sake !  [Exit  Giovan. 


3fo».  How  now,  my  lord? 

F.  de  Med,  Believe  me,  i  am  nothing  but 
her  grave ; 
And  I  shall  keep  her  blessed  memory 
Longer  than  thousand  epitaphs. 

Enter  Flamineo  a$  di$tracted. 

Fiam.  We  endure  the  strokes  like  anvils  or 
hard  steel. 
Till  pain  itself  make  us  no  pain  to  feel. 
Who  shfdl  do  me  right  now  ?  is  this  the  end  of 
service  ?  I'd  rather  go  weed  garlick ;  travel 
through  France,  and  be  mine  own  ostler ;  wear 
sheep-skin  lining,  or  shoes  that  stink  of  black- 
ing, be  enter'd  into  the  list  of  the  forty  thousand 
peqlars  of  Poland. 

Enter  Savoy. 
Would  I  had  rotted  in  some  surgeon's  house  in 
Venice,  built  upon  the  pox  as  well  as  on  piles, 
ere  I  had  serv'd  Brachiano. 

Sav.  Tou  must  have  comfort. 

Flam.  You  r  com  Portable  words  are  like  honey. 
They  relish  in  your  mouth  that's  whole ;  but  in 
mine  that's  wounded,  thev  go  down  as  if  the 
sting  of  the  bee  were  in  thm.  Oh,  tliey  have 
wrought  their  purpose  cunnindy,  as  if  they 
would  not  seem  to  do  it  of  malice.  In  this  a 
politician  imitates  the  devil,  as  the  devil  imi- 
tates a  cannon.  Wheresoever  he  comes  to  do 
mischief  he  comes  with  his  backside  towards 
you. 

Enter  the  French. 

Fr.  The  proofs  are  evident. 

Flam.  Proof!  *twas  corruption.  O  ^Idl 
what  a  god  art  thou !  and  O  man,  what  a  devil 
art  thou  to  be  tempted  by  that  cursed  mineral ! 
You  diversivolent  lawyer,  mark  him;  knaves 
turn  informers,  as  macgots  turn  to  flies,  you  may 
catch  ffudgeons  with  either.  A  cardinal !  I 
would  Tie  would  hear  mc,  there's  nothing  so 
holy  but  money  will  corrupt  and  putrify  it,  like 
victuals  ^^  under  the  line.  You  ar^  happj  in 
England,  my  lord ;  here  they  sell  justly  with 
those  weights  they  press  men  to  death  with.  0 
horrible  salary ! 

En^.  Fy,  fy,  Flamineo. 

Flam.  Bells  ne'er  nm  well,  till  tbey  are  at 
their  full  pitch ;  and  I  hope  yon  cardinal  shall 
never  have  the  grace  to  pray  well,  till  he  conoe 
to  the  scaffold.  If  they  were  rack'd  now  to 
know  the  confederacy ;  but  your  noblemen  are 
privileg'd  from  the  rack ;  and  well  may,  for  a 
little  thing  would  pull  some  of  them  o'pieoes 
afore  they  came  to  their  arraignment.  Religion, 
oh  how  it  is  ^  commedled  with  policy,    t^-- 


The 


^3  Under  the  Une—i.  e.  the  equinoctial  line.      S. 

^  Commedled  wUhpolictf—i.  e.  co-mingled.  To  meddle  antiently  signified  to  nUXf  or  mingU.  See 
Note  on  The  Tempest^  Shakspeare,  Vol.  I.  p.  10.  edit  1778.      S. 

So.  in  The  Personee  Tale,  Tyrwhitfs  ediUon  of  Chaucer,  Vol.  III.  p.  146 :  "  For  sothly,  tber  is 
nothmg  that  savooreth  so  sote  to  a  child,  as  the  milke  of  his  nonce,  ne  nothing  is  to  him  more  ablKmii- 
nable  ttian  that  milke,  when  it  is  medled  with  other  mete." 
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first  blood  shed  hi  the  world  happened  about  re- 
ligion.   Would  I  were  a  Jew  ! 

Mar.  O,  there  are  too  many. 

Fiam.  You  are  deceif'd;  there  are  not  Jews 
enoui^by  priests  enough^  nor  gentleiqen  enough. 

Afar,  how? 

Flam,  ril  prore'  it ;  for  if  there  be  Jews 
enough,  so-  many  Christians  would  not  turn 
usurers ;  if  priests  enough,  one  should  not  Imve 
six  benefices;  and  if  gentlemen  enough,  so 
many  early  moshrooros,  whose  best  growth 
fprsng  from  a  dungfaill,  should  not  aspire  to 
gentihty.  Farewel,  let  others  live  by  be^ng, 
be  thou  one  of  them  :  practise  ^^  the  art  otWol- 
nor  in  England,  to  swallow  all's  given  thee ;  and 
yet  let  one  purgation  make  thee  as  hungry  again 
as  fellows  tuat  work  in  a  saw-pit.  1*11  go  hear 
the  screech-owl.  [Exit, 

ImL  This  was  Brachiano's  pander;  and  'tis 
strange 
That  in  such  open,  and  apparent  guilt 
Of  his  adulterous  sister,  he  dare  utter 
80  scandalous  a  passion.    I  must  wind  him. 

Enter  Flamiheo. 

FUam.  How  dares  this  banish'd  count  return 
to  Rome, 
His  pardou  not  yet  purchased  ?  I  have  heard 
The  deceased  dutchess  gave  him  pension, 
And  that  he  came  along  from  Padua 
IW  train  of  the  young  prince.    There's  some- 
what in  t. 
Ph^rsicians,  that  cure  poisons,  still  do  work 
With  cofmter-poisons. 

Afar.  Mark  this  strange  encounter. 

F/m.  The  god  of  melancholy  turn  thy  gall  to 
poison, 
And  let  the  ^  stigmatick  wrinkles  in  thy  face, 
Like  to  the  boist'rous  waves  in  a  rough  tide, 
One  still  overtake  another. 


Lod.  I  do  thank  tliee. 
And  I  do  wish  ingeniously  for  thy  sake, 
The  dog-days  all  year  long. 

Flam.  How  croaks  the  raven  ? 
Is  our  good  dutchess  dead  f 

Lod.  Dead. 

Flam.  O  filte  1 
Misfortune  comes  like  the  coroner's  business. 
Huddle  upon  huddle. 

Lod.  Shall  thou  and  I  join  house-keeping? 

Flam.  Yes,  content. 
Let's  be  unsociably  sociable. 

Lod.  Sit  some  three  days  together,  and  dis- 
course? 

Flam.  Only  with  making  faces; 
Lie  in  our  cloaths. 

Lod.  With  faggots  for  oar  piUows. 

Flmm.  And  be  lousy. 

Lod.  In  taffeta  linings,  that's  genteel  mdan- 
choty. 
Sleep  all  day. 

Flam.  Yes ;  and  ^'  like  your  melandioly  hare 
Feed  after  midnight. 
We  are  observ'd :  see  how  yon  couple  grieve. 

Lod,  What  a  strange  creature  is  a  laughing 
fool! 
As  if  man  were  created  to  no  use    ■ 
But  only  to  shew  his  teeth. 

Flam.  I'll  teU  thee  what. 
It  would  do  well  instead  of^  looking-glasses. 
To  set  one's  face  each  morning  by  a  saucer 
Of  a  witch's  congeal'd  blood. 

Lod.  Precious  rogue ! 
We'll  never  part. 

Flam.  Never,  till  the  beggary  of  courtiers, 
The  discontent  of  churchmen,  want  of  soldiers. 
And  all  the  creatures  that  hang  manacl'd. 
Worse  than  strappado'd,  on  t^  lowest  felly 
Of  fortune's  wheel,  be  taught,  in  our  two  lives. 
To  scorn  that  world  which  life  of  means  deprives. 


*'  The  wrt  ^Wober  im  England.— -Tht  exploits  of  this  glutton,  and  the  manner  of  his  death,  are 
■Motioned  by  Dr  Moffet,  who  wrote  in  Queen  Elisabeth's  time.  See  his  Treatise,  entitled  <<  Hetdth^n 
t^tfncemmt:  or.  Rules  comprizing  and  ditcocering  the  nature,  methody  and  manner  (^preparing  aU  oortt 
^f—iM  uitd  im  tki$  nation."  Republished  by  Oldys  and  Dr  James^  l?mo.  1746.  <'  Neither  was  our 
country  always  void  of  a  fVoolmar,  who  living  in  my  memory  in  the  court  seemed  like  another  Pandareus, 
of  when  Antonins  Liberalis  writeth  thus  much,  that  he  had  obtained  this  gift  of  the  Goddess  Ceres, 
to  eat  ifOB,  glass,  oyster-shells,  raw  fiflh,  raw,  6esh,  raw  fruit,  and  whatsoever  else  be  would  put  into 
Msstsnach,  vrithout  offiMice."  P.  376.  <<  Other  fish  being  eaten  raw,  is  harder  of  digestion  than 
raw  beef;  for  Diogenes  died  with  eating  of  raw  fish ;  and  Wolmer  (our  English  Pandareus)  digesting 
iron,  glass,  and  oyster-shelh,  by  eating  a  raw  eel  was  over-mastered."  P.  193.  He  b  also  mentioned 
by  Tavlor  the  Water  Poet,  in  his  account  of  The  Great  Eater  qf  Kent,  p.  145.  ^  Milo  the  Crotonian 
could  hardly  be  his  equall :  and  fVoolner  of  Windsor  was  not  worthy  to  nee  his  foot-man." 

^  Stigmatick-^i,  e.  marked  as  with  a  brand  of  infamy.      S. 

*' Hke  yaw  meUmckolu  hare 

Feed  ^ter  mUbnght.—Dr  Johnson  observes  (Note  to  First  Part  qfKing  Henry  IV.  A.  1.  S.  4), 
that  ^  a  hare  may  be  considered  as  melancholy,  because  she  is  upon  her  form  always  solitary,  and,  ac- 
cording to  the  p^-sic  of  the  times,  the  flesh  of  it  was  supposed  to  generate  melancholy." 

In  Paptei^M  translation  of  Rtgimen  Sanitatis  Salemi,  1575,  p.  fS,  it  is  said,  **  The  eyght  thinge  is 
hare  fleshe,  whiche  likewise  enirendreth  melancholy  bloudde.  as  Ratis  sayeth  in  the  place  aiore  aleinite : 
tUs  fleshe  engendreth  mora  melancholy  than  any  other,  as  Oalen  saythe.  And  of  this  Isaac,  ia  Dieti$ 
VnieerwaiilmSf  saythe,  that  hares  fleshe  shoulde  not  bee  eaten  as  meate,  but  onely  used  in  medicenes." 
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Enter  Antonelli, 

Ant.  My  lortl,  I  brine  good  news.  The  pope, 
on*s  death-bed. 
At  the  earnest  suit  of  the  great  duke  of  Flo- 
rence, 
Hath  signed   your  pardon,   and   restored  unto 
you 

Lod.  I  thank  you  for  your  news.    Look  up 
again, 
Flaroineo  see  mv  pardon. 

Flam.  Why  do  you  Jaujh  ? 
There  was  no  such  condition  in  our  covenant. 

Lod.  Why? 

Flam,  You  shall  not  seem  a  happier  man 
than  I, 
You  know  our  vow,  sir,  if  you  will  be  merry, 
Do  it  i'th'  like  posture,  as  if  some  great  man 
Sate  while  his  enemy  were  executed ; 
Tho'  it  be  very  leachery  unto  thee, 
Do't,  with  a  crabbed  politician's  face. 

Lod,  Your  sister  is  a  damnable  whore. 

Flam.  Ha? 

Xod.  Look  you,  I  spake  that  laughing. 

Flam.  Dost  ever  think  to  speak  again  I 

Lod.  Do  you  hear  ? 
WilPst  sell  ipe  forty  punces  of  her  blood. 
To  water  a  mandrake? 

Flam.  Poor  lord,  you  did  vow 
To  live  a  lousy  creature. 

Lod.  Yes. 

Flam.  Like  one 
That  had  for  ever  forfeited  the  day-light, 
By  being  in  debt. 

X<n;.  Ha,  ha! 

Flam.  I  do  not  greatly  wonder  you  do  break. 
Your  lordship  learn 'd  it  long  since.    But  1*11 
tell  you. 

Lod.  What? 

Flam,  And*t  shall  stick  by  you. 

L/>d.  I  long  for  it. 

Flam.  This  laughter  scurvily  becomes  your 
face  : 
If  you  will  not  be  melancholy,  be  angry. 

[Strikes  him. 
See  now  I  laugh  too. 

Mar,  You  are  to  blame,  ni  force  you  hence. 

Lod.  Unhand  me. 

[Exeunt  Marc  el  lo  and  Fla  mined. 
That  e*er  I  should  be  forc'd  to  right  myself, 
Upon  a  pander ! 

Ant,  My  lord. 


Lod,  He  had  as  good  met  with  bis  fist  a  tbun- 

derbolc. 
Gas.  How  this  shews ! 

Lod,  Uds*death  !    how  did  my  tword  miss 
him? 
These  rogues  that  are  most  weary  of  their  lives 
Still  'scape  the  greatest  dangers. 
A  pox  upon  him  !  all  his  reputation,. 
Nay,  all  the  goodness  of  his  family. 
Is  not  worth  half  this  earthquake; 
I  leam'd  it  of  no  fencer  to  shake  thus  ; 
Come,  I'll  forget  him,  and  go  drink  some  wine« 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Francisco  and  Monticelso. 

Mon,  Come,  come,  my  lord,  ♦*  untie  yonr 

folded  thoughts. 
And  let  them  dangle  loose,  as  a  bride's  hair. 
Your  sister's  poisoned. 

F.  de  Med.  Far  be  it  from  my  thoughts 
To  seek  revenge. 

Mon.  What,  are  you  tum'd  all  marble  ? 

F,  de  Med.  Shall  I  defy  him,  and  impose  a 

war 
Most  bnrthensome  on  my  poor  subjects'  necks. 
Which  at  my  will  I  have  not  power  to  end  ? 
You  know,  for  all  the  murders,  rapes,  and  thefts. 
Committed  in  the  horrid  lust  of  war. 
He  that  unjustly  caus'd  it  first  proceed. 
Shall  find  it  in  his  grave,  and  in  his  seed. 

Mon.  That's  not  the  course  Fd  wish  you;. 

pray  observe  me. 
We  see  that  undermining  more  prevails 
Than  doth  the  cannon.    Bear  your  wrongs  con* 

ceal'd, 
And,  patient  as  the  tortoise,  let  this  camel 
Stalk  o'er  your  back  unbruis'd :  sleep  with  the 

lion, 
And  let  this  brood  of  secure  foolish  mice 
Play  with  your  nostrils,  till  the  time  be  rtpe 
For  th*  bloody  audit,  and  the  fatal  gripe : 
Aim  like  a  cunning  fowler,  close  one  eye. 
That  you  the  better  may  your  game  espy. 
F,  de  Med,  Free  me,  my  mnocence,  froos 

treacherous  acts ! 
I  know  there's  thunder  yonder :  and  1*11  stand^ 
Like  a  safe  valley,  which  low  bends  the  knee 
To  some  aspiring  mountain :  since  I  know 
Treason,  like  spiders,  weaving  nets  for  flies. 
By  her  foul  work  is  found,  and  in  it  diet. 
To  pass  away  these  thoughts,  my  bonoiir^d  lord^ 
It  is  reported  you  possess  a  book. 


^*  — untie  your  folded  thoughts^ 

And  let  them  dangle  loo$e,  oi  a  bride's  kahr. — Brides  formerly  walked  to  church  with  their  hair 
bangiiig  loose  behind.  Anne  BalleD*s  was  thus  dishevelled  when  she  went  to  the  altar  with  SLinip 
Henry  the  Eighth. 

Tate  has  inserted  these  lines  in  hb  Cruel  Uuaband,    1  was  led  to  them  by  a  quotation  of  Fieldiiig'% 
in  his  Notes  on  Tom  Thumb,      S. 
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Wherein  jon  hnve^  quoted,  by  intelligence, 
The  names  of  all  notorious  oiSenders 
Larking  about  the  city. 

Jfoii.  Sir,  I  do ; 
And  some  there  are  which  call  it  mj  black-book : 
Well  may  the  title  hold ;  for  tbo'  it  teach  not 
The  art  of  conjuring,  yet  in  it  lurk 
Tlie  names  of  many  devils. 

F,  de  Med.  Pra^  let*s  see  it. 

Afoii.  I'll  fetch  It  to  your  lordship. 

[Exit  MONTICELSO. 

F.  de  Med,  Monticelso, 
I  will  not  trust  thee,  but  in  all  ray  plots 
I'll  rest  as  jealous  as  a  town  besieg'd. 
Thou  canst  not  reach  what  I  intend  to  act. 
Your  flax  soon  kindles,  soon  is  out  again : 
But  gold  slow  heats,  and  long  will  hot  remain. 

Enter  Monticelso,  present*  Francisco  be 
Medxcts  with  a  book, 

Mon,  *Tis  here,  my  lord. 
jF.  de,  Med,  First,  your  intelligencers,  pray 
let's  see ; 
Their  number  rises  strangely. 

Mon.  And  some  of  them 
You*d  take  for  honest  men.     The  next  are 

panders ; 
These  are  your  pirates;  and  these  following 
leaves, 


For  base  rogues, '®  that  undo  young  gentlemen. 
By  taking  up  commodities ;  for  pohtick  bank- 
rupts; 
For  fellows  that  are  bawds  to  their  own  wives ; 
Only  to  put  off  horses,  and  slight  jewels, 
Clocks,  defac*d  plate,  and  such  commodities. 
At  birth  of  their  first  children. 

F,  de  Med,  Are  there  such  ? 

Mon.  These  are  for  impudent  bawds. 
That  go  in  men's  apparel ;  for  usurers        [age ; 
That  share  with  scriveners  for  their  good  report- 
For  lawyers  that  will  antedate  their  deeds; 
And  some  divines  you  miebt  find  folded  there. 
But  that  I  slip  them  o'er  for  conscience  sake. 
Here  is  a  general  catalogue  of  knaves : 
A  man  might  stud3r  all  toe  prisons  o*er. 
Yet  never  attain  tbis  knowledge. 

F.  de  Med,  Murderers  ? 
Fold  down  the  leaf,  I  pray  ;  [trine. 

Good,  my  lord,  let  me  borrow  this  strange  doc* 

Mon,  rray  use't,  my  lord. 

F.  de  Med,  I  do  assure  your  lordship. 
You  are  a  worthy  member  of  the  sute. 
And  have  done  infinite  good  in  your  discovery 
Of  these  offenders. 

Mon,  Somewhat,  sir. 

F.  de  Med.  O  God  ! 
"  Better  than  tribute  of  wolves  paid  in  England ; 
Twill  hang  their  skins  o*the  hedge. 


^  ^^mM— L  e.  noted.    So,  in  Ben  Jon  son's  Fox,  A.  2.  S.  1 : 

" to  observe, 

To  ^uotey  to  learn  the  language,  and  so  forth." 

A.  4.  S.  1 : 

" Sir,  I  do  slip 

No  action  of  my  life  thus,  but  I  quote  it.*' 

See  also  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  ritunlet,  A.  2.  S.  1. 

^ that  undd  young  gentlemen. 

By  talking  vp  commodities. — It  was  the  practice  of  usurers  formerly,  and  has  been  continued  by 
tittir  successors  even  to  the  present  times,  to  defraud  the  necessitous  who  borrow  money  by  fornisli- 
iag  them  with  goods  and  wares,  to  be  converted  into  cash  at  a  great  loss  to  the  borrower,  lliis  was 
dMK  to  avoid  die  penal  Statutes  a^inst  Usury.  It  was  called  taking  np  commodities,  and  is  often 
natieed  in  our  ancient  writers.  See  several  instances  in  the  Notes  of  Mr  Steevens  and  Dr  Fanner 
to  Mensmrefor  Measure^  A.  4.  S.  4. 

Again,  Wilson's  Discourse  upon  Usury,  157?,  p.  99.  "  I  have  neede  of  money,  and  deale  wvth  a 
broaker,  hee  aunswereth  me  that  hee  cannot  helpe  me  with  moneye,  but  yf  I  list  to  have  wares  I  shall 
ipeede.  Well !  my  necessitte  is  great,  he  bryngeth  mee  blotting  paper,  pak-threed,  fustians,  chamlets, 
kflsks,  bels,  and  boodes,  or  I  wote  not  what :  I  desire  hym  to  make  sale  for  mine  advantage,  askyns 
wkat  he  thinketh  will  be  my  losse,  he  aunswereth  not  past  twelve  pounde  in  the  hundred.  When  I 
cone  to  receive,  I  do  finde  that  I  lose  more  than  twen^e  in  the  hundred.'*  - 

Dekkar's  Seacen  deadly  Sinnes  of  London,  1606,  p.  35,—"  these  are  Usurers,  who  for  a  little  money 
sad  a  greate  deale  of  trash  (as  fire-shovels,  broume  paper,  motley  cloake  bags,  &c.)  brins  yong  Novices 
iato  a  Poole's  Paradice  till  they  have  sealed  the  morgage  of  their  landes,  and  then  like  peelers  eoe 
they  (or  some  fituniliar  spirit  for  them  raizde  by  the  Usurer)  up  and  downe  to  cry  Commodities,  which 
learee  yeeld  the  tiiird  part  of  the  sum  for  which  they  take  them  up." 

^'  Better  than  tribute,  &c.— This  tribute  was  imposed  on  the  Welsh  by  King  Edgar,  in  order  that 
tbc  nation  might  be  freed  from  these  ravenous  and  destructive  beasts.  Drayton,  in  Poly^lbion,  Song 
9th,  says: 

"  Thrice  famous  Saxon  King,  on  whom  time  ne'er  shall  prey, 
O  Edgar !  who  compeldst  our  Ladwal  hence  to  pay 
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Mon.  T  must  make  bold 
To  leave  your  lordship. 

F.  de  Med.  Dear  sir,  I  thank  you, 
If  any  ask  for  me  ;it  court,  report 
You  have  left  me  in  the  company  of  knaves. 

[Exit  MONTICELSO. 

I  gather  now  by  this,  some  cunning  fellow 
Ihat's  my  lord's  officer,  one  that  lately  skipp'd 
From  a  clerk's  desk  up  to  a  justice's  chair, 
Hath  made  this  knavish  summons,  and  intends, 
As  the  Irish  rebels  were  wont  to  sell  heads. 
So  to  make  prize  of  these.    And  thus  it  happens : 
Your  poor  rogues  pay  for't  which  have  not  means 
To  present  bribes  in  fist ;  the  rest  o'the  band 
Are  rar'd  out  of  the  knaves  record  ;  or  else 
My  lord  he  winks  at  them  with  easy  will. 
His  man  grows  rich,  the  knaves  are  the  knaves  still. 
But  to  the  use  1*11  make  of  it;  it  shall  serve 
To  point  me  out  a  list  of  murderers, 
Agents  for  any  villainy.     Did  I  want 
Ten  ^*  lea|h  of  courtezans,  it  would  furnish  me ; 
Nay  lauiMress  three  armies.  That  in  so  little  paper 
Should  He  the  undoiug  of  so  many  men ! 
'Tis  not  80  big  as  twenty  declarations. 
See  the  corrupted  use  some  make  of  books : 
Divinity,  wrested  by  some  factious  blood. 
Draws  swords,  swells  battles,  and  o*erthrows  all 

good: 
To  fashion  my  revenge  more  seriously. 
Let  me  remember  my  dead  sister's  face : 
Call  for  her  picture  f  no.  Til  close  mine  eyes, 
And  in  a  melancholy  thought  Til  frame 

Enter  Isabella's  ghott. 

Her  figure  'fore  me.  Now  I  have  it — how  strong 
Imagination  works !  how  she  can  frame  [me. 
Things  which  are  not !  methinks  she  stands  afore 
And  by  the  quick  idea  of  my  mind. 


Were  my  skill  pregnant,  I  could  draw  her  picture. 
Thought,  as,  a  subtle  juggler,  makes  us  deem 
Things  supernatural,  which  yet  have  cause. 
Common  as  sickness.    Tis  my  melancholy. 
How  cam'st  thou  by  thy  death  ? — how  idle  am  I 
To  question  my  own  idleness ! — did  ever 
Man  dream  awake  till  now  ? — remove  this  object: 
Out  of  my  brain  with't :  what  have  I  to  do 
With  tombs,  or  death-beds,  funerals,  or  tears. 
That  have  to  meditate  upon  revenge  ? 
So,  now  'tis  ended,  like  an  old  wife's  story : 
Statesmen  think  often  they  see  stranger  sights 
Tlian  madmen .    Come,  to  this  weighty  business : 
My  tragedy  must  have  some  idle  mirth  in't. 
Else  it  will  never  pass.    I  am  in  love, 
In  love  with  Corombona ;  and  my  suit 
Thus  halts  to  her  in  verse. — 
I  have  done  it  rarely :  O  the  fate  of  princes  ! 
I  am  so  used  to  frequent  fiattery,      [He  writes. 
That,  being  alone,  1  now  flatter  myself ! 
But  it  will  serve. — 'TIS  seal'd ;  bear  this 

Enter  Servant, 

To  the  house  of  converts,  and  watch  your  leisure 

To  give  it  to  the  hands  of  Corombona, 

Or  to  the  matron,  when  some  followers 

Of  Brachiano  may  be  by.  Away.  [Exit  Servant, 

He  that  deals  all  by  strength,  his  wit  is  shallow : 

When  a  man's  head  goes  thro',  each  limb  will 

follow. 
The  engine  formy  business, boldCountLodowick; 
'Tis  gold  must  such  an  instrument  procure. 
With  empty  fist  no  men  do  falcons  lure. 
Brachiano,  I  am  now  fit  for  thy  encounter : 
Like  the  wild  Irish,  I'll  ne'er  think  thee  dead 
Till  I  can  pUiv  at  football  with  thy  head. 
'^  Flectere  n  negueo  niperot,  Ackeranta  mavebo, 

[Exit  MONTICELSO. 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  the  Matron^  and  Flamineo. 

Mat,  Should  it  be  known  the  duke  hath  such 
recourse 
To  jrour  imprison'd  sister,  I  were  like 
To  mcur  much  damage  by  it. 

FUtm,  Not  a  scruple. 
The  pope  lies  on  his  deatlnbed,  and  their  heads 
Are  troubled  now  with  other  business 
Than  guarding  of  a  lady. 


Enter  Servant, 

Ser,  Yonder's  Flamineo  in  conference 
With  the  matron. — Let  me  speak  with  you  ; 
I  would  entreat  you  to  deliver  for  me 
This  letter  to  the  fiiir  Vittoria. 

Mat,  I  shall,  sir, 

Ser,  With  all  care  and  secresy ; 
Hereafter  you  shall  know  me,  and  receive 
Thanks  for  this  courtesy.  [Exit. 


Three  hundred  wolves  a  vearfor  tribute  unto  thee : 
And  for  that  tribute  paid,  as  famous  may'st  then  be, 
O  conqner'd  British  king,  by  whom  was  first  destroyed 
The  multitude  of  wolves,  that  long  this  land  annoy'd." 


^*  Ten  leash, — ^Ten  leatk  is  ten  times  three, 
*'  FUcterey  Ac— A  line  from  Virgil. 


S. 
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Flam,  How  now?  what's  that  ? 

Mat.  A  letter. 

Tlam,  To  my  sister?  Til  see  it  deliver*d. 

Enter  Brachiano. 

Brack.  What's  that  you  read,  Flamineo  ? 

Flam,  Look. 

Brack.  Ha!    To  the  roost  unfortunate^  his 
best  respected  Vittoria. 
Who  was  tlie  messenger  ? 

Flam,  I  know  not. 

Brack,  No  !  who  sent  it  ? 

Fldtm.  UdsYoot !  you  speak,  as  if  a  man 
Sboald  know  what  fowl  is  coffin'd  in  a  bakM  meat 
Afore  you  cut  it  up. 

Brack,  ril  open't,  were't  her  heart.     What's 
here  sabscrib'd  !    Florence ! 
This  jogghng  is  gross  and  palpable. 
I  have  found  out  the  conveyance.      Read  it, 
read  it. 

Flam,  Your  tears  Til  turn  to  triumph^  he  but 
mine : 
Your  prop  ufaWn  :  I  pity ^  tkat  a  vine, 
Wkiek  princes  keretqfore  have  longed  to  gather y 
Wanting  supporters,  now  skouldjade  and  wither. 
Wine,  i'faith  my  lord,  with  lees  would  serve  his 

tnm. 
Your  sad  imprisonment  Fll  soon  unckarm, 
And  wiik  a  princely  uncontrolled  arm 
Lead  you  to  Florence,  where  my  love  and  care 
Shall  hang  your  wiskes  in  my  silver  kair, 
A  halter  on  his  strange  equivocation  ! 
Hot  for  my  years  return  me  the  sad  willow, 
Who  prefer  blossoms  before  fruit  thaVs  mellow  f 
Rotten,  on  my  knowledge,  with  lying  too  long 

i'th'  bed-straw. 
And  all  the  lines  of  age  this  line  convinces  : 
The  god*  never  wax  old,  no  more  do  princes. 


A  pox  on't,  tear  it ;  let's  have  no  atheists,  for 
God's  sake. 

Brack,  Uds'death.     Til  cut  her  into  atoms  ! 
And  let  the  irregular  north-wind  sweep  her  up, 
And  blow  her  into  his  nostrils:    where's  ttiis 
whore  ? 

Flam,  What  ?  who  do  you  call  her  ? 

Brack,  Oh,  I  could  he  mad ; 
5*  Prevent  the  curs'd  disease  she'll  bring  me  to, 
And  tear  my  hair  off. — Where*s  this  changeable 
stuff?  [you. 

Flam,  O'er  head  and  ears  in  water,  I  assure 
She  is  not  for  your  wearing. 

Brack,  No,  you  pander ! 

Flam,  What  rae,  my  lord  ?  am  I  your  dog  ? 

Brack,  A  blood-hound :  do  you  brave,  do  you 
stand,  me  ?  [eases,  run ; 

Flam,  Stand  you!  let  those  that  have  dis- 
I  need  no  plaister. 

Brack,  Would  you  be  kick'd  ? 

Flam,  Would  you  have  your  neck  l>roke  ? 
I  tell  you  duke,  ^^  I  am  not  in  Russia;^ 
My  shins  must  be  kept  whole. 

Brack.  Do  you  know  rae  ? 

Flam.  O  my  lord  !  methodically. 
As  in  this  world  there  are  degrees  of  evib; 
So  in  this  world  there  are  degrees  of  devils. 
You're  a  great  duke,  I  your  poor  secretary. 
I  do  look  now  for  ^^  a  Spanish  fig,  or  an  Italian 
sallet,  daily. 

Brack.  Pander,  ply  your  convoy  and  leave 
your  pratin|r. 

Flam.  All  your  kmdness  to  me  is  like  that 
miserable  courtesy  of  Polyphemus  to  Ulysses : 
you  reserve  me  to  be  devour'd  last ;  you  would 
dig  turfs  out  of  my  grave  to  feed  your  larks ; 
that  would  be  rousick  to  you.  Come,  I'll  lead 
you  to  her. 


*♦  Prevent  the  cursed  disease  she'll  bring  me  to, 

And  tear  tny  kair  o^.— Meaning  the  lues  venerea,  which  makes  the  hair  come  off,  and  gave  occa- 
lion,  as  commonly  is  thought,  for  the  modem  use  of  the  peruke.      S.  P. 

^^ I  am  not  in  Russia  ; 

My  shins  must  be  kept  whole. — It  appears  from  Giles  Fletcher's  Russe  Commonwealth,  1591,  p.  51, 
that,  on  determining  an  action  of  debt  m  that  countiy, ''  the  partie  convicted  is  delivered  to  the  Ser- 
jeant, who  bath  a  writte  for  his  warrant  out  of  the  office,  to  carry  him  to  the  Praveush,  or  Righter  of 
Justice,  if  presently  hee  pay  not  the  monie,  or  content  not  the  partie.  This  Praveush,  or  Righter,  is 
t  pbce  neare  to  the  office  :  where  such  as  have  sentence  passed  against  them,  and  refuse  to  pay  that 
wliich  is  adjudged,  are  beaten  with  great  cudgels  on  tiie  shinnes,  and  calves  of  tlieir  legses.  Every 
fiyrenoooe  from  ei^t  to  eleven  they  are  set  on  the  Praveush,  and  heate  in  this  sort  till  the  monie  be 
ptvd.  The  aftemoone  and  night  time  they  are  kepte  in  chaines  by  the  Serjeant :  except  they  put  in 
eafecient  saerties  for  their  appearance  at  the  Praveusii  at  the  hower  appointed.  You  shall  see  fortie 
or  fitik  stand  together  on  the  Praveush  all  on  a  rowe,  and  their .«Aiimes  thvs  becudsellcd  and  bebasted 
every  morolng  with  a  piteous  crie.  If  after  a  yeare's  standinc  on  the  Praveush,  the  partie  will  not, 
or  lacke  wherewithal!  to  satisfie  his  creditour,  it  is  lawfull  forhim  to  sell  his  wife  and  children,  ey ther 
outright,  or  for  a  certaine  terme  of  yeares.  And  if  the  price  of  them  doo  not  amount  to  the  full  pay- 
■MBt,  the  cretour  may  take  them  to  bee  his  bondslaves,  tor  yeares  or  for  ever,  according  as  the  value 
ttfthe  debtrequiretii." 

5*  A  f^Hmi«hJig,—Rc(ening  to  the  custom  of  giving  poison'd  figs  to  those  who  were  the  objects 
eiOer  of  the  Spanish  or  Italian  revenge.    See  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  King  Henry  V,  A.  3.  S.  6* 
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Brack,  Do  yoa  face  me  ? 

Flam,  O,  sir,  I  would  not  go  before  a  politick 
enemy  with  ray  back  •  towards  kim,  tbo*  there 
were  behind  me  a  whirlpool. 

Enter  Vittoria  Coeombona. 

Brack,  Can  you  read,  mistress?  look  upon 
that  letter : 
There  are  no  characters,  nor  hieroglyphicks. 
Yt)u  need  no  comment,  I  am  grown  your  receiver. 
Go<l*s  precious  !  you  shall  be  a  brave  great  lady^ 
A  stately  and  advanced  whore. 
•  Vit,  Cor.  Say,  sir? 

Brack,  Come,  come,  let's  see  your  cabinet, 
discover 
Your  treasury  of  love-letters.    Death  and  furies ! 
I'll  see  them  all. 

Vit,  Cor,  Sir,  upon  my  soul, 
I  have  not  any.     Whence  was  this  directed  ? 

Brack,  Confusion  on  your  politick  ignorance ! 
^'  You  are  reclaim'd,  are  you  ?  I'll  give  you 
And  let  you  fly  to  the  devil.  [the  bells. 

Flam.  Ware  hawk,  my  lord  ! 

Vit,  Cor,  Florence !  this  is  some  treacherous 
plot,  my  lord ; 
To  me  be  ne*er  was  lovely  I  protest, 
So  much  as  in  my  sleep. 

Brack,  Right !  they  are  plots. 
Your  beauty  !  O  ten  thousand  curses  o'nt! 
^^  How  long  have  I  beheld  the  devil  in  crystal  ? 
Thou  hast  led  me,  like  an  heathen  sacri6ce, 
With  mustolc,  and  with  fatal  yokes  of  flowers, 
To  mv  eternal  ruin.    Woman  to  man 
Is  either  a  god,  or  a  wolf. 

Vit.  Cor,  My  lord. 

Brack,  Away ! 
We'll  be  as  difllerine  as  two  adamants, 
The  one  shall  shun  the  other.   What !  dost  weep  ? 
Procure  but  ten  of  tlw  dissembling  trade. 
We'll  furnish  all  the  Irish  funerals 
With  howling,  past  wild  Irish. 

Flam.  Fie,  my  lord  ! 

Brack,  That  hand,  that  cursed  hand !  which 
I  have  wearied 
With  doating  kisses !  O  my  sweetest  dutchess  ! 
How  lovely  art  thou  now  !  thy  loose  thoughts 
Scatter  like  quicksilver :  I  was  bewitch'd ; 
For  all  the  world  speaks  ill  of  thee, 

Vit.  Cor,  No  matter, 
I'll  live  80  now,  I'll  make  that  world  recant. 
And  chau{;e  her  speeches.    You  did  name  your 
dutchess. 

Brack,  Whose  death  God  pardon  ! 

Vit,  Cor,  Whose  death  God  revenge 
On  tliee,  most  godless  duke ! 


Flam,  Now  for  the  whirlwinds. 

Vit,  Cor.  What  have  I  gain'd  by  thee,  but 
infamy  ? 
Thou  hast  stain'd  the  spotless  honour  of  my  house, 
And  frighted  thence  noble  society  : 
Like  those,  which,  sick  o'the  palsy,  and  retain 
Ill-scenting  foxes  'bout  them,  are  still  shunn'd 
By  those  of  choicer  nostrils.    What  do  yoa  call 

this  house  ? 
Is  this  your  palace?  did  not  Uie  judge  stile  it 
A  house  of  penitent  whores  ?  who  sent  me  to  it  ? 
Who  hath  tne  honour  to  advance  Vittoria 
To  this  incontinent  college  ?  is't  not  you  ? 
Is't  not  your  high  preferment  ?  go,  eo  brag 
How  many  ladies  you  have  undone  like  me. 
Fare  you  well,  sir ;  let  me  hear  no  more  of  you. 
I  had  a  limb  corrupted  to  an  ulcer. 
But  I  have  cut  it  off;  and  now  I'll  go 
Weeping  to  heaven  on  crutches.     For  your  gifls^ 
I  will  return  them  all ;  and  I  do  wish 
That  I  could  make  you  full  executor 
To  all  my  sms.    O  that  I  could  toss  myself 
Into  a  grave  as  quickly :  for  all  thou  art  worth 
I'll  not  shed  one  tear  more — 1*11  burst  first. 

[Ske  throws  kerselfupon  a  bed. 

Brack,  I  have  drunk  Lethe : 
Vittoria !  my  dearest  happiness  !  Vittoria  ! 
What  do  you  ail,  my  love?  why  do  you  weep  ? 

Vit,  Cor,  Yes,  I  now  weep  poniards,  do  you 
see? 

Brack,  Are  not  those  matchless  eyes  mine  ^ 

Vit,  Cor,  I  had  rather 
They  were  not  matchless. 

Brack.  Is  not  this  lip  mine? 

Vit.  Cor.  Yes ;  thus  to  bite  it  off,  rather  than 
give  it  thee. 

Flam.  Turn  to  my  lord,  good  sister. 

Vit,  Cor.  Hence,  you  pander ! 

Flam,  Pander  I  am  I  the  author  of  your  sin? 

Vit.  Cor,  Yes  :  he's  a  base  thief  that  a  thief 
let's  in. 

Flam,  We're  blown  up,  my  lord. 

Brack,  Wilt  thou  hear  me  ? 
Once  to  be  jealous  nf  thee,  is  t'express 
That  I  will  love  thee  everlastingly, 
And  nevermore  be  jealous. 

Vit.  Cor,  O  thou  fool. 
Whose  greatness  hath  by  much  o'ergrown   thy 

wit! 
What  dni'st  thou  do,  that  I  not  dare  to  suffer. 
Excepting  to  be  still  thy  whore  ?  for  that, 
In  the  sea's  bottom  sooner  thou  shalt  make 
A  bonfire. 

Flam,  O,  no  oaths,  for  God's  sake ! 

Brack,  Will  you  hear  me  ? 


'7  You  are  reclium%  are  you  7  PU  ffire  you  tke  betU, 

And  iet  you  fly  to  the  devil, — Alluding  to  the  practice  of  fixing  bells  to  the  legs  of  hawks. 

^s  lt*rtc  Ifmg  hnte  I  bekcld  tke  devil  in  crystal/ — The  Beril,  which  is  a  kind  of  crystal,  hath  a  ^^reak. 
tincture  of  red  in  it.  Among  other  tricks  of  astrologers,  the  discovery  of  past  or  Vuture  events  ^vaa 
supposed  to  be  the  consequence  of  looking  Into  it.    See  Aubrey's  Mi9ceUaine$,  p.  165.  edit.  171(1 « 
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Fii.  Cor.  Never. 

Earn,  What  a  damn'd  imposthame  is  a  wo- 
man's will ! 
Can  notbiDg  break  it  ?  6e,  fie,  my  lord. 
Women  are  caught  as  you  take  tortoises. 
She  must  be  tum*d  on  her  back.    Sister,  by  this 

band 
I  am  on  your  side.     Come,  come,  you  have 

wrong*d  her. 
Wliat  a  strange  credulous  man  were  you,  my  lord, 
To  think  the  duke  of  Florence  would  love  her  ? 
Will  any  mercer  take  another's  ware 
When  once  'tis  towsM  and  sullied  ?  and  yet, 

sister, 
How  scurvily  this  frowardness  becomes  you  ! 
Young  leverets  stand  not  long,  and  women*8  anger 
Sbooid,  like  their  flight,  procure  a  little  sport : 
A  fall  cry  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 
And  then  be  put  to  the  dead  squat. 

Brack.  Shall  these  eyes, 
Which  have  so  long  time  dwelt  upon  your  face, 
Be  now  put  out  ? 

Flam,  No  cruel  landlady  i'the  world. 
Which  lends  forth  groats  to  broom-men,  and 

takes  use 
For  them,  would  do*t. 

Hand  her,  my  lord,  and  kiss  her :  be  not  like 
A  ierret,  to  let  go  your  hold  with  blowing. 

Brack.  Let  us  renew  right  hands. 

yu.  Cor.  Hence  ! 

Brad.  Never  shall  rage,  or  the  forgetful  wine. 
Make  me  conssit  like  fault. 

JP/W.  Now  you  are  i'th'  way  on't,  follow  it 
bard. 

Brack.  Be  thou  at  peace  with  me;  let  all 
the  world 
Threaten  Che  canon. 

Fiam.  Mark  his  penitence ; 
Best  natures  do  commit  the  grossest  faults, 
When  they're  given  o'er  tojesuousy :  as  best  wine. 
Dying,  makes  strongest  vinegar.    I'll  tell  you ; 
loe  sea's  more  rough  and  raging  than  calm 

rivers, 
Bat  not  so  sweet,  nor  wholesome.     A  quiet 

woman 
Is  like  a  still  water  under  London-bridge ; 
A  man  may  '^  shoot  her  safely. 

n^.  Cor.  O  ye  dissembling  men ! 

Fiam.  We  snck'd  tliat,  sister. 
From  women's  breasts,  in  our  first  infancy. 

Vtt.  Cor,  To  add  misery  to  misery  ? 

Brack.  Sweetest. 

Fit.  Cor.  Am  I  not  low  enough  ? 
Ay,  ay,  your  good  heart  gathers  like  a  snow-ball, 
Kow  your  affection's  cold. 


Flam.  Ud*sfoot,  it  shall  melt 
To  a  heart  again,  or  all  tlie  wine  in  Rome 
Shall  run  o'th'  lees  for't. 

VU.  Cor.  Your  dog  or  liawk  shonld  be  re- 
warded better 
Than  I  have  been :  Til  speak  not  one  word  more. 

Fliim.  Stop  her  mouth 
With  a  sweet  kiss,  my  lord. 
So,  now  the  tide's  tum*d,  the  vessel's  come  abouL 
He's  a  sweet  armful.    O  we  currd-hair'd  men 
Are  still  most  kind  to  women.    This  is  welL 

Brack.  That  you  should  chide  Urn  ! 

Flam.  O,  sir,  your  little  chimnies 
Do  ever  cast  most  smoke.    I  sweat  for  you. 
Couple  together  with  as  deep  a  silence, 
As  did  the  Grecians  in  their  wooden  horse. 
My  lord,  supply  your  promises  with  deeds: 
You  know  tkat  painted  meat  no  kunger  feeds. 

Brack.  Stay,  ungrateful  Rome. 

Flam.  Rome !  it  deserves  to  be  call'd  Bar- 
barv,  for  our  villainous  usage. 

Brack.  Soft;  the  same  project  which  the  duke 
of  Florence, 
(Whether  in  love  or  guUery  I  know  not) 
Laid  down  for  her  escape,  will  I  pursue. 

Flam.  And  no  time  fitter  than  this  night,  my 
lord: 
The  pope  being  dead;  and  all  the  cardinals 

enter*d 
The  conclave,  for  th'  electuig  a  new  pope ; 
The  city  in  a  great  confusion ; 
We  may  attire  her  in  a  page's  suit. 
Lay  her  post-horses,  take  shipping,  and  amain 
For  Padua. 

Brack.  I'll  instantly  steal  forth   the  prince 
Giovanni, 
And  make  for  Padua.    You  two  with  your  old 

mother. 
And  young  Marcello  that  attends  on  Florence, 
[f  you  can  work  him  to  it,  follow  me ; 
I  will  advance  you  all :  for  you,  Vittoria, 
Think  of  a  dutchess  title. 

Flam,  Lo*  you,  sister. 

Stay,  my  lord;  I'll  tell  you  a  tale.  «°The 
crocodile,  which  lives  in  the  river  Nilus,  hath  a 
worm  breeds  ith'  teeth  oft,  which  puts  it  to  ex- 
tream  anguish :  a  little  bird,  no  bigger  than  a 
wren,  is  barber-surgeon  to  this  crocodile ;  flies 
into  the  jaws  oft,  picks  out  the  worm,  and  brings 
present  remedy.  The  fish,  glad  of  ease,  but 
ungrateful  to  her  that  did  it,  tlmt  the  "bird  may 
not  talk  largely  of  her  abroad  for  non-payment, 
closeth  her  chaps,  intending  to  swallow  her,  and 
so  put  her  to  perpetual  silence.  But  nature,  ' 
loathing  such  ingratitude,  hath  arm'd  this  bird 


» tHU  wmter  wider  London-bridge  ; 

A  mtm  may  shoot  her  safely.] — To  shoot  the  Bridge  was  a  terra  used  by  watermen,  to  signify  goine 
1knm0t  LiMidon-bridge  at  the  taming  of  the  tide.  The  vessel  then  went  with  great  velocity,  and 
ftom  thence  it  probably. was  called  shooting. 

^  The  crocodile^  whkh  Uoes,  6cc.}~-See  C.  Plinii  Secundi  Naturatis  Historksy  lib.  viii.  chap.  25. 
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with  a  quill  or  prick  on  the  head  top,  which 
wounds  the  crocodile  i*th'  mouth,  forceth  her  to 
open  her  bloody  prison,  and  away  flies  the  pretty 
tooth-picker  from  her  cruel  patient. 

Brack,  Your  application  is;   I  have  not  re- 
warded 
The  service  you  have  done  me. 

Flam.  No,  my  lord. 
You  sister  are  the  crocodile :  you  are  blemish'd 
in  your  fame,  my  lord  cures  it.  And  though  the 
comparison  hold  not  in  every  particle ;  yet  ob- 
serve, remember,  what  good  the  bird  with  the 
prick  i^th'  head  hath  done  you ;  and  scorn  in- 

fratitude. 
t  may  appear  to  some  ridiculous 
Thus  to  Uuk  knave  and  madman;  and  sometimes 
Come  in  with  a  dry*d  sentence,  stud  with  sage. 
But  this  allows  my  varying  of  shapes, 
Knaves  do  grow  great  by  being  great  men's  apes. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter   Francisco    de    Mf.dicis,   Lodovico, 
Gasparo,  and  Embassadors, 
F.  de  Med.  So,  my  lord,  I  commend  your  di- 
ligence. 
Guard  well  the  conclave ;  and,  ns  the  order  is, 
Let  none  have  conference  with  the  cardinals. 
Lod.  I  shall,  my  lord :  room  for  the  ambas- 
sadors. 
Cos.  They're  wondrous  *'  brave  to-day :  why 
do  they  -wear 
These  several  habits  ? 

Lod,  O,  sir,  they're  knights 
Of  several  orders.  * 

**  That  lord  i'th*  black  cloal^  with  the  silver  cross, 
Is  knight  of  Rhodes ;  the  next,  ^^  kuiglit  of  S. 

Michael-; 
^♦That,  of  the  golden  fleece;  the  Frenchman 

there, 
*^  Knight  of  the  Holy  Ghost ;  my  lord  of  Savoy 
^  Knight  of  th'  annuuciatiun ;  the  Englishman 
*^Is  knij^ht  of  th'  honoured  garter,  dedicated 
Unto  tlieir  saint,  S.  George.     I  could  describe 
to  you 


Their  several  institutions,  with  the  laws 
Annexed  to  their  orders ;  but  that  time 
Permits  not  such  discovery. 

F.  de  Med.  Where's  Count  Lodowick  ? 

Lod.  Here,  my  lord. 

F,  de  Med.  'Tis  o'th'  point  of  dinner  time; 
Marshal,  the  cardinal's  service. 

Lod,  Sir,  I  shall. 

Enter  Servants,  with  several  diihes  covered. 

Stand,  let  me  search  your  dish,  who's  this  for  ? 

Ser,  For  my  lord  cardinal  Monticelso. 

Lod.  Whose  this  ? 

Ser.  For  my  lord  cardinal  of  Bourbon. 

F,  Emb.  Why  doth  he  search  the  dishes?  to 
observe 
What  meat  is  drest  ? 

E.  Emb,  No,  sir,  but  to  prevent 
Lest  any  letters  should  be  conveyed  in. 
To  bribe  or  to  solicit  tlie  advancement 
Of  any  cardinal.     When  first  they  enter 
'Tis  lawful  for  tlie  ambassadurs  of  princes 
To  enter  with  theui,  and  to  make  their  suit 
For  any  man  their  prince  affecieth  best; 
But  after,  till  a  general  election. 

No  man  may  speak  with  them. 

Lod.  You  that  attend  on  I  he  lord  cardinals^ 
Open  the  window,  and  receive  their  viands. 

A  Car,  You  must  return  the  service ;  the  lord 
cardinals 
Are  busied  'bout  electing  of  a  pope, 
They  have  ^iven  o'er  scrutiny,  a^itfi  are  fallen 
To  admiration. 

Lod,  Away,  away.  [A  cardinal  on  the  terrace. 

F,  de  Med,  I'll  lay  a  thousand  ducats  you  hear 

news 
Of  a  pope  presently.  Hark ;  surely  he's  elected  : 
Behold  my  lord  of  Arragon  appears 
On  the  church  battlements. 

Arrag.  Annuntio  vobis  gaudittm  magnum  ; 
Bevercndissimus  Cardinulis  Lorenzo  de  Montis 
cclso  electus  est  in  sedetn  apostolicam,  et  elegit 
sibi  nomen  Pau/um  Quartfim, 

Onmes.  Vivat  sanctus pater  Paulus  Quartut  * 


«'  Braw.— Fine.    See  Note  27  to  The  Second  Part  of  tlie  Honest  UTiore,  Vol.  I.  p.  578. 

^  That  lord  iW  black  cloak,  with  the  silver  cross. 

Is  Knight  qf  Rhodes.— AKnight  of  Rhodes  was  formerly  called  A  Knight  of  St.  John  Jerusalem^ 

and  now  A  Knight  of  Malta.    The  Order  was  instituted  some  time  before  the  conquest  of  Jerusalem 

by  the  Christiaus  in  1099.    Segar  says,  that  «  a  governor,  called  Gcrardvsy  commanded  that  he  and 

all  others  of  that  house  should  wear  a  white  cross  upon  a  black  ganmnt,  wbidi  was  the  originall  of  the 

.  Order,  and  ever  since  hath  been  used."    Honor  Military  and  Civill,  fol.  1601^,  p.  97. 

*'  Knight  of  S,  MichaeL—This  Order  was  erected  in  1469,  by  Lewis  XI.  King  of  France.  See 
Se^ar  on  Honor ^  p.  83. 

*♦  That,  qf  tin  golden  fleece* — Instituted  by  Philip  the  Good,  Duke  of  Burgundy  and  Earl  of  Flan- 
ders, in  1429.    See  Segitr,  p.  79. 

*'  Knight  qf  the  Holy  U/tost, — Instituted  by  Henry  III.  King  of  France  and  Poland,  in  the 
year  1579.    See  Segar,  p.  87. 

^  Knight  qftlte  Annunciation, --\n  Order  begun  by  Amcdes  Count  of  Savoy,  sumamed  II  Verde, 
in  memory  of  Araedes  tlie  first  Earl,  who,  having  valorously  defended  the  Isle  of  Rhodes^  did  win 
those  arms  now  borne  by  the  Dukes  of  Savoy.    See  Segar,  p.  85. 

^  Knight  pf  the  honoured  Garter. — Founded  by  King  Edward  III. 
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Ser,  Viitoria,  niv  lord 

F.  de  Med.  Wefl :  what  of  her  ? 

Scr.  Is  fled  the  city. 

F.deAfed.  Ha? 

Ser.  With  the  duke  Brachiano. 

F.  de  Med.  Fled !  where's  the  prince  Giovanni  ? 

Ser.  Gone  with  his  father. 

F.  de  Med.  Let  the  matrona  of  the  convertites 
Be  apjprebeoded :  fled  ?  O  damnable ! 
How  fortunate  are  ray  wishes !   Why,  'twas  this 
I  only  laboured,    I  did  send  the  letter 
TJDStruct  him  what  to  do.  Thy  fame,  fond  duke, 
I  fint  have  poison*d ;  directed  thee  the  way 
To  marry  a  whore ;  what  can  be  worse  ?   this 

follows. 
The  hand  most  act  to  drown  the  passionate 

tongue, 
I  scorn  to  wear  a  sword,  and  prate  of  wrong. 

Enter  Mokticelso  in  state. 

Mod.  Coneedimus  vobU  apostolicam  henedic^ 
iioneaif  et  remissionem  peccatorum. 
My  lord  reports  Vittona  Corombona 
Is  srol'a  from  forth  the  house  of  convertites 
By  Brachiano,  and  they're  fled  the  city. 
Now,  though  this  be  the  first  day  of  our  state. 
We  cannot  better  please  the  divme  power, 
Than  to  sequester  from  the  holy  church 
These  corsed  persons.  Make  it  therefore  known, 
We  do  denounce  excommunication 
A^nst  them  both :  all  that  are  theirs  in  Rome 
We  likewise  banish.    Set  on.  [Exeunt, 

F.  de  Med.  Come,  dear  Lodovico. 
Tou  have  ta'en  the  sacrament  to  prosecute 
Th*  intended  murther. 

Lod.  With  all  constancy. 
Bot,  sir,  I  wonder  you^ll  ingage  yourself 
In  person,  being  a  great  prince. 

F.  de  Med.  Divert  me  not. 
Mcst  of  his  court  are  of  my  faction, 
And  some  are  of  my  council.    Noble  friend, 
Oof  danger  shall  be  like  in  this  design. 
Gif©  leave,  part  of  the  glory  may  be  mine. 

[Exit  Frak Cisco. 

Enter  Monticelso. 

Mtm.  Why  did  the  duke  of  Florence  with 
soch  care 
Labour  your  pnrdon  ?  say. 

L»J.  Italian  beggars  will  resolve  you  that, 
^'^  beiBKing  of  an  alms,  bid  those  they  beg  of. 
Do  good  fl^r  tbeir  own  sakes ;  or't  may  be, 
He  spreads  his  bounty  with  a  sowing  hand : 
like  kings,  who  many  times  give  out  of  measure ; 
^V  for  desert  so  much,  as  for  their  pleasure. 

Jfos.  I  know  youVe  cunning.    Come,  what 
devil  is  that 
Fiat  TOO  are  raiding  ? 

lytd.  Devil !  my  lord  ? 

M^n.  {  ask  you. 
How  ({o*h  ttie  duke  employ  you,  that  his  bonnet 
FpD  with  huch  compliment  upon  his  knee^ 
^"fien  be  departed  from  you  ? 


Lod.    Why,  my  lord. 
He  told  me  of  a  resty  Barbary  horse 
Which  he  would  fain  have  brought  to  the  career, 
The  *sault,  and  the  ring  ealliard.   Now,  my  lord, 
I  have  a  rare  French  rider. 

ilfan.  Take  you  heed, 
Lest  the  jade  break  your  neck.    Do  you  put 

me  off 
With  your  wild  horse-tricks  ? — Sirrah,  you  do  lie. 
O,  thouVt  a  foul  black  cloud,  and  thou  do'st 

threat 
A  violent  storm. 

Lod.  Storms  are  i'th'air,  my  lord ; 
I  am  too  low  to  storm. 

Mon.  Wretched  creature ! 
I  know  that  thou  art  fashioned  for  all  iU, 
Like  dogs,  that  once  get  blood,  they'll  ever  kill. 
About  some  murther  r  was't  not  ? 

Lod.  m  not  tell  you : 
And  yet  I  care  not  greatly  if  I  do ; 
Marry  with  this  preparauon.    Holy  fatlier, 
I  come  not  to  you  as  an  intelligencer, 
But  as  a  penitent  sinner.    What  I  utter 
Is  in  confession  merely ;  ifihich  you  know 
Must  never  be  reveal*d. 

Mon.  You  have  o'erta'en  me. 

Lod.  Sir,   I  did  love  Brackiano's  dutchets 
dearly, 
Or  rather  I  pursued  her  with  hot  lust. 
Though  she  ne'er  knew  on't.    She  was  poison'd ; 
Unon  my  soul  she  was :  for  which  I  have  sworn 
T'avenge  her  murther. 

Mon,  To  the  duke  of  Florence  ? 

Lod.  To  him  I  have. 

Mon.  Miserable  creature ! 
If  thou  persist  in  this,  'tis  damnable. 
Do'st  thou  imagine,  thou  canst  slide  on  blood 
And  not  be  tainted  with  a  shameful  fall  i 
Or,  like  the  black  and  melancholic  yew-tree, 
Do'st  think  to   root    thyself  in    dead  men's 

graves, 
And  yet  to  prosper  ?  Instruction  to  thee 
Comes    like   sweet   showers  to  over-harden'd 

ground : 
They  wet,  but  pierce  not  deep.    And  so  I  leave 

thee. 
With  all  the  furies  hanging  'bout  thy  neck. 
Till  by  thy  penitence  thou  remove  this  evil. 
In  conjurmg  from  thy  breast  that  cruel  devil. 

Lod.  I'll  give  it  o'er.   He  says  'tis  damnable: 

SExit  MONTICELSO. 
Prage, 
By  reason  of  Camillo's  death. 

Enter  Servant  and  Francisco  he  Medicis, 

F.  de  Med.  Do  you  know  that  count? 

Ser.  Yes,  my  lord. 

F.  de  Med,  Bear  him  these  thousand  ducatf 
to  his  lodging ; 
Tell  him  the  pope  hatli  sent  them.    Happily 
That  will  confirm  more  than  all  the  rest.  [Exit, 

Ser.  Sir. 

Lod.  To  me,  sir? 
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Ser.  His  holiness  hath  sent  you  a  thousand 

crowns, 
And  wills  you,  if  you  travel,  to  make  him 
Your  patron  for  intelligence. 

Lod.  His  creature  ever  to  be  coniniande<l. 
Why  now  'tis  come  about.     He  raiFd  upon  me ; 
And  yet  these  crowns  were  told  out,  and  laid 

ready. 
Before  he  knew  my  voyage.    O  the  art, 
The  modest  fonn  of  greatness  !  that  do  sit, 
Like  brides  at  wedding-dinners,  with  their  looks 

turned 


From  the  least  wanton  jest,  their  pulins  stomachs 
Sick  of  the  modesty,  when  their  thoughts  are 

loose, 
Even  acting  of  those  hot  and  lustful  spons 
Are  to  ensue  about  midnight !  such  his  cunnii^! 
He    sounds    my    depth   thus    with   a  golden 

plummet ; 
I  am  doubly  arm*d  now.    Now  to  th'  act  of 

blood: 
There's  but  three  furies  found  in  spacious  hell ; 
But  in  a  great  man's  breast  three  thousand 

dwell. 


ACT   V. 


A  passage  over  the  stage  of  Brachiano,  Fla- 

III NEO,   MaRCELLO,    HORTENSIO,    CoROMBO- 

NA,  Cornelia,  Zanche,  and  others. 

Flam,  In  all  the  weary  minutes  of  my  life, 
Day  ne'er  broke  up  till  now.  This  marriage 
Con6rros  me  happy. 

Hor.  'Tis  a  good  assurance. 
Saw  you  not  yet  the  Moor  that's  come  to  court? 

Flam.  Yesj  and  conferr'd  with  him  i*th*  duke's 
closet ; 
I  have  not  seen  a  goodlier  personage ; 
Nor  ever  talk'd  with  man  better  experienc'd 
In  state-affairs,  or  rudiments  uf  war. 
He  hath,  by  report,  serv'd  the  Venetian 
In  Candy  these  twice  seven  years,  and  been  chief 
In  many  a  bold  design. 

Hor.  What  are  those  two 
That  bear  him  company  ? 

Flam,  Two  noblemen  of  Hungary,  that,  liv- 
ing in  the  emperor's  service  as  commanders, 
eight  years  since,  contrary  to  the  expectation  of 
all  the  court,  enter'd  into  religion,  into  the  strict 
order  of  Capuchins :  but,  being  not  well  settled 
in  their  undertaking,  they  left  their  order,  and 
retum'd  to  court;  for  which,  being  after  trou- 
bled in  conscience,  they  vow'd  their  service 
against  the  enemies  of  Christ,  went  to  Malta, 
were  there  knighted  ;  and  in  their  return  back, 
at  this  great  solemnity,  they  are  resolved  for 
ever  to  forsake  the  world,  and  settle  themselves 
here  in  a  house  of  Capuchins  in  Fadua. 

Hor,  Tis  strange. 

Flam,  One  thing  makes  it  so.  They  have 
vow'd  for  ever  to  wear,  next  their  bare  bodies, 
those  coats  of  mail  they  served  in. 

Hor.  Hard  penance ! 
Is  the  Moor  a  Christian  ? 

Flam,  He  is. 

Hor.  Why  proffers  he  his  service  to  our  duke  ? 

Flam,  Because  he  understands  there's  like  to 
grow 
Some  war  between  us  and  the  duke  of  Florence, 
In  which  he  hopes  employment. 
I  never  saw  one  in  a  stem  bold  look 
Wear  more  command,  nor  in  a  lofty  phrase 


Express  more  knowing,  or  more  deep  contempt 
Of  our  slight  airy  courtiers.     He  talks 
As  if  he  had  travel'd  all  the  princes  courts 
Of  Christendom ;  in  all  things  strives  t'express, 
That  all,   that  should  dispute  with  him,  may 

know 
Glories,  like  glow-worms,  afar  off  shine  bright. 
But,  look'd  too  near,  have  neither  heat  nor  bgbt. 
The  duke. 

Enter  BRAcmANO,  Florence  disguised  like 

MULINASSAR,   LODOVICO,   AnTON  EILI,  GaS- 

PARO,  bearing  their  swords  and  helmets. 

Brach,  Your  are  nobly  welcome.     We  have 
heard  at  full 
Your  honourable  service  'gainst  the  Turk. 
To  you,  brave  Mulinassar,  we  assign 
A  competent  pension;  and  are  iuly  sorry 
The  vows  of  those  two  worthy  gentlemen. 
Make  them  incapable  of  our  proffer'd  bounty. 
Your  wish  is,  you  may  leave  your  warlike  swords 
For  monuments  in  our  chapel.    I  accept  it, 
As  a  great  honour  done  me,  and  must  crave 
Your  leave  to  furnish  out  our  dutchess'  revels. 
Only  one  thing,  as  the  last  vanity 
You  e'er  shall  view,  deny  me  not  to  stay 
To  see  a  barriers  prepared  to-night : 
You  shall  have  private  standings.  It  hath  pleasM 
The  great  ambassadors  of  several  princes, 
In  their  return  from  Rome  to  their  own  countries, 
To  grace  our  marriage,  and  to  hoApr  me 
Witn  such  a  kind  of  sport. 

F.  de  Med.  I  shall  persuade  them 
To  stay,  my  lord. 
Set  on  there  to  the  presence. 

[Exeunt  Brachiano,  Flamineo, 
and  Mabcello. 

Lo€L  My  noble  lord,  most  fortunately  wel- 
come ; 

[The  conspirators  here  embrace. 
You  have  our  vows,  seal'd  with  the  sacrament. 
To  second  your  attempts. 

Gas.  And  all  things  ready ; 
He  could  not  have  invented  his  own  r^in 
(Had  he  despair'd)  with  more  propriety. 

Lod,  You  would  not  take  my  way. 
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F.  ic  Med,  Tis  better  order'd. 
Lod,  T'  have  poison*d  his  pmyer-book,  or  a 
pair  of  beads, 
^  The  pommel  of  his  saddle,  his  looking-glass, 
Or  th'  handle  of  his  racket.     O  that,  that ! 
That  while  he  had  beeu  bandying  at  tenuis. 
He  might  have  sworn    himself   to    hell,   and 

^  strook 
His  soul  into  the  hazard !    O,  my  lord, 
I  woold  have  oor  plot  be  ingenious, 
And  have  it  hereafter  recorded  for  example. 
Rather  than  borrow  example. 
F.  dt  Med,  There*8  no  way 
•More  speeding  than  this  thought  on. 
Lod,  On  then. 

F.  de  Med,  And  yet  roethinks  that  this  re- 
venge is  poor. 
Because  it  steals  upon  him  like  a  thief: 
To  have  ta'en  him  by  the  casque  in  a  pitch'd 
field. 

Led  him  to  Florence ! 

Lad,  It  had  been  rare. — And  there 
Have  crownM  him  with  a  wreath  of  stinking 

garlick, 
T*  have  sm>wn  the  sharpness  of  his  government, 
And  rankness  oi  his  lust. — But,  peace ; 
Flamiueo  conies. 

[Exeunt  Lodovico,^^  Antonelli. 

£«/erFLAMiNEO,  Mabcello,  aiic^Zanche. 

Mar,  Why  doth  this  devil  haunt  you,  say  ? 

TUsm,  I  know  not : 
Fo\r  (by  this  light)  1  do  not  conjure  for  her. 
Tis  not  so  great  a  cunning  a^  men  think, 
To  raise  tlie  devil :  here's  one  up  already ; 
The  greatest  cunning  were  to  lay  him  down. 

Mar.  She  is  your  shame. 

Flam,  I  pr^ythee  pardon  her^ 
In  &ith,  you  see  women  are  like  to  burs, 
Where  their  affection  throws  them,  there  they'll 
stick. 

Zan.  That    is    my    countryman,    a    goodly 
person; 
When  he's  at  leisure  Fll  discourse  with  him 
In  his  own  language.  [Exit  Zanche. 

Flam,  I  beseech  you  do : 
How  ts't,  brave  soldier  ?    O  that  I  had  seen 
Some  of  your  iron  days !  I  pray  relate 
Some  of  your  service  to  us. 

F.  de  Med,  HTis  a  ridiculous  thing  for  a  man 
to  be  his  own  chronicle.  I  never  did  wash  my 
moath  with  mine  own  praise,  for  fear  of  getting 
ft  stinking  breath. 


Mar,  You*re  too  stoical.  The  duke  will  ex- 
pect other  discourse  from  you. 

F.  de  Med,  I  shall  never  datter  him  :  I  have 
studied  man  too  much  to  do  that.  What  diflfer* 
ence  is  between  the  duke  and  I  ?  no  more  than 
between  two  bricks,  all  made  of  one  clay  :  only'c 
may  be  one  is  placed  on  the  top  of  a  turret,  the 
other  in  the  bottom  of  a  well,  by  mere  chance. 
If  I  were  placed  as  high  as  tlie  duke,  I  should 
stick  as  fast,  make  as  fair  a  shew,  and  bear  out 
weather  equally. 

Flam.  If  this  soldier  had  a  patent  to  beg  in 
churches,  then  he  would  tell  them  stories. 

Mar,  I  have  been  a  soldier  too. 

F.  de  Med,  How  have  you  tliriv*d  ? 

Mar,  Faith  poorly. 

F,  de  Med.  That's  the  misery  of  peace.  Only 
outsides  are  then  respected.  As  ships  seem  very 
great  upon  the  river,  which  shew  very  little  upon 
the  seas ;  so  some  men  i*th*  court  seem  Colossuscs 
in  a  chamber,  who,  if  they  came  into  the  field, 
would  appear  pitiful  pigmies. 

Flam.  Give  me  a  fair  room  yet  hung  with 
arras,  and  some  great  cardinal  to  lug  me  by 
th*enrs,  as  his  endear'd  minion. 

F,  de  Med.  And  thou  may'st  do  the  devil 
knows  what  villainy. 

Flam,  And  safely. 

F,  de  Med,  Right :  you  shall  see  in  the  coun- 
try, in  harvest-time,  pigeons,  though  they  de- 
stroy never  so  much  corn,  the  farmer  dare  not 
present  tlie  fowling-piece  to  them :  why  f  be- 
cause they  belong  to  the  lord  of  the  manor; 
whilst  your  poor  sparrows,  that  belong  to  the 
Lord  of  heaven,  they  go  to  pot  ibr*t. 

Flam.  I  will  now  give  you  some  politic  in- 
structions. The  duke  'says  he  will  give  you  a 
pension ;  that's  but  bare  promise ;  get  it  under 
nis  hand.  For  I  have  known  men,  that  have 
come  from  serving  against  the  Turk,  for  three  or 
four  mouths  they  have  had  pension  to  buy  them 
new  wooden  legs,  and  fresh  plai^ers ;  but,  after, 
'twas  not  to  be  had.  And  this  miserable  couiy 
tesy  shews,  as  if  a  tormenter  should  give  hot 
cordial  drinks  to  one  three  quarters  dead  o'tli* 
rack,  only  to  fetch  the  mberable  soul  again  to 
endure  more  dog-days. 

Enter  IIortensio,  a  young  Lord,  Zanche, 
and  two  more. 

How  now,  gallants  ?    what,  are  they  ready  for 

the  barriers  ?  [armour. 

Y,  Lord,  Yes,  the  lords  are  putting  on  their 


^  The  pummel  qfhU  saddle,— This  was  one  of  the  methods  put  in  practice  in  order  to  destroy  Qaeen 
Blizabetb.  In  the  year  1598,  Edward  Squire  was  convicted  of  anointing  the  pummel  of  the  Queen's 
<ftddle  with  poison,  for  which  he  was  afterwards  executed.  See  Camden's  Elizabeth,  p.  720. 
Eb.  edit.  1639. 

Hit  urtU  kUo  the  hazard  /—This  horrid  thought  is  found  in  too  many  of  oor  antient  tragic  writers. 
See  Notes  on  Homlcf,  Shakspeare,  Vol.  X.  p.  316.  edit.  1778.     S. 
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Hor,  What's  he? 

Fiam.  A  new  up-start ;  one  that  swears  like 
a  falconer,  aud  will  lie  in  the  duke*s  ear  day  by 
day,  like  a  maker  of  almanacks.  And  yet  I 
knew  him,  since  he  came  to  the  court,  smell 
worse  of  sweat  than  an  under  tennis-court- 
keeper. 

Hot,  Look  you,  yonder's  your  sweet  mistress. 

Fhm.  Thou  art  my  f»woru  brother :  Til  tell 
thee,  I  do  love  that  Moor,  that  witch,  very 
constrainedly.  She  knows  some  of  my  villainy: 
}.  do  love  her  ju^t  as  a  man  holds  a  wolf  by  the 
ears.  But  for  fear  of  turning  upon  roe,  and 
pulling  out  my  throat,  I  would  let  her  go  to  the 
devil. 

Hor,  I  iiear  she  claims  marriage  of  thee. 

Fiam.  'Faith,  I  made  to  her  some  such  dark 

f promise;  and,  in  seeking  toflyfrom't,  I  run  on, 
ike  a  frighted  dog  with  a  bottle  at's  tail,  that 
fain  would  bite  it  off,  and  yet  dares  not  look 
behind  him.    Now,  my  precious  gipsey. 

Zan,  Ay,  your  love  to  me  rather  cools  than 

heats. 
Flam'  Marry,  I  am  the  sounder  lover;  we 
have  many  wenches  about  the  town  heat  too 
fast. 

Hor,  What  do  you  tliink  of  tliese  perfum*d 

gallants,  then? 
Flam,  Their  sattin  cannot  save  them,    I  am 
confident 
They  have  a  certain  spice  of  the  disease ; 
For  they  that  sleep  with  dogs,  shall  rise  with 
fleas. 
Zan,  Believe  it!    a  little  painting  and  gay 
cloaths 
Make  you  loaih  me. 

Flam.  How,  love  a  lady  for  painting  or  gay 
apparel  ?  1*11  unkennel  one  example  more  fur 
tliee.  iCsop  had  a  foolish  do<:  that  let  go  tlie 
iiesh  to  catch  the  shadow :  I  would  have  cour- 
tiers be  better  divers. 

Zan.  You  remember  your  oaths? 
Flam.  Lovers*  oaths  are  like  mariners*  prayers, 
ottered  in  extremity :  but  when  the  tempest  is 
o*er,  and  tliat  tlie  vessel  leaves  tumbling,  they 
foil  from  protesting  to  drinking.  And  yet, 
amongst  gentlemen,  protesting  and  drinking  go 
together,  and  agree  as  well  as  shoe-makers  and 
Westphalia  bacon.  They  are  both  drawers  on ; 
for  drink  draws  on  protestation,  and  protestation 
draws  on  more  drink.  Is  not  this  discourse  bet- 
ter now  tlian  the  morality  of  your  sun-burnt 
gentleman  ? 

Enter  Cornelia. 

Cor,  Ts  this  your  perch,  you  haggard  ?  fly  to 

the  stews. 
Flam.  You  shot&d  he  rlapt  by  fh*  heels  now : 

strike  i'th  court  ? 
Zan,  She's  good  for  nothing,  but  to  make  her 
maids 
Catch  cold  a-nis»lit8 :  they  dare  not  use  a  bed-staff, 
For  fear  of  her  light  fini;ers. 


Mar.  You're  a  strumpet. 
An  impudent  one. 

Flam.  Why  do  you  kick  her,  say? 
Do  you  think  that  she's  like  a  walnut-tree  ? 
Must  she  be  cudgel'd  ere  she  bear  good  fruit? 

Mar.  Slie  brags  that  you  shall  marry  her. 

Flam,  What  then  ? 

Mar,  I  had  rather  she  were  pitch'd  upon  a 
stake. 
In  some  new  seeded  garden,  to  affright 
Her  fellow  crows  thence. 

Flam.  You're  a  boy,  a  fool ; 
Be  guardian  to  your  hound :  I  am  of  age. 

Mar  If  I  take  her  near  you,  I'll  cut  her  throat. 

Flam,  With  a  fan  of  feathers? 

Mar.  And,  for  you,  I'll  whip 
This  folly  from  you. 

Flam,  Are  ^ou  cholerick  ? 
I'll  purge  it  with  rhubarb. 

nor.  O,  your  brother ! 

Flam,  Hang  him, 
He  wrongs  me  most,  that  ought  t'  offend  roe 

least ; 
I  do  suspect  my  mother  play'd  foul  play, 
When  she  conceiv'd  thee. 

Mar,  Now,  by  all  my  hopes, 
Like  the  two  slaughter'd  sons  of  Oedipus^ 
The  very  flnroes  of  our  affection 
Shall  turn  two  ways.    Those  words  1*11  make 

thee  answer 
With  thy  heart's  blood. 

Flam.  Do,  like  the  geese  in  the  progress ; 
You  know  where  you  shall  And  me. 

Mar.  Very  good ; 
An'  thou  be'st  a  noble  friend,  bear  him  my  sword, 
And  bid  him  6t  the  length  on't. 
Y.  Lord.  Sir,  I  shall. 

Zan,  lie  comes.     Hence  petty  thoughts  of 
my  disgrace ; 
I  ne'er  lov*!]  my  complexion  till  now,. 

Enter  Francisco. 

'Cause  I  may  boldly  say,  without  a  blush, 
I  love  you. 

Flam,  Your  love  is  untimely  sown ; 
There's  a  spring  at  Michaelmas,  but  'tis  but  a 

famt  one : 
I  am  sunk  in  years,  and  I  have  vow'd  never  to 

marry. 
Zan.  Alas !  poor  maids  get  more  lovers  than 

husbands : 
Yet  you  may  mistake  my  wealth.  For,  as  when 
embassadors  are  sent  to  congratulate  princes, 
there's  commonly  sent  along  with  them  a  rich 
preseitt,  so  that,  tho'  the  prince  like  not  the  am- 
bassador's person,  nor  words,  yet  he  likes  well 
of  the  presentment ;  so  I  may  come  to  you  in 
the  same  manner,  and  be  beUer  lov'd  tor  my 
dowry  tlian  my  virtue. 

Fran,  I'll  think  on  the  motion. 

Zan.  Do ;  I'll  now  detain  you  no  longer.     At 

your  better  leisure 
I'll  tell  you  things  shall  startle  your  blood  : 
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!3or  blame  me  that  this  passion  I  reveal ; 
Lovers  die  inward  that  tlieir  tlames  conceal. 
Fran.  Of  all  intelligence  this  may  prove  the 
best : 
5ore  I  shall  draw  strange  fowl  from  this  foul 
nest.  \Exeuni, 

Enter  Marcello  and  Cornelia. 

Cor,  I  hear  a  whispering  all  about  the  court, 
You  arc  to  fight :  who  is  your  opposite  } 
Wbnt  is  tl>e  quarrel  ? 

Mar,  Tis  an  idle  rumour.  [well 

Cor,  Will  you  dissemble?   sure  you  do  not 
To  firight  me  tliud :  you  never  look  thus  pule, 
But  when  you  are  most  angry.     I  do  charge  you, 
Upon  my  blessing;  nay  I'll  atU  the  duke, 
And  he  shall  school  you. 

Mur,  Publish  not  a  fenr, 
Wiiich  would  convert  to  laughter:  'tis  not  so. 
Was  not  this  crucifix  my  father's? 

Cor,  Yes. 

Mar,  I  have  heard  yon  say,  giving  my  bro- 
ther suck. 
He  took  the  crucifix  between  his  hands, 

Enter  Flamineo. 

And  broke  a  limb  off. 

Cor.  Ye« ;  but  'tis  mended. 

FUtm.  I  have  brought  your  weapon  back. 

[Flamineo  runs  Marcello  through, 

Cw.  Hti,  oh  ray  horror ! 

Mar,  You  have  brought  it  home,  indeed. 

Cor,  Help,  oh  lie's  murder'd  ! 

Fi«m.  Do  you  turn  your  gall  up  ?  I'll  to  sanc- 
tuary, 
And  send  a  surgeon  to  you.     [Exit  Flamineo. 

Enter  Hortensio. 

Hor,  How,  o'th'  ground  ? 

Mar,  O  mother,  now  remember  what  1  told 
Of  breaking  off  the  crucifix.     Farewel. 
There  are  some  sins,  which  heaven  doth  duly 

punish 
In  a  whole  family.    This  it  is  to  rise 
I^  all  dishonest  means.    Let  all  men  know, 
That  tree  shall  long  time  keep  a  steady  foot. 
Whose  branches  spread  no  wider  than  the  root 

[Dies, 

Cor.  0  my  perpetual  sorrow  ! 

Hor.  ViKuous  Marcello !  [shall. 

Iie*s  dead.     Pray  leave  him,  lady :  come,  you 

Cor,  Alas !  he  is  not  dead ;  he's  in  a  trance. 


Why  here's  nobody  shall  get  any  tiling  by  his 

death. 
Let  me  call  him  again,  for  God's  sake ! 

Hor,  I  would  you  were  deceiv'd. 

Cor,  O  you  abuse  me,  you  abuse  me,  yoa 
abuse  me !  how  many  have  gone  away  thus,  for 
lack  of 'tendance?  rear  up's  l^d,  rear  up's  head : 
bis  bleeding  inward  will  kill  him. 

Hor,  You  see  he  is  departed. 

Cor,  Let  me  come  to  him ;  give  me  him  as  he 
is;  if  he  be  tum'd  to  earth,  let  me  but  give  bim 
one  hearty  kiss,  and  you  shall  put  as  both  into 
one  coffin.  '°  Fetch  a  looking-elass ;  see  if  his 
breath  will  not  stain  it;,  or  pull  out  some  fe»- 
thers  from  my  pillow,  and  lay  them  to  his  lips  ; 
will  you  lose  him  for  a  little  pains  taking  ? 

Hor,  Your  kindest  office  is  to  pray  for  him. 

Cor,  Alas !  I  would  not  pray  for  him  yeC  Ht 
may  live  to  lay  me  i'th'  ground,  and  pruy  for  me, 
if  you'll  let  me  come  to  him. 

Enter  Brachiano  all  arm*d^  tave  the  beaver, 
with  Flamineo,  and  Fage, 

Brach,  Was  this  your  handy-work  ? 

Flam,  It  was  my  misfortune. 

Cor.  He  lies,  he  lies;  he  did  not  kill  him: 
these  have  kill'd  him,  that  would  not  let  him  be 
better  look'd  to. 

Brach.  Have  comfort,  my  grieved  mother. 

Cor.  O  you  screecli-owl  f 

Hor,  Forbear,  good  madam. 

Cor,  Let  me  go,  let  me  go. 
[She  runs  to  Flamineo  with  her  knife  drawn, 
and  coming  to  him  lets  it  fall. 
The  God  of  heaven  forgive  thee !     Do'st  not 

wonder 
I  pray  for  thee  ?  I'll  tffll  thee  what's  the  reason  : 
I  have  scarce  breath  to  number  twenty  minutes; 
I'd  not  spend  that  in  cursing.     Fare  thee  well : 
Half  of  thyself  lies  there;  and  may'st  thou  live 
To  fill  an  hour-glass  with  his  moulder'd  at>iie*i, 
To  tell  how  thou  should'stspend  the  time  to  come 
In  blest  repentance ! 

Brach.  Mother,  pray  tell  me  [rd  ? 

How  came  he  by  his  death  ?  wliat  was  the  quH»- 

Cor.  Lideed,  my  younger  boy  presumed  too 
much 
Upon  his  manhood,  gave  him  bitter  words, 
Drew  his  sword  first;  and  so,  1  know  not  ha\v, 
For  I  was  out  of  my  wits,  he  fell  with's  head 
Just  in  mv  bosom. 

Fage,  iTbis  is  not  true,  madam. 


^  Fetch  •  l0okhg-gUu$,  ^c— So,  Shakspetre  in  King  Lethr,  k.  5.  S.  3 : 

" ^Lend  me  a  hoking-gUus ; 

If  that  her  Itreath  wiU  mitt  or  ttain  the  <tone, 
Why,  then  she  lives. 
This  feather  stirs:  she  lives !  if  it  be  so , 
It  is  a  chance  that  does  redeem  all  sorrows 
That  ever  1  have  felt." 
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Car.  I  pr'ytliee  pence. 
One  arrow's  graz*d  niready :  it  were  vain 
T'  lose  this;  for  that  will  ne*er  be  found  again. 

Brack.  Go  bear  the  body  to  Cornelia's  lodging : 
And  we   command   that   none   acquaint   our 

dutchess 
With  this  sad  accident.    For  you,  Flamineo, 
Ueark  you,  I  will  not  grant  your  pardon. 

Flam.  No? 

Brack.  Only  a  lease  of  your  life;  and  that 
shall  last 
But  for  one  day.    Thoo  sbalt  be  forced  each 

evening 
To  renew  it,  or  be  hanged. 

Flam,  At  your  pleasure. 

Enter  Lopovico  ttnd  Feancisco. 

Your  will  is  law  now,  I'll  not  meddle  with  it. 

[LoDOvxco  sprinkles  Brachxano's 
beaver  witk  a  poison. 
Brack.  You  once  did  brave  me  in  your  sister's 
lodging; 
I'll  now  keep  you  in  awe  for't.    Where's  our 
beaver  ? 
F.  de  Med.  He  calb  for  his  destruction.  No- 
ble youth, 
I  pity  thy  sad  fate.    Now  to  the  barriers. 
This  shall  his  passage  to  the  black  lake  further ; 
The  last  good  deed  he  did,  he  pardon'd  murder. 

[Exetint. 
Cliarges  and  skouts.     Tkey  ^'Jtgkt  at  barriers, 
first  single  pairs,  then  three  tg  three. 

Enter  Brachiano  and  Flamineo,  tpitk  others. 

Brack.  An  armorer !  ud's  death,  an  armorer ! 
Flam.  Armorer!  where's  tlie  armorer ? 
Brack.  Tear  oflf  my  beaver. 
Flam.  Are  you  hurt,  my  lord  ? 
Brack.  O  my  brain's  on  ftre. 

Enter  Armorer. 

The  helmet  is  poison'd. 
Arm.  My  lord,  upon  my  soul. — 
Brack.  Away  with  him  to  torture. 

There  are  some  great  ones  that  have  hand  in  this, 

And  near  about  me. 

Enter  Vittoria  CofioicBONA* 
Vit,  Cor,  O !  my  lov'd  lord  poison'd  ? 


Flam.  Remove  the  bart  here's  unfortiiDate' 
revels. 
Call  the  physicians. 

Enter  two  Pkifsicians. 

A  plague  upon  you ! 

We  have  too  much  of  your  cunning  here  already: 

I  fear  the  ambassadors  are  likewise  poison'd. 

Brack.  Oh !  I  am  gone  already.  1  he  iufectk>n 
Flies  to  the  brain  and  heart.  O  thou  strong  lieart. 
There's  such  a  covenant  'tween  tlie  worldand  it. 
They're  loath  to  break. 

Gto.  O  my  most  lov'd  father  I 

Brack.  Remove  the  boy  away  : 
Where's  this  good  woman  ?  bad  I  infinite  worlds, 
They  were  too  little  for  thee.  Must  I  leave  tliee) 
What  sny  you,  screech-owls,  is  tlie  venom  roonal  ? 

Pky.  Most  deadly. 

Urack.  Most  corrupted  politick  hangman ! 
You  kill  without  book ;  but  your  art  to  save 
Fails  you  as  oh  as  ^eat  men's  needy  friends. 
I  that  have  given  lile  to  offending  slaves. 
And  wretched  murderers,  have  I  not  power 
To  lengthen  mine  own  a  twelve-month  } 
Do  not  kiss  me,  for  I  shall  poison  thee. 
This  unction  is  sent  from  the  great  duke  of 
Florence. 

F,  de  Med.  Sir,  be  of  comfort. 

Brack.  J*  O  tliou  soft  natural  death !  that  art 
joint-twin 
To  sweetest  slumber  !^-no  rough-bearded  cmnet 
Stares  on  thy  mild  departure ;  the  dull  owl 
Beats  not  against  thy  casement;  the  hoarse  wolf 
Scents  not  thy  canon.    Pity  winds  thy  corse, 
Whilst  horror  waits  on  princes. 

Vit.  Cor.  I  am  lost  for  ever ! 

Brack.  How  miserable  a  thing  it  is  to  die 
'Mongst  women  howling !  what  are  those  ? 

Flam,  Franciscans. 
They  have  brought  the  extreme  unction. 

Brack.  On  pain  of  death  let  no  man  name 
death  to  me ; 
It  is  a  word  most  infinitely  terrible. 
Withdraw  into  our  cabinet. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Francisco  and  Flamineo. 

Flam.  To  see  what  solitariness  is  about  dying 
princes  !  as  heretofore  they  have  unpeopled 
towns,  divorc*d  friends^  and  made  great  houses 
unhospitable ;  so  now,   O  justice!   where  ure 


^"  Fight  at  barfiers. — "  Barriers  (from  the  French  Barres)  signifies  with  us  that  which  the  French 
call  jeu  de  Barres,  (palastram,)  a  martial  sport  or  exercise  of  men  armed,  and  fighting  together  with 
short  swords  within  certain  limits  or  lists,  whereby  they  are  severed  from  the  beholders.*'--CoiWEi.. 
"  This  exercise  was  formerlv  qnicb  in  request  |n  England,  but  now  is  laid  aside;" — Blovmt, 
7*  O  thou  m^  natural  death  1 1^. — Air  Steevens  mtroduces  this  passage  as  somewhat  parallel  to  the 
following  in  Shakspeare's  Cymbeime,  A.  4.  S,  i : 

"  Why  he  but  sleeps ; 
If  he  be  gone,  ^e'd  make  his  grave  a  bed : 
With  female  furies  will  his  tomb  be  haunted, 
And  worms  will  not  come  to  tl^ee." 
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their  flatterers  now  ?  iatterers  are  but  the  tW 
dows  of  princes  bodies,  the  least  thick  cloud 
makes  them  invisible. 

J.  de  Med.  There's  great  moan  made  for  him. 

Ttam,  'Faith,  (or  some  few  hoars,  salt-water 
will  ran  roost  plentifally  in  every  office  o'th* 
ooart.  Bat,  believe  it,  most  of  tliem  do  hot 
veep  over  their  step-mother's  crave. 

¥.ic  Med.  How  mean  you? 

Flam,  Whjf  they  dissemble,  as  some  men  do 
that  live  within  compass  o'th*  verge. 

¥,  de  Med.   Come,   you  have  thriv*d  well 
under  him. 

fUm.  Taith,  '^  like  a  wolf  in  a  woman's 
hreaet :  I  have  been  fed  with  poultry ;  but  for 
money,  understand  me,  I  had  as  good  a  will  to 
ctiten  him  as  e'er  an  officer  of  thm  all :  but  I 
had  not  cunning  enough  to  do  it. 

¥.  de  Med,  What  didst  thou  think  of  him? 
'/kith,  speak  freely. 

ftam.  He  was  a  kind  of  statesman,  that 
would  sooner  have  reckon'd  how  many  cannon- 
bollets  he  had  discbarg'd  against  a  town,  to 
eount  hu  expence  that  way^  than  how  many  of 
hts  valiant  and  deserving  subjects  he  lost  before  it. 

F.  de  Med.  O,  speak  well  of  the  duke. 

¥lam.  I  have  done. 
Wilt  hear  some  of  my  court-wisdom  ? 

Enter  Lodovico. 

To  reprehend  princes  is  dangerous ;  and  to  over- 
comniend  some  of  them  is  palpable  lying. 

f.  de  Med.  How  is  it  with  the  duke  ? 

Lod.  Most  deadly  ill. 
He's  frfll'n  into  a  strance  distraction : 
He  talks  of  battles  and  monopolies, 
Levying  of  taxes ;  and  ftom  that  descends 
To  the  roost  brain-sick  language.    His  mind 

&Btens 
On  twenty  several  objects,  which  confound 
Deep  sense  with  folly.    Such  a  fearful  end 
May  teach  some  men,  that  bear  too  lofty  crest, 
Tho'  they  live  happiest,  yet  they  die  not  best. 
He  bathconforr'd  the  whole  state  of  the  dukedom 
Upoa  your  sister,  till  the  prince  arrive 
At  nature  age. 

¥Um,  There's  some  good  luck  in  that  yet 

F.  de  Med.  See,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Brachiano,  presented  in  a  bed,  Vit- 
TORiA  and  otkert. 

There's  death  in's  faceVreadv. 

Vit.  Cor.  O  my  good  lord  ! 

Brack.  Away,  yon  have  abus'd  me : 
You  have  convey'd  coin  forth  our  territories, 
Boogbt  and  sold  offices,  oppress'd  tlie  poor, 
Aod  1  ne'er  dreamt  on't.    Make  up  your  ao* 
counts; 


I'll  now  be  my  own  steward. 

JF*.  de  Med,  Sir,  have  patience. 

Brack,  Indeed,  I  am  to  blame : 
For  did  you  ever  hear  the  dusky  raven 
Chide  blackness  ?  or  was't  erer  known  the  devil 
Rail'd  against  cloven  creatures? 

Vit.  Cor.  O  my  lord ! 

BrocA.  Let  me  have  some  quaib  to  supper. 

Flam.  Sir,  you  shall. 

Brack.  No,  some  fry'd  dog-fish ;  your  quails 
feed  on  poison. 
That  old  dog-fox*  that  politician,  Florence ! 
I'll  forswear  huntine,  and  turn  dog^killer. 
Rare !  I'll  be  friends  with  him ;  for,  mark  yam, 

sir,  one  dog 
Still  sets  another  a  barking.    Peace,  peace, 
Yonder's  a  fine  sUive  come  in  now. 

Fiam.  Where? 

Brack.  Why,  there. 
In  a  blue  bonnet,  and  a  pair  of  breeches 
With  a  great  cod-piece.    Ha,  ha,  ha; 
Look  you,  his  cod-piece  is  stuck  full  of  pins, 
With  pearls  o'th'  head  of  them.    Do  not  yoa 
know  him  ? 

Flam.  No,  my  lord. 

Brack.  Why  'tis  the  devil ; 
I  know  him  by  a  great  rose  be  wears  on's  shoe 
To  hide  his  cloven  foot :  I'll  dispute  with  him. 
He's  a  rare  lincuist. 

Vit.  Cor.  M)r  lord,  here's  nothing. 

Brack.  Nothing !  rare !  nothing  ?  when  I  want 
money, 
Our  treasury  is  empty,  there  is  nothing; 
I'll  not  be  used  thus. 

Vit.  Cor.  O!  lie  still,  my  lord. 

Brack.   See,   see,   Flamineo  that  kill'd  him 
brother 
Is  dancing  on  the  ropes  there ;  and  be  carries 
A  money-bag  in  each  hand,  to  keep  him  evel^ 
For  fear  of  breaking's  neck.    And  there's  a 

lawyer. 
In  a  gown  whipp'd  with  velvet,  stares  and  gapes 
When  the  money  will  fall.    How  the  rogue  cms 

capers ! 
It  should  have  been  in  a  halter. 
Tis there;  what's  she? 

Flam.  Vittoria,  my  lord. 

Brack.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  her  hair  is  sprinkled  with 
arms  powder,  that  makes  her  look  as  if  she  had 
sinn'cl  in  the  pastry.    What's  he  ? 

Flam.  A  divine,  my  lord. 

[Brachiano  ieems  kere  near  kit  end ;  Lodo- 
vico and  Gasparo,  tn  tke  kabit  rf  CajfU' 
ckins^pretent  kirn  in  kit  bed  witk  a  crucifir 
.  and  kallow*d  candle. 

Brack.  He  will  be  drunk,  avoid  bun :  th'  ar- 
gumHit 
Is  fearful,  when  churchmen  stagger  in't. 


'^  Uke  a  way  in  a  womam*s  breaet. ^The  extraordinary  cravings  of  women  daring  their  pregnancy 

•tre  sBciently  accounted  for  by  supposing  some  voracious  animal  to  be  within  them.      S« 
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Look  yoQy  six  grey  cats  that  have  lost  their  tails 
Crawl  up  the  pillow ;  send  for  a  rat-catcher : 
m  do  a  miracle,  111  free  the  coort 
From  all  fbiil  vermine.    Where's  Flamineo  ? 

Flam,  I  do  not  like  that  he  names  me  so  often, 
Especially  on's  death-bed ;  'tis  a  sign 
I  shall  not  live  long:  see,  he's  near  his  end. 

Lod,  Pray  give  us  leave;    attendee  domine 
Bracbiano. 

Flam,  8ee,  see  how  firmly  he  doth  fix  his  eye 
Upon  the  crucifix. 

Vit,  Cor,  O,  hold  it  constant. 
It  settles  his  wild  spirits;  and  so  his  eyes 
Melt  into  tears. 

Lod.  Domine  Brachiane,  tolebas  in  hello  tu- 
tus t99e  iuo  clypeo,  nunc  hunc  clypeum  hosti  tuo 
opponat  infemali.  [The  crucifix. 

Gas.  Olim  hatta  voluitti  in  hello  ;  nunc  hanc 

sacram  hastam  vibrabis  contra  hotiem  animarum, 

[The  hallowed  taper. 

Lod.  Altende,  domine  Brackiane,  si  nunc  qno- 
queprohasea,  qua  sunt  inter  nos,  Jlecte  caput 
in  dextrum. 

Gas.  Esto  tecuruSf  domine  Braekiane :  cogi- 
tOy  quantum  habeas  meritorum  :  denique  metni- 
neris  meam  animam  pro  tua  oppignoratam  si  quid 
eiset  periculi, 

Lod.  iSt  nunc  quoqueprobas  ea,  quit  acta  sunt 
inter  nos,  Jlecte  caput  in  lavum. 
He  is  departing:  pray  stand  all  apart. 
And  let  us  only  whisper  in  his  ears 
Some  private  meditations,  which  our  order 
PermitA  you  not  to  hear. 

[Here  the  rest  being  departed,  Lodovico 
and  Gasfaro  disccroer  themselves, 

Oas,  Brachiano. 

Lod,  Devil  Brachiano, 
Thou  art  dainn'd. 

Gas,  Perpetually. 

Lod,  A  slave  condemn*d,  and  given  up  to  the 
gallows, 
Is  thy  great  lord  and  master. 

Gas,  True ;  for  tliou 
Art  given  up  tu  the  devil. 

Lod,  O,  you  slave ! 
You  that  were  held  the  famous  politician. 
Whose  art  was  poison. 

Gas.  And  whose  conscience  murder. 

Ldki,  That  would  hnve  broke  your  wife's  neck 
down  the  stairs,'^ 
Ere  she  was  poison 'd. 

Gas.  That  had  your  villainous  sallets. 

Lod,  And  fine  embroidered  bottles,  and  per- 
fumes 
Equally  mortal  with  a  winter  plague. 

Gas,  Now  there's  mercury. 

Lod,  And  copperass. 

Gas,  And  quicksilver. 


Lod.  With  other  devilish  apothecary  stuff', 
A  melting  in  your  politic  brains:  do*st  hear? 

Gas.   I  his  is  Count  Lodovico. 

Lod,  This  Gasparo ; 
And  thou  sbalt  die  like  a  poor  rogue. 

Gas.  And  stink 
like  a  dead  fly-blown  dog. 

Lod.  And  be  forgotten  before  thy  funeral 
sermon. 

Brack,  Vittoria !   Vittoria  ! 

Lod,  O,  the  cursed  devil 
Comes  to  himself  again:  we  are  undone. 

Enter  Vittoria  Co&ombona,  Francisco  de 
Medicis,  and  the  Attendants, 

Gas,  Strangle  him  in  private.     What !   wiU 
you  call  him  again 
To  live  in  treble  torments  ?  for  charity, 
For  christian  charity,  avoid  the  chamber. 

[Exeunt, 
Lod*  You  would  prate,  sir.    This  is  a  true 
love>knot 
Sent  from  the  duke  of  Florence. 

[Brachiano  is  strangled: 
Gas.  What,  is  it  done  ? 
Lod.  The  snuff"  is  out.     No  woman-keeper 
i'tlie  world, 
Jho'  she  had  practis'd  seven  years  at  the  ptbt* 

house. 
Could  have  don't  quaintlier.     My  lords,   he's 
dead.  L^'^^y  return, 

Omties.  Rest  to  his  soul ! 
Vit.  Cor.  O  me  !  this  place  is  hell. 

[Exit  Vittoria  Corombona. 
F.  de  Med.  How  heavily  slie  takes  it ! 
Flam,  O  yes,  yes ; 
Had  women  navigable  rivers  in  their  eyes, 
I'hey  would  dispeud  them  all ;  surely,  I  wonder 
Why  we  should  wish  more  rivers  to  the  city. 
When  they  sell  water  so  '*good  cheap.      Ill 

tell  lliee, 
These  are  but  moonish  shades  of  griefs  or  fears : 
There'tf  nothing  sooner  dry  than  women's  tears. 
Why  here's  au  end  of  all  my  harvest;  he  has 

given  me  nnthin<;. 
Court  promises  I    let   wise   men  count   them 

curs'd ; 
For  while  you  live,  he  that  scores  best,  pays 
worst. 
F,  de  Hied.  Sure,  this  was  Florence  doing. 
Flfim.  Very  likely. 
Those  are  found  \veijj;]ify  strokes  which  come 

from  th'  hand, 
But  those  are  killing  strokes  which  come  from 

th'  head. 
O  the  rare  tricks  of  a  Machiavelian  ! 
He  doth  not  come,  like  a  gross  plodding  slave. 
And  buffet  you  to  death :  no,  my  quaint  knave. 


'♦  Good  cA«/».— See  Note  67  to  The  Four  P*»,  Vol.  I.  p.  8. 
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lie  tickles  you  to  death*  makes  jo«  die  laughing, 
A$  if  you  had  swallow'd  down  a  pound  of  saffirou. 
You  see  the  feat,  'tis  practis'd  in  a  triqe ; 
To  teach  court-honesty,  it  jumps  on  ice. 

F.  dc  Me<L  Kow  Imve  the  people  liberty  to 
talk, 
And  descant  on  his  vices. 

Flam,  Misery  of  princes. 
That  must  of  force  oe  censur'd  by  their  slaves ! 
Not  ooiy  blara'd  for  doing  things  are  ill, 
fint  for  not  doing  all  that  all  men  will : 
One  were  better  be  a  thresher. 
Udsdeath !    I  should  fain  speak  with  this  duke 
yet. 

J.  de  Med,  Now  he's  dead } 

Flam,  I  cannot  conjure;   but  if  prayers  or 
oat  I  IS 
Will  get  to  tb'speech  of  him,  tho'  forty  derib 
Wait  on  him  in  his  livery  of  flames, 
ru  speak  to  biro,  and  shake  him  by  the  hand. 
Though  I  be  blasted. 

F,  de  Med.  Excellent  Lodovico  ! 
What!  did  you  terrify  him  at  the  last  gasp  ? 

[Exit  Flamineo. 

Lod.  Yes,  and  so  idly,  that  the  duke  bad  like 
To  bare  terrified  us. 

F.deMed,  How? 

Enter  Zakche. 

LtkL  YoQ  shall  hear  that  hereafter. 
See  1  jun's  the  infernal,  that  would  make  up 

sport. 
Now  to  the  revelation  of  that  secret 
She  promised  when  she  fell  in  k>ve  with  you. 
F.  de  Med,  You're  passionately  met  in  this 

sad  world.  ^ 
Zan,  I  woidd  have  you  look  up,  sir ;   these 
court-tears 
Claim  not  your  tribute  to  them :  let  those  weep, 
That  guiltily  partake  in  the  sad  cause. 
I  knew  last  oi^ht,  by  a  sad  dream  I  had. 
Some  mischief  would  ensue ;  yet,  to  say  truth, 
Mjr  dream  most  concerned  you. 
LoiL  Shall's  fall  a  dreamuig  ? 
F.  de  Med,  Yes,   and  for  fashion  sake  I'll 

dream  with  her. 
Zan,  Metbought,  sir,  you  came  stealing  to 
my  bed. 
F,  de  Med.  Wilt  tliou  believe  me,  sweeting?  by 

tliis  light, 
"'  I  was  a-dreamt  on  thee  too;  for  methought, 
1  s^w  thee  nakefl. 

Zaa,  Fie,  sir !  as  I  told  you, 
Methous^ht  you  lay  down  by  me. 

F,  de  Med.  So  dreamt  I ; 
And  lest  thou  sbould'st  take  cold,  I  covered  thee 
Wkh  this  Irish  mantle. 


Zan*  Verily  I  did  dream 
You  were  somewhat  bold  with  me :  but  to  come 
to'L 

Lod,  How  !  how !  I  hope  you  will  not  go  to't 
here. 

F.  de  Med.  Nay,  you  must  hear  my  dream  out. 

Zan.  Well,  sir,  forth. 

F,  de  Med.  When  I  threw  the  mantle  o'er 
thee,  thou  didst  laugh 
Exceedingly,  methought. 

Zan,  lluigh? 

FUm.  And  cryed'st  out. 
The  hair  did  tickle  thee. 

Zan,  Tliere  was  a  dream  indeed ! 

Lod,  Mark  her,  pr'y  thee,  she  simpers  like  the 
suds 
A  collier  hath  been  wash'd  in. 

Zan,  Come,  sir,  good  fortune  tends  you ;  I 
did  tell  you 
I  would  reveal  a  secret :  Isabella, 
The  duke  of  Florence'  sister,  was  impoison'd 
By  a  fum'd  picture ;  and  Camillo's  neck 
Was  broke  by  damn'd  Flamineo ;  the  mischance 
Laid  on  a  vaulting-horse. 

F.  de  Med.  Most  strange ! 

Zan,  Most  true. 

Lod,  The  nest  of  snakes  is  broke. 

Zan,  I  sadly  do  confess,  I  had  a  hand 
In  the  black  deed. 

F.  de  Med,  Thou  kept'st  their  counsel. 

Zan.  Right; 
For  which,  urg*d  with  contrition,  I  intend 
This  night  to  rob  Vittorin. 

Lod.  Excellent  peniteuce ! 
Usurers  dream  on't,  while  they  sleep  at  sermons^ 

Zan.  To  further  our  escape,  I  have  entreated 
Leave  to  retire  me  till  tlie  funeral. 
Unto  a  friend  i'the  country.    That  excuse 
Will  further  our  escape.    In  coin  and  jeweb 
I  shall  at  least  make  good  unto  your  use 
An  hundred  thousand  crowns. 

F.  de  Med.  O  noble  wench  I 

Lod.  Those  crowns  we'll  share. 

Zan.  It  is  a  dowry, 
Methinks,  should  make  that  sun-burnt  pro^rb 

fhlse, 
And  wash  the  Mth'wp  white. 

F.  de  Med.  It  shall  away. 

Znn.  Be  ready  for  our  flight. 

F.  de  Med.  An  hour  'fore  day. 
O  strange  discovery  !  why  till  now  we  knew  not 
The  circumstance  of  either  of  their  deaths. 

Zan.  You'll  wait  about  midnight 
In  the  chapel.  \Exit  Zanche. 

F.  de  Med.  There. 

Lod.  Why  now  our  action's  justified. 

F.  de  Med.  Tush,  for  justice ! 


7'  /  mroM  a-dreomfw— So,  in  The  CUjf  Nigkt-Capy  postea:  <<  Now  you  Ulk  of  dreams,  sweet-hetrt,  TU 
tHI  ye  »  very  unhappy  one  ;  I  was  n  dream*d  last  night  of  Francis  there." 
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VHiat  furms  It  justice?  ^^we  now^  like  the  par- 

tridj?e, 
Purge  the  disease  with  laurel ;  for  the  same 
Shall  crown  the  enterprizey  and  quit  the  shame. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Flamineo  and  Gaspabo,  at  one  door; 
another  way,  Giovanni  attended. 

Gas.  The  young  duke !   did  you  e*er  see  a 
sweeter  prince  ? 

Flam.  I  have  known  a  poor  man's  bastard 
better  favour'd.  This  is  benind  him  :  now,  to 
his  iikce  all  comparisons  are  hateful;  wise  was 
the  courtly  peacock,  that,  beinc  a  great  minion, 
and  beine  compar*d  ibr  beauty  oy  some  dottrels 
that  stood  b^,  to  the  kingly  eagle,  said,  tlic  eagle 
was  a  faf  fairer  bird  than  nerwif,  not  in  respect 
of  her  fealhen,  but  in  respect  of  her  long  talons : 

his  will  gjrow  out  in  time. 

My  gracious  lord. 

Gio.  I  pray  leave  me,  sir. 

Flam.  Your  grace  must  be  merry :  *tis  I  have 
cause  to  mourn ;  for  wot  you,  what  said  the 
little  boy  that  rode  behind  Lb  father  on  horse- 
back? 

Gio.  Why,  what  said  he  ? 

Flam.  When  you  are  dead,  father,  said  he,  I 
hope  that  I  shall  ride  in  the  saddle.  O  'tis  a 
brave  thing  for  a  man  to  sit  by  himself,  he  may 
stretch  himself  in  the  stirrups,  look  about,  and 
see  the  whole  compass  of  tlie  hemisphere. 
You're  now,  my  lord,  m  the  saddle. 

Gio.  Study  your  prayers,  sir,  and  be  penitent; 

Twere  fit  you'd  think  on  what  hath  former  been, 

I  have  heard  grief  nam'd  the  eUlest  child  of  sin. 

[Exit  Giovanni. 

Flam.  Study  my  prayers!  he  threatens  me 
divuiely  f 
I  am  idling  to  pieces  already :  I  care  not,  tho' 
like  Anacharsis  I  were  pounded  to  death  in  a 
mortar.  And  yet  that  death  were  fitter  for 
usurers,  gold  and  themselves  to  be  beaten  to- 
gether,  to  make  a  most  cordial  cnllice  for  the 
devil. 

He  hath  his  uncle's  villainous  look  already 

Enter  Courtier. 

In  decimosexto — ^Now,  sir,  what  are  you? 

Cour,  It  is  the  pleasure,  sir,  of  the  duke. 
That  you  forbear  the  presence,  and  all  rooms 
That  owe  him  reverence. 

Flam.  So,  the  wolf  and  the  raven  are  very 
pretty  foob  when  they  are  young.  Is  it  your 
office,  sir,  to  keep  me  out  ? 

Cour,  So  the  duke  wills. 

JPAmi.  Veriljf,  master  courtier,  extremity  is 
not  to  be  used  in  all  offices :  say,  that  a  gentle- 


woman were  taken  out  of  her  bed  about  mid<* 
night,  and  committed  to  Castle  Angelo,  to  the 
tower  yonder,  with  nothing  about  lier  but  her 
smock  ;  wocild  it  not  shew  a  cruel  part  in  the 
gentleman-porter  to  lay  claim  to  her  upper  gar- 
ment, pull  It  o'er  her  head  and  ears,  and  pot  her 
in  naked  ? 

Cour.  Very  good :  you're  merry. 

Flam.  Doth  he  make  a  court-cgectment  of 
me;  a  flaming  fire-brand  casts  more  smoak 
without  a  chimney,  than  within.  1*11  smother 
some  of  them. 

Enter  Francisco  de  Medicis. 

IIow  now  ?  thou  art  sad. 

F.  de  Med.  I  met  even  now  with  the  most 
piteous  sight. 

Flam.  Thou  meet*st  another  here,  a  pitiful 
Degraded  rourticr. 

jP.  de  Med.  Your  reverend  mother 
Is  grown  a  very  old  woman  in  two  hours. 
I  found  them  winding  of  Marcello*s  curse  ; 
And  there  b  such  a  solemn  melody, 
Twecu  doleful  songs,  tears,  aud  s<id  elegies ; 
Such  as  old  grand:mies,  watching  by  the  dead. 
Were  wont  to  uucwear  the  nights  with  ;  tbat^ 

believe  me, 
I  had  no  eyes  to  guide  me  forth  tiie  room. 
They  were  so  o'eiKrharg'd  with  water. 

flam.  I  will  see  them. 

Brack.  Twere  nmcli  uncharity  in  you:  for 
your  sight 
Will  add  unto  their  tears. 

Flam.  I  will  see  them. 
They  are  behind  the  traverse.    I'll  discover 
Tneir  superstitious  lu>wling. 

Cornelia,  the  Moor,  and  throe  other  ladies^  dis- 
covered winding  Marcello's  corse. — A  song. 

Cor.  This  rosemary  is  witlier'd,  pmy  |(et  fresh  ; 
I  would  have  tliese  herbs  grow  up  in  his  grave. 
When  I  am  dead  and  rotten.     Reach  the  bays, 
I'll  tie  a  garland  liere  about  hb  bend  : 
Twill  keep  my  boy  from  lightning.    This  sheet 
I  have  kept  tbb  twenty  years,  and  every  day 
Hallow'd  It  with  my  prayers ;  I  did  not  think 
He  should  have  wore  it. 

Moor.  Look  you,  who  are  yonder  ? 

Cor,  O  reach  me  the  fiowers. 

Aioor.  Her  ladysliip^s  foolish. 

Worn,  Alas  !  her  grief 
Hath  turn'd  her  child  again. 

Cor.  You're  very  welcome. 
'' There's  rosemary  for  you,  and  rue  for  you. 


rraFiiAieiKEo. 
ake 


Hearts-ease  for  you.    I  pmy  make  much  of  it, 
I  have  left  more  for  myself. 


^*  we  now,  Uke  the  partridge. 

Purge  the  disease  with  laurel. — So  Pliny, "  Palumbes,  gracculi,  mefnlse,  perdices  laurifiUo 
fastidiwmpurgamt."^Nat.  Hist.  lib.  viii.  c.  97. 

^7  Ther^H  ronemanj,  &c.~.S«'e  Note  on  Hamlet,  Shakspeare^  Vol^X.  p.  356.  edit.  1778.      S. 
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F.  de  Med.  Lady,  who's  this? 

Cor.  You  are,  I  take  it,  the  grave-maker. 

Flam.  So. 

Moor.  Tis  Flamineo. 

Cor.  Will  yoa  make  me  such  a  fool  ?  ^*  here's 
a  white  band : 
Can  blood  so  soon  be  wash'd  oat  ?  let  me  see, 
Wlien  screech-owls  croak  upon  the  chimnev-tops, 
And  the  strange  cricket  i'th'  oven  sings  and  hops, 
When  yellow  spots  do  on  yotir  IImnIs  appear, 
Be  certain  then  you  of  a  cors^  shall  hear. 
Oat  upon't,  bow  'tis  speckl'd !  h'as  handled  a 

tood'sare. 
Cowslip  water  is  good  for  the  memory :  pray 
buy  me  three  ounces  oft. 

Flam.  I  would  I  were  from  hence. 

Cor.  Do  you  hear,  sir  ? 
m  give  yon  a  saying  which  my  grand-mother 
Was  wont,  when  she  heard  the  bell,  to  sing  o*er 
unto  her  lute. 

Flam.  Do  and  you  will,  do. 

Cork  ELI  A  doth  this  in  several  forms  of  dis- 
traction. 

Cor.  Call  for  the  robin-red-breast,  and  the 

wren, 
Since  o^er  shady  groves  they  hover, 
And. with  leaves  and  flowers  do  cover 
Thefriendleu  bodies  qfunburied  men. 
Call  unto  his  funeral  dole 
^'  The  ant,  the  field-mouse,  and  the  mole. 
To  raise  him  hillocks  that  shall  keep  him  warm. 
And  (when  gay  tombs  arerobb'd)  sustain  no  harm. 
But  keep  the  wolf  far  thence  :  that's  foe  to  men, 
For  wiih  his  nails  heUl  dig  them  up  again. 
They  would  not  bury  him  'cause  he  died  in  a 

quarrel ; 
Bat  I  have  an  answer  for  them. 
Let  holy  church  receive  him  duly, 
Since  lie  paid  the  church-tithes  truly. 
His  wealth  is  summ'd,  and  this  is  all  his  store, 
This  poor  men  get,  and  great  men  get  no  more. 
Now  the  wares  are  gone,  we  may  shut  up. 
Bless  you  all  good  people. 

[Exeunt  CoB,vt.i.i  A  and  Ladies. 
Flam.  I  have  a  strange  thing  in  me,  to  the 

which 
I  cannot  give  a  name,  without  it  be 
Compassion.    I  pray  leave  me. 

[Exit  Francisco  ds  Medicis. 


This  night  Fll  know  the  utmost  of  my  fete, 
1*11  be  resolved  what  my  rich  sister  means 
Tassign  me  for  my  service :  I  have  liv*d 
Riotously  ill,  like  some  that  live  in  court. 
And  sometimes  when  my  face  was  full  of  smiles. 
Have  felt  tlie  maze  of  conscience  in  my  breast. 
Oft  gay  and  hooour'd  robes  those  tortures  try, 
"  We  think  cag'd  birds  sing,  when  indeed  they 

cry." 
Ha  !  I  can  stand  thee.     Nearer,  nearer  yet. 
What  a  mockery  hath  death  made  thee!  thou 

look'st  sad. 

Enter  Brachiaxo's^Aos^  tn  his  leather  cassock 
and  breeches,  boots;  a  coul ;  a  pot  of  lily- 
flowers,  with  a  skull  in*t.  The  ghost  'throws 
earth  upon  him,  and  shews  him  t/u  skulL 

In  what  place  art  thou  ?  in  yon'  starry  gallery  ? 

Or  in  the  cursed  dungeon  ? — no  }  not  speak  ?j 

Pray,  sir,  resolve  me,  what  religion's  best 

For  a  man  to  die  iu  ?  or  is  it  in  your  knowledge 

To  answer  me  how  long  I  have  to  hve  ? 

That's  the  most  necessary  question. 

Not  answer?  are  you  still,  like  some  great  men 

That  only  walk  like  shadows  up  and  down, 

And  to  no  purpose  :  sav — 

What's  that  ?  O  fatal !  he  throws  earth  upon  me. 

A  dead  man's  skull  beneath  the  roots  of  Howers. 

I  pray  speak,  sir;  our  Italian  church-men 

Make  us  believe,  dead  men  hold  conference 

With  their  familiars;* and  many  times 

Will  come  to  bed  to  them,  and  eat  with  them. 

SExit  ghost. 
I  earth  are 
vanish 'd. 
This  is  beyond  melancholy ;  I  do  dare  my  fiite 
To  do  its  worst.    Now  to  my  sister's  lodging. 
And  sum  up  all  these  horrors ;  the  disgrace 
The  prince  threw  on  me,  next  the  piteous  sight 
Of  my  dead  brother ;  and  my  mother's  dotage ; 
And  last  this  terrible  vision  :  all  these 
Shall  with  Vittoria's  bounty  turn  to  good. 
Or  I  will  drown  this  weapon  in  their  blood. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Frakcisco  de  Medicis,  Lodovico,  and 

HORTEXSIO. 

Lod.  My  lord,  upon  my  soul  you  shall  no 
farther ; 
You  have  most  ridiculously  ingag'd  yourself 


^ hef^t  a  wlute  hand: 

Coi  bl09d  90  soon  be  washed  out  ?— An  imitation  of  Lady  Macbeth*s  sleeping  soliloquy,  A.  5. 
^  TkemU,  thefiOdrmwuMe,  and  the  mole.—lmita.Ud  from  Shakspeare's  CifmbeUne,  A.  4.  S.  2 : 


S.l. 


VOL.    III. 


•  the  ruddock  would, 


With  charitable  bill  (O  bill,  fore  shaming 

Those  rich  left  heirs,  that  let  their  fathers  lie 

Without  a  monument !)  bring  thee  all  this ; 

Yea,  and  furr*d  moss  besides,  when  flowers  are  none, 

To  winter  ground  thy  corse." 
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Too  for  already.    For  mj  part,  I  have  paid 
All  my  debts :  so,  if  I  should  chance  to  fall, 
My  creditors  fall  not  with  me ;  and  I  vow, 
To  quit  all  in  this  bold  assembly, 
To  toe  meanest  follower.     My  lord,  leave  this 

city, 
Or  m  forswear  the  murder.  [Exit. 

F,  de  Med,  Farewel,  Lodovico. 
If  thou  do'st  perish  in  Uiis  glorious  act, 
I'll  rear  unto  thy  memory  uiat  fame. 
Shall  in  thy  ashes  keep  alive  thy  name.    [EjU. 
Hot.  There's  some  black  deed  on  foot.    I'll 

presently 
Down  to  the  citadel,  and  raise  some  force. 
These  strong  court-factions,  that  do  brook  no 

checks. 
In  the  career  oh  break  the  riders*  necks.  [Exit. 

Enter  Vittoria  Corombona  with  a  book  in 
her  hand,  Z  am  cue;  Flauisieo  following 
them. 

Flam.  What  ?  are  you  at  your  prayers  ?  give 

o'er. 
Vit.  Cor.  How,  ruffian  ? 
Flam.  I  come  to  you  'bout  worldly  business  : 
Sit  down,  sit  down ;  nay,  stay  blouze^  you  may 

hear  it ; 
The  doors  are  fast  enough. 
Vit,  Cor.  Ha,  are  you  drunk  ? 
Flam.  Yes,  yes,  with  wonnwood  water;  you 
shall  taste 
•Some  of  it  presently. 

Vit.  Cor.  What  mtends  the  fury  ? 
Flatn,  You  are  my  lord's  executrix;  and  I 
claim 
Reward  for  my  long  service. 
Vit.  Cor.  For  your  service  ? 
Flam.  Come  therefore,  here  is  pen  and  ink, 
set  down 
What  you  will  give  me. 

Vit.  Cor.  There.  [She  writes. 

Flam.  Ha !  have  you  done  already  f 
Tis  a  most  short  conveyance. 

Vit.  Cor.  I  will  read  it. 
I  give  that  portion  to  thee,  and  no  other. 
Which  Cam  groan'd  under,  having  slain  his 
brother. 
Flam.  A  most  courtly  patent  to  beg  by. 
Vit.  Cor.  You  are  a  villain  ! 
Flam.  Is't  come  to  this?  they  say,  affrights 
cure  agues : 
Thou  hast  a  devil  in  thee ;  I  will  try 
If  I  can  scare  him  from  thee.    Nay,  sit  still : 
My  lord  Imth  left  me  two  case  of  jewels, 
Slmll  make  me  scorn  your  bounty;  you  shall 
see  them.  [Exit. 

Vit.  Cor.  Sure  he's  distracted. 

[He  returns  with  two  case  of  pistols. 
Zan.  O,  he's  desperate ! 
For  vour  own  safety  give  him  gentle  language. 
Flam.  Look,  these  are  better  far  at  a  ^ead 
lif^ 
Than  all  your  jewel-house. 


Vit.  Cor.  And  yet,  methinks, 
These  stones  have  no  ffiir  lustre^  they  are  ill  set. 

Flam.  I'll  turn  the  right  side  toward  you :  you 
shall  see  how  tl^y  will  sparkle. 

Vit.  Cor.  Turn  this  horror  from  me ! 
What  do  you  want?  what  would  you  have  me  do? 
Is  not  all  mine  yours  ?  have  I  any  children  ? 

Flam,  Pray  thee,  good  woman,  do  not  troii*- 
ble  me 
With    this  vain    worldly  business;    say  your 

prayers; 
I  made  a  vow  to  my  deceased  lord, 
Neither  yourself  nor  I  should  outlive  him 
The  numb'ring  of  four  hours. 

Vit.  Cor.  Did  he  enjoin  it? 

Flam.  He  did,  and  twas  a  deadly  jealousy, 
Lest  any  should  enjoy  thee  afler  him. 
That  urg'd  him  vow  roe  to  it :  for  my  death, 
I  did  propound  it  voluntarily,  knowing. 
If  he  could  not  be  safe  in  his  own  court. 
Being  a  great  duke,  what  hope  then  for  us? 

Vit.  Cor.  This  is  your  melancholy,  and  despair. 

Flam.  Away: 
Fool  thou  art,  to  think  that  politicians 
Do  use  to  kill  the  effects  of  injuries, 
And  let  the  cause  live.    Shall  we  groan  in  irons, 
Or  be  a  shameful  and  a  weighty  burthen 
To  a  publick  scaffold?  This  is  my  resolve : 
I  woujd  not  live  at  any  man's  entreaty, 
Nor  die  at  any's  bidding. 

Vit.  Cor.  Will  you  hear  me  ? 

Flam.  My  life  hath  done  service  to  other  men. 
My  death  shall  serve  mine  own  turn ;  make  you 
ready. 

Vit.  Cor.  Do  you  mean  to  die,  indeed  f 

Flam.  With  as  much  pleasure, 
As  e'er  my  father  got  me. 

Vit.  Cor.  Are  the  doors  lockt? 

Zan.  Yes,  madam. 

Vit.  Cor.  Are  yon  grown  an  atheist  ?    will 
you  turn  your  body. 
Which  is  the  eoodly  palace  of  the  soul. 
To  the  soul's  shiughter>house?  O  the  curs'd  devil, 
Which  dpth  present  us  with  all  other  sins 
Thrice   caiidied  o'er:    despair  with  gall  and 

stibium. 
Yet  wc  carouse  it  off;  (cry  out  for  help  !) 

[To  Zavcmb, 
Make  us  forsake  that  which  was  made  for  man. 
The  world,  to  sink  to  that  was  made  fi>r  devils. 
Eternal  darkness. 

Zan.  Help,  lielp  ! 

Flam.  I'll  stop  vour  throat 
With  winter>plumbs. 

Vit.  Cor»  I  pr'^tbee  yet  remember. 
Millions  are  now  in  graves,  which  at  last  da  j 
Like  mandrakes  shall  rise  shrieking. 

Flam.  Leave  your  prating  , 
For  these  are  but  grammatical  laments, 
Feminine  arguments;  and  they  move  mc, 
As  some  in  pulpits  move  their  auditory. 
More  with  Uieir  exclamation,  than  sense 
Of  reason,  or  soimd  doctrine. 
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Zmm.  Gentle  madam. 
Seem  to  cooseut,  only  persuade  him  teach 
The  way  to  death;  let  him  die  first. 

WU»  Car.  Tis  |;ood.    I  apprehend  it, 
To  kill  one*B  self  is  meat  that  we  must  take 
like  pills,  not  chew't,  hat  qoickly  swallow  it ; 
The  smart  oW  wound,  or  weakness  of  the  hand, 
Maj  else  bring  treble  torments. 

Flam.  I  have  held  U 
A  wretched  and  most  miserable  life, 
Whicti  is  not  aUe  to  die. 

Fil.  Cor.  O  but  fraUty! 
Tet  I  am  now  resolv'd ;  farewel,  affliction : 
Behold  Brachiano,  I,  that  while  you  liv*d 
Did  make  a  flaming  altar  of  my  heart 
To  sacrifice  onto  you,  now  am  ready 
To  sacrifice  heart  and  all.    Farewel,  Zanche ! 

Zam.  How,  madam?  do  you  tluuk  that  111 
oodive  you; 
Especially  when  my  best  half,  Flamineo, 
Goes  the  same  voyage? 

Fkm.  O  most  loved  Moor ! 

JSsn.  Only  by  all  my  love  let  me  entreat  you ; 
Since  it  is  most  necessary  one  of  us 
Do  violence  on  ourselves ;  let  you  or  I 
Be  her  sad  taster,  teach  her  how  to  die. 

FUm.  Thou  dost  instruct  me  nobly;  take 
thoe  pistols, 
DfCMse  my  hand  is  stain'd  with  blood  already : 
Two  of  these  you  shall  level  at  my  breast, 
Tlf  other  'eainst  your  own,  and  so  we'll  die 
Most  eqnaBy  contented :  but  first  swear 
Not  to  outlive  me. 

ViL  Cor.  and  Zan,  Most  religiously. 

Flam.  Then  here's  an  end  o(  me;  fiirewel, 
day-light. 
And,  O  contemptible  physick !  tliat  do'st  take 
So  long  a  study,  only  to  preserve 
So  short  m  life;  I  taike  my  leave  of  thee. 

[Shewing  the  pittols» 
These  are  two  cuppinc-glaases,  that  shall  draw 
All  my  infiscted  blood  out. 
Are  yon  ready? 

Boik.  Ready. 

Flam.  Whither  shall  I  go  now  ?  O  Lucian,  to 
thy  ridicnloos  purgatory  ?  to  find  Alexander  the 
Great  cobbling  shoes  ?  Pompey  tagging  pointo  ? 
and  Julius  Csbmut  making  hair-buttons  ?  Hannibal 
sellii«  bku:king  ?  and  Augustus  crying  garlick  ? 
Chartemagne  selling  lists  by  the  dozen?  and 
king  Pepin  crying  apples  in  a  cart  drawn  with 
one  horse? 

Whether  I  resolve  to  fire,  earth,  water,  air. 
Or  all  the  elonents  by  scruples ;  I  know  not, 
Nor  greatly  care- — Shoot,  shoot, 
Of  afl  deauis^  the  violent  death  is  best; 

[Tkey  shoot,  and  run  to  him,  and 
tread  upon  him^ 


I  already:  as  you 


For  firom  ourselves  it  steals  ourselves  so  fast, 
The  pain,  once  apprehended,  is  quite  past. 

Fit,  Cor.  What  are  you  dropt  ? 

Flam.  I  am  mix*d  with  earth  aln 
are  noble, 
Perform  your  vows :  and  bravely  follow  me. 

Fit,  Cor.  Whither?  to  hell? 

Zan.  To  most  assured  damnation  ? 

Vit.  Cor.  O  thou  most  cursed  devU  ! 

Zan.  Thou  art  caught 

Vit.  Cor,  In  thine  own  engine.    I  tread  the 
fire  out 
That  would  have  been  my  ruin. 

Flam.  Will  you  be  perjur'd  ?  what  a  religious 
oath  was  Styx,  that  the  gods  never  durst  swear 
b^,  and  vioUue  !  O  that  we  had  such  an  oath  to 
minister^  and  to  be  so  well  kept  in  our  courts  of 
justice ! 

Fit.  Cor.  Think  whither  thou  art  going. 

Zan.  And  remember  what  villanies  thou  hast 
acted. 

Vit.  Cor.  This  thy  death 
Shall  make  me,  like  a  blazing  ominous  star. 
Look  up  and  tremble. 

Flam.  Oh,  I  am  caught  with  a  springe ! 

Vit.  Cor.  You  see  the  fox  comes  many  times 
short  home, 
'TIS  here  prov'd  true. 

Flam,  Kiird  with  a  couple  of  *°  braches  1 

Vit.  Cor.  No  fitter  offering  for  the  infernal 
furies. 
Than  one  in  whom  they  reign'd  while  he  was 
livinz. 

Flam.  O,  the  way's  dark  and  horrid  !  I  can- 
not see. 
Shall  I  liave  no  company  ? 

Vit.  Cor.  O  yes,  thy  sins 
Do  run  before  thee  to  fetch  fire  from  hdl. 
To  light  thee  thither. 

Fluttt.  O,  I  smell  soot,  most  stinking  soot ; 
the  chimney  is  a  fire ; 
My  liver's  parboiTd,  like  Scotch  holly-bread ; 
There's  a  plumber  laying  pipes  in  my  guts,  it 

scalds; 
Wilt  thou  outUve  me  ? 

Zan,  Yes ;  and  drive  a  stake 
Through  thy  body;  for  we'll  give  it  out. 
Thou  didst  this  violence  upon  thyself. 

Flam.  O  cunnmg  devils!   now  I  have  try'd 
your  love, 
And  doubled  all  your  reaches,  I  am  not  wounded  i 
[Flamimeo  ri$eth. 
The  pistols  he|d  no  bullets :  'twas  a  plot 
To  prove  your  kindness  to  me ;  and  I  live 
To  punish  your  ingratitude.    1  knew. 
One  time  or  other,  you  would  find  a  way 
To  give  me  a  strong  potion.    O  men. 
That  lie  upon  your  death-beds,  and  are  haunted 


*^  B^'odkes.— ^itins,  in  his  Notes  on  Gratius,  as  quoted  bv  Dr  Warburton  in  hb  Note  to  Othello, 
A  f,  8. 1.  says, "  Raeha  Saxonilms  eanem  rifn^ficabat,  unde  Scoti  hodie  Rache  prft  caiufemina  habctd, 
fmd  AmgiU  est  Bracbe." 
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THE  WHITE  DEVIL;  OR, 


[Websteh. 


With  bowling  wives;  ne'er  trust  themi  they'll 

re-marry, 
Ere  the  worm  pierce  your  winding-sheet,  ere 

the  spider 
Make  a  thin  qurtain  for  your  epitaphs  ! 
How  cuuning  yop  were  to  discharge?  do  you 
practise  at  the  artillery-yard  ?  Trust  a  woman  ? 
never,  never;  Brachiuno  be  ray  president:  we 
lay  our  souls  to  pawn  to  the  devil  for  a  little 
pleasure,  and  a  woman  makes  the  bill  of  sale. 
That  ever  man  should  marry !  for  •'  one  Hy- 
pennnestra  that  saved  her  lord  and  husband, 
ibrty-nine  of  her  sisters  cut  their  husbands*  throats 
all  m  one  nij^ht.  There  was  a  shoal  o\'  virtuous 
horse-leeches !  Here  are  two  other  instruments. 

Enter  Lodovico  and  Gasparo. 

rU,  Cor.  Help,  help ! 

Flam.  Wlmt  noise  is  that  ?   ha !  false  keys 
iW  court? 

Lod.  We  have  brought  you  a  mask. 

Flam,  A  machine  it  seems  by  your  drawn 
swords. 
Church-men  tum'd  revellers ! 

Gas.  Isabella !  Isabella  ! 

Lod.  Do  you  know  us  now  ? 

Flam.  Lodovico  1  and  Gasparo  I 

Lod.  Yes ;  and  that  Moor,  the  duke  gave  pen- 
sion to 
Was  the  great  duke  of  Florence. 

Fit.  Cor.  O  we  are  lost ! 

Flam.  You  shall  not  take  justice  from  forth 
my  bunds, 

0  let  me  kill  her— I'll  cut  my  safety 
Through  your  coats  of  steel.     Fate's  a  spaniel, 
We  cannot  beat  it  from  us.     What  remains 

now  ? 
Let  all  that  do  ill,  take  this  precedent : 
Man  may  hi%  fate  foresee,  but  not  prevent. 
And  of  all  axioms*  this  shall  win  the  prize, 
'jTi*  better  to  be  fortunate  than  wise. 

Gas.  Bind  him  to  the  pillar. 

Vit.  Cor.  O,  your  gentle  pity ! 

1  have  seen  a  black-bird  that  would  sooner  fly 
To  a  man's  bosom,  than  to  stay  the  gripe 

Of  the  fierce  sparrow-liawk. 
Gas.  Your  hope  deceives  you. 
Vit.  Cor.  If  Florence  be  i'th'  Court,  he  would 

not  kill  me. 
Gas.  Fool !  Princes  give  rewards  with  their 
own  hands, 
But  death  or  punishment  by  the  hands  of  others. 
Lod.   Sirran,  you  once  did  strike  me,  I'll 
strike  you 
Unto  the  centre. 


Flam,  Thou'lt  do  it  like  a  hangman ;  a  base 
hangman ; 
Not  like  a  noble  fellow,  for  thou  see'st 
I  cannot  strike  again. 
Lod.  Dost  laugh  ? 
Flam*  Would'st  have  me  die,  as  I  was  bom, 

in  whining? 
Gat.  Recommend  yourselfto  heaven. 
Flam.  No,  I  will  carry  mine  own  commenda- 
tions thither. 
Lod.  O  could  I  kill  you  forty  times  a  day. 
And  use  *t  four  vear  together,  'twere  too  little : 
Nought  grieves  but  that  you  are  too  few  to  feed 
The  iamine  of  our  vengeance.     What    dost 
think  on  ?  [questions, 

Flam.  Nothing ;   of  nothing :   leave  thy  idle 
I  am  i'tli'  way  to  study  a  long  silence ; 
To  prate  were  idle;  I  remember  nothing. 
There's  nothing  of  so  infinite  vexatibn 
As  man's  own  thoughts. 

Lod.  O  thou  glorious  strumpet ! 
Could  I  divide  thy  breath  from  this  pure  air 
When't  leaves  thy  body,  I  would  suck  it  up. 
And  breathe't  upon  some  dunghill. 
Vit.  Cor.  You,  ray  death's-man  ! 
M ethinks  thou  dost  not  look  horrid  enough. 
Thou  hast  too  good  a  face  to  be  a  hangman  ; . 
If  thou  be,  do  thy  office  in  right  form ; 
Fall  down  upon  thy  knees,  and  ask  forgiveness. 
Lod.  O,  thou  hast  been  a  most  prodigious 
comet. 
But  I'll  cut  oflF  your  train :  kill  the  Moor  first. 
Vit.  Cor.  You  shall  not  kill  her  first;  behold 
my  breast, 
I  will  be  waited  on  in  death ;  my  servant 
Shall  never  go  before  me. 
Gas.  Are  you  so  brave  ? 
Vit.  Cor.  Yes,  I  shall  welcome  death 
As  princes  do  some  great  embassadors; 
I'll  meet  thy  weapon  half  way. 

Lod.  Thou  dost  tremble ! 
Methinks,  fear  should  dissolve  thee  into  air. 
Vit.  Cor.  O,  thou  art  deceived,  I  am  too  true 


a  woman : 


Conceit  can  never  kill  me.    I'll  tell  thee  what, 
I  will  not  iu  my  death  shed  one  base  tear  ; 
Or  if  look  pale,  for  want  of  blood,  not  fear. 

Gas.  Tliou  are  my  task,  black  iwry. 

Zan.    I  have  blood 
As  red  as  either  of  theirs !  Wilt  drink  some  ? 
'Tis  good  for  the  falling-sickness :  I  am  proud 
Death  cannot  alter  my  complexion. 
For  I  shall  ne'er  look  pale. 

Lod.  Strike,  strike,. 
With  a  joint  motion. 


•'  6ne  HypmiitM»ef«.-- Hypennnestra,  one  of  the  fiftv  daughters  of  Danans,  the  son  of  Belns,  bro- 
ther of  iEgyptos.  Her  father,  being  warned  by  an  oracle,  tiiat  he  should  be  killed  by  one  of  his  ne- 
phews, persuaded  bis  daughters,  who  were  compelled  to  marry  the  sons  of  tJieir  uncle,  to  mnrder  them 
on  the  first  night.  This  was  executed  by  every  one  except  Hypermnestra.  She  preserved  her  hus- 
band Linos,  who  af^rwards  slew  Danans. 
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ru.  Cor,  T#a8  a  manly  blow ; 
Tbe  next  tlioa  giv'sty  murther  some  tucking 

infant; 
Aod  then  thou  wilt  be  famous. 

Flam.  O,  what  blade  is't  ? 
»*  A  Toledo,  or  an  English  fox  ? 
I  ever  thought  a  cutler  should  distinguish 
The  cause  of  my  death,  rather  than  a  doctor. 
Search  my  wound  deeper :  tent  it  with  the  steel 
that  made  it. 

Vk,  Cor,  O !  my  greatest  sin  lay  in  my  blood; 
Now  my  blood  pays  for't. 

Flam,  Th'art  a  noble  sister, 
I  love  thee  now ;  if  woman  do  breed  man, 
She  ought  to  teach  him  manhood :  Fare  thee  well. 
Know,  many  glorious  women  that  are  fum'd 
For  masculine  virtue,  have  been  vicious. 
Only  a  happier  silence  did  betide  tltem ; 
Siie  has  no  faults,  who  bath  the  heart  to  hide 
them.  [storm, 

VU.  Cor,  My  soul,  like  to  a  ship  in  a  black 
Is  driven,  I  know  not  whither. 

Flam.  Then  cast  anchor. 
**  Prosperity  doth  bewitch  men,  seeming  clear ; 
Bat  ^eas  do  laugh,  shew  white,  when  rocks  are 

near. 
We  cease  to  grieve,  cease  to  be  Fortune's  slaves. 
Nay,  cease  to  die  by  dying."    Art  thou  gone? 
And  thou  so  near  the  bottom :  false  report ! 
Which  says  that  women  vie  with  the  nine  Muses, 
For  nine  tough  durable  lives :  I  do  not  look 
Who  went  before,  nor  w1m>  shall  follow  me; 
No,  at  myself  I  will  begin  and  end. 
**  While  we  look  op  to  heaven,  we  confound 
Knowledge  with  knowledge.''   O,  I  am  in  a  mist ! 

Fit.  Cor,  O  happy  they  that  never  saw  the 
Court, 
**  Nor  ever  knew  great  men  but  by  report." 

[ViTTORiA  dies. 

Flam.  I  recover  like  a  spent  taper,  for  a  flash, 
aod  instantly  go  out.  Let  all  that  belong  to 
great  men  remember  th'  old  wives*  tradition, 
to  be  like  the  lions  i'th'  Tower  on  Candlemas- 
daj;  to  mourn  if  the  sun  shjne  for  fear  of  the 
pitiful  remainder  of  winter  to  come. 
Tis  weH  yet,  there's  some  goodness  in  my  death. 
My  life  was  a  black  .cbamel :  I  have  caught 


An  everlasting  cold.    I  have  lost  my  voice 
Most  irrecoverably ;  farewel,  glorious  villains; 
*^  This  busy  trade  of  life  appears  most  vain. 
Since  rest  breeds  rest,  where  all  seek  pain  by 

pain." 
Let  no  harsh  flattering  bells  resound  my  knell ; 
Strike,  thunder,  and  strike  loud,  to  mv  fiirewel. 

[Dies. 

Enter  Embassadors  andGiovA.vvu 

E,  Amb.  This  way !  this  way !  break  open 
tbe  doors !  this  way. 

Lod,  Ha !  are  we  betray'd  ?  • 

Why  then  let's  constantly  die  all  together; 
And  having  fiuish'd  this  most  noble  deed. 
Defy  the  worst  of  fate ;  nor  fear  to  bleed. 

E.  Amb,  Keep  back  the  prince,  shoot,  shoot. 

Lod.  O,  I  am  wounded. 
I  fear  I  shall  be  taken. 

Oio.  You  bloody  villains,    . 
By  what  authority  have  you  connnitted 
This  massacre  ? 

Lod,  Thine. 

Gio.  Mine? 

Lod,  Yes ;  thy  uncle,  which  is  part  of  thee, 
enjoin'd  us  to't : 
Thou  know'st  me,  I  am  sore;  I  am  Count  Lo- 

dowick ; 
And  thy  most  noble  uncle  in  disguise 
Was  last  night  in  thy  court. 

Gio,  Ha! 

Gas,  Yes,  that  Moor  thy  father  chose  his 
pensioner. 

Gio.  He  turn'd  murderer ! 
Away  with  them  to  prison,  and  to  torture; 
Ail  that  have  hands  in  this  shall  taste  our  justice, 
As  I  hope  heaven  ! 

Lod.  I  do  dory  yet. 
That  I  can  call  this  act  mine  own :  For  my  part, 
The  rack,  the  gallows,  and  the  torturous  wneel. 
Shall  be  but  sound  sleeps  to  me,  here's  my  rest ; 
**  I  limn'<l  tliis  night-piece,  and  it  was  my  best.'' 

Gio.  Remove  the  bodies ;  sec,  my  honoured 
lord. 
What  use  you  ought  make  of  their  punishment. 

Let  guilty  men  remember^  their  black  deeds 

Do  lean  on  crutches^  made  of  slender  reeds. 


Instead  of  an  Epilogue,  only  this  of  Martial  supplies  me : 
Hacfuerint  nobis  pramiOf  fi  placui. 


"^  A  Toledo. — Toledo  is  the  capital  city  of  Newcastile,  and  was  formerly  much  famed  for  making  of 
tword-biades.  So,  in  Green's  Quip  for  an  Uostart  Courtier,  1592 :  ''  And  you  cutler,  yon  are  patron 
•f  raffians  and  swashbucklers,  and  will  sell  them  a  blade  that  may  be  thrust  into  a  bushell ;  but.  if  a 
^oore  man  that  cannot  skil  of  it,  you  sell  hun  a  swoord  or  rapyer  new  overglased,  and  sweare  the  blade 
ctme  either  from  Tnrkie  or  Toledo,'' 

Am  Emglvih  Fox. — A  cant  term  for  a  sword.  So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Barthotcmeio  Fair,  A.  2.  S.  6 : 
"  What  would  you  have,  sister,  of  a  fellow  that  knows  nothing  but  a  basket-hilt,  and  an  old  fox  in*t?" 
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For  the  action  of  die  Play,  'twas  genendly  weM,  and  I  dare  affinu,  with  die  joint-tesdraony  of 
some  of  tbtir  own  qoality  (ror  the  true  bnitadon  of  life,  withoat  striving  to  make  nature  a  monster) 
the  belt  that  ever  became  them :  whereof  as  I  make  a  eeneral  acknowledgment,  so  in  particular  i 
most  remember  the  weU-amiroved  industry  of  my  friend  Master  Perkins,  *^  and  confess  the  worth 
of  his  acdon  did  crown  both  the  beginning  and  end. 
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S3  See  Note  ttoTkeJew^f  ilfalta,  Vol.  I.  p.  251.    A  Copy  of  Verses,  by  Mr  Perkins,  is  prefixed 
lo  Heywood's  Aftldgyftr  Actort, 


THE 


HOG  HATH  LOST  HIS  PEARL. 


ROBERT  TAILOR. 


RoBEBT  Tailor^  the  Author  cf  this  Play,  i$  entirely  unknomn.  lite  TUle-page  rfU  tafft  it 
9u  dhert  time$  pubUckfy  acted  by  certain  London  Prentice$ ;  and  Sir  Henry  Wottonp*  in  a 
Letter  to  Sir  Edmund  Bacon,  dated  1613-1 S,  gives  the  following  account  of  it$  ^ni  performance : 
"  On  Sunday  last  at  night,  and  no  longer,  some  sixteen  Apprentices  (of  what  sort  you  shall 
guess  ly  the  rest  of  the  story)  having  secretly  learnt  a  new  ptay  without  book,  intitled.  The  Hog 
hath  lost  his  Pearl ;  took  up  the  White  Fryers/or  their  Theater :  atffl  having  invited  thither  (a$ 
it  thould  teem)  rather  their  mistresses  than  their  masters;  who  were  all  to  enter  per  buktinifor 
a  note  of  distinction  from  ordinary  comedians.  Towards  the  end  of  the  play,  the  sheriffs  (who 
hv  chance  had  heard  of  it)  came  in  (as  they  say)  and  carried  tome  six  or  teven  of  them  to  perform 
the  last  act  at  Bridewel ;  the  rest  are  fled,  itow  it  is  stranse  to  hear  how  sharp-^ntted  the  City 
is,  for  they  will  needs  have  Sir  John  SOfinnerton  the  Lord  Mayor  be  meant  by  the  Pearl,'^ 


PEOLOGUE. 


Our  long-tiiiie-niiDour'd  Hog,  so  often  crost 
Bj  unexpected  acddents,  and  tost 
FnND  one  house  to  another;  still  deceiving 
M%nj  men's  expectations,  and  bequeathing 
To  some  lost  labour ;  is.  at  length  got  loose, 
loving  bis  sernle  yoke-stick  to  w  goose ; 
Hath  a  knot's  licence,  and  may  range  at  plea- 
sure, 
^%bt  of  all  those  that  envy  our  Hog^s  treasure, 
And  dns^macb  let  me  tell  you,  that  our  Swine 
Is  not,  as  divers  criticks  did  divine, 
Gmodng  at  state^iffiurs,  or  invecting 
Much  at  oar  city's  vices ;  no,  nor  detecting 
The  pride  or  fraad  in*t ;  but,  were  it  now 
He  Imd  his  first  birth,  wit  should  teach  him  how 
To  tax  these  times  abuses,  and  tell  some 
liow  ill  they  did  in  running  oft  from  home ; 


For  to  prevent  (0  men  more  bard  than  flint !) 
A  matter,  that  shall  laugh  at  them  in  print. 
Once  to  proceed  in  this  play  we  were  mindless. 
Thinking  we  liv'd  'mongst  Jews,  that  lov'd  no 

Swine's  flesh: 
But,  now  that  trouble's  past,  if  it  deserve  a  hiss 
(As  ({uestionless  it  will,  through  our  amiss), 
Let  it  be  favoured  b^  your  gentle  sufferance  ; 
Wise  men  are  still  mdu'd  with  patiences 
We  are  not  half  so  skill'd  as  strolling  players. 
Who  could  not  please  here,  as  at  country-fairs  i 
We  may  be  pelted  off,  for  aught  we  know, 
With  apples,  eggs,  or  stones,  from  thence  below; 
In  which  we'll  crave  your  friendship,  if  we  may, 
And  you  ihall  have  a  dance  vrorth  alt  the  play : 
And,  if  it  prove  so  happy  as  to  please. 
We'll  say  ^  'tis  fortunate,  like  Pericles. 


'  See  lO^qnuB  WoHommuB,  4th  edition,  1685,  p.  40«. 

* 'tis  fartwmaU,  like  Perieles-^l.  e.  the  play  of  that  name  attributed  to  Shakspeaie.    Perhaps 

•  iaeer  was  designed.  To  si^  that  a  dramatic  piece  was/orhtiiafc,  is  not  to  say  that  it  was  deserving: 
md  why  of  all  the  pieces  supposed  to  be  written  by  our  great  Author  was  this  particularized?     S« 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 


Old  Lord  Wealthy. 
Young  Lord,  hi$  Son. 
Maria,  hit  Daughter, 

Albert^*'  \  ^^  Gentlemen,  near  Friends. 
Ltohtfoot,  a  Country  Gentleman. 
Haddit,  a  youthful  GMint, 
Hog,  an  Usurer, 


Rebecca,  Ait  Daughter. 

Peter  Servitude,  Ais  Man^ 

Atlas,  a  Porter. 

A  Priest. 

A  Player. 

A  Serving  num. 

A  Nurse, 


ACTUS  PRIMUS. 


SCENA  PRIMA. 

Enter  Lightfoot,  a  country  gentleman,  pas*" 
ing  over  the  stagCy  and  knocks  at  the  other 
door. 

Light.  Ho,  who's  within  liere  ? 

Enter  Atlas,  a  porter. 

Atlas.  Ha'  je  any  money  to  pay,  you  knock 
with  such  authority,  sir? 

Light.  What  it  I  have  not,  may  not  a  man 
knock  without  money,  sir? 

Atlas.  Seldom ;  women  and  servants  will  not 
put  it  up  so,  sir. 

Xi^A^  How  say  you  by  that  sir?  but  I 
pr'jrthee,  is  not  this  one  Atlas's  bouse,  a 
porter? 

Atlas.  I  am  the  rent-payer  thereof. 

Light.  In  good  time,  sir. 

Atlas.  Not  in  good  time  neither,  sir,  for  I  am 
behind  with  my  landlord  a  year  and  three  quar- 
ters at  least. 

Light,  Now  if  a  man  would  give  but  observ- 
ance to  this  fellow's  prating,  he  would  weary 
his  ears  sooner  than  a  oarber.  Do  y'hear,  sir? 
lies  there  not  one  Haddit  a  gentleman,  at  this 
house? 


Atlas.  Here  lies  such  a  gentleman,  sir,  whose 
cloaths  (were  they  not  greasy)  would  bespeak 
him  so. 

Light.  Then  I  pray,  sir,  when  your  leisure 
shall  permit,  that  you  would  voucboafe  to  help 
me  to  the  speech  of  him. 

Atlas.  We  must  first  crave  your  oath,  sir, 
that  you  come  not  with  intent  to  molest,  per^ 
turb,  or  endanger  him ;  for  he  is  a  gentleman 
whom  it  hath  pleased  fortune  to  make  her  ten- 
nis-ball of,  and  therefore  subject  to  be  struck 
by  every  fool  into  hazard. 

Light.  In  that  I  commend  thy  cafe  of  hin», 
for  which  friendship  here's  a  slight  reward :  tell 
him  a  countryman  of  bis,  one  Lightfoot,  is  here, 
and  he  will  not  any  way  despair  of  his  safety. 

Atlas.  With  all  respect,  sir ;  pray  command 
my  house.  [Exit  Atlas. 

Lijght.  So,  now  I  shall  have  a  sight  of  my 
cousin  gallant:  he  that  hath  consumed  eight 
hundred  pounds  a  year  in  as  few  years  as  he 
hath  ears  on  his  head :  he  that  was  wont  never 
to  be  f^und  without  three  or  four  pair  of  red 
breeches  running  before  his  horse,  or  coach ; 
he  that  at  a  meal  hath  bad  more  several  kinds, 
than  I  think  the  ark  contain  *d:  he  that  was 
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^  admired  by  niters,  for  his  robes  of  gallantrv, 
and  was  indeed  all  that  an  elder  brother  might 
be,  prodigal ;  yet  lie,  whose  unthriftiness  kept 
many  a  bouse,  is  now  glad  to  keep  house  in  a 
bouse  that  keeps  him,  tlie  poor  tenant  of  a  por- 
ter. And  see  his  appearance !  I'll  seem  strange 
to  him. 

Enter  Haddit  in  poor  array. 

Bad,  Cousin  Lightfoot^  how  do*st  ?  welcome 
to  the  city. 

L^hi.  Who  calls  me  cousin?  Where's  my 
cousin  Haddit  ?  he*s  surely  putting  on  some  ricD 
apparel,  for  me  to  see  him  in.  I  baf  been  think- 
ing all  the  way  I  came  Bp^  bow  much  his  com- 
pany will  credit  me* 

Had.  My  name  is  Haddit,  sir,  and  your  kins- 
maoy  a  parents  may  be  trusted ;  and  therefore 
JM  may  please  to  know  me  better,  when  you 
see  roe  next. 

Ligki,  1  pr'ythee,  fellow,  stay ;  is  it  possible 
thou  should'st  be  he  ?  why  he  was  the.  generous 
spark  of  men's  admiration. 

Had.  I  am  that  spark,  sir,  tho*  now  rak*d  up 
in  ashes; 
Yet  when  it  pleaseth  fortune's  chops  to  blow 
Some  geotler  gale  upon  me,  I  ma^  then 
From  forth  of  embers  rise  and  sliine  again. 

Ugkt.  O,  by  your  versifying  I  know  you  now, 
sir;  bow  do'st  ?  I  knew  thee  not  at  first,  thou'rt 
▼err  much  altered. 

Had,  Faith,  and  so  I  am,  exceeding  much 
since  you  saw  me  last ;  about  800/.  a  year ;  but 
let  it  pass,  '*^for  passage  carried  away  the  most 
part  of  it,  a  plague  of  fortune. 

Light,  Thou'st  more  need  to  pray  to  fortune 
tban  curse  her,  she  may  be  kind  to  thee  when 
tboQ  art  penitent,  but  that  I  fear  will  be  never. 

Had.  O  no,  if  she  be  a  woman,  she'll  ever  love 
thoce  that  hate  her.  But,  cousin,  thou  art  thy 
fitthePs  first-bom ;  help  me  but  to  some  means, 
9od  1*11  redeem  my  mortgaged  lands  with  a 
w«nch  to  boot. 

Ugkt,  As  bow,  I  pray  thee  ? 

Had.  Marry  thus;  Hog  the  usurer  hath  one 
only  daughter. 

Ligkt.  Is  his  name  Hog  ?  it  fits  him  exceed- 
ing well :  for  as  a  hog  in  his  life-time  is  always 
devooring,  and  never  commodious  in  aught  till 


his  death;  even  so  is  he,  whose  goods  at  that 
time  may  be  put  to  many  good  uses. 

Had.  And  so  I  hope  they  shall  before  his 
death.  This  daughter  of  his  did,  and  I  think 
doth,  love  me;  but  I  then  thinking  myself  wor- 
thy of  an  empress,  gave  but  slight  respect  unto 
her  favour,  for  that  her  parentage  seem'd  not  to 
equal  my  high  thoughts,  pufi^'d  up 

Light.  With  tobacco  surely. 

Had.  No,  but  with  as  bad  a  wecd^  vaon-^ory.' 

Lifiht.  And  you  coold  now  be  content  to  put 
your.lofty  spirits  into  the  lowest  pit  of  her  favour. 
Why  what  means  will  serve,  man?  'Sfoot,  if  all 
I  have  will  repair  thy  fortunes,  it  shall  By  at  thy 
command. 

Had,  Thanks,  good  cuz,  the  means  shall  not 
be  great,  only  that  I  may  first  be  clad  in  a  gene- 
rous outside,  for  that  is  the  chief  attraction  that 
draws  female  affection.  Good  parts,  without 
habiliments  of  gallantry,  are  no  more  set  by  in 
these  times,  than  a  good  leg  in  a  woollen  stock- 
ing. No,  'tis  a  glistering  presence  and  audacity 
brings  women  into  fool's  felicity. 

Light.  You've  a  good  confidence,  cuz,  but 
what  do  ye  think  your  brave  outside  shall  effect^ 

Had.  That  being  had,  we'll  to  the  usurer, 
where  you  shdl  offer  some  slight  piece  of  land 
to  mortgage,  and,  if  you  do  it  to  bring  ourselves 
into  cash,  it  shall  be  ne'er  the  farther  from  you, 
for  here*s  a  project  will  not  be  frustrate  of  this 
purpose. 

Li^ht.  That  shall  be  shortly  tr/d.  Pll  in- 
stantly go  seek  for  a  habit  for  thee,  and  that  of 
the  richest  too ;  that  which  shall  not  be  subject 
to  the  scoff  of  any  gallant,  tho'  to  the  acconw 
plishing  thereof  all  my  means  go.  Alas!  what's 
a  man  unless  be  wear  good  cloaths  ? 

[Exit  LiGHTFOOT. 

Had.  Good  speed  attend  my  suit!  Here's 
a  never-seen  nephew,  kind  in  distress ;  this  gives 
me  more  cause  of  admiration  than  the  loss  of 
thirty-five  settings  together  at  Passage.  Ay, 
when  'tis  perform'd — but  words  and  deeds  are 
now  more  different  than  puritans  and  players.  ' 


Atlas, 
you. 


Enter  Atlas. 
Here's  the  Player  would  speak  with 


I  by  niter8,/or  his  robes  qfgaUantry. — If  this  be  not  a  corrupted,  it  must  be  an  affected, 
ward,  coined  from  the  Latin  word  ntteo,  to  shine,  or  be  splendid.    He  was  admir'd  by  those  who 
dme  most  un  the  article  of  dress.      S. 
8o,  in  Marston's  Satires,  printed  with  PygmaUon,  1598 : 

"  O  dapper,  rare,  compleat,  sweet  nittie  youth! 
Jesu  Maria !   How  his  clothes  appcare 
Crost  and  recrost  with  lace,  &c." 

♦  Far  passage  carried  away,  9fc. — "  Passage  is  a  game  at  dice  to  be  pTay'd  at  but  by  two,  and  it  is 
performed  with  three  dice.  Iiie  caster  throws  continually  till  he  hath  thrown  dnbblets  under  ten, 
and  then  tie  is  out  and  loseth ;  or  dnbblets  above  ten,  and  then  he  passeth  and  wins.— Comp/ea^  Gamer 
^,  IfiSO,  p.  119. 
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Had.  About  '  the  jig  I  promised  him. — Mj 
n  and  ink !  I  pr*ythee  let  him  in,  there  mny 
some  cash  rhnn'd  out  of  him. 

Enter  Player. 

Play,  The  muses  assist  you,  sir:  what,  at 
▼our  htudy  so  eurly? 

Had.  O  chiefly  now,  sir ;  for  Aurora  AfusU 
arnica. 

piny.  Indeed  I  understand  not  Latin,  sir. 

Had.  You  must  then  pardon  me,  good  Mr 
Change-coat ;  for  I  protest  unto  you,  it  is  so 
much  ray  often  converse,  that  if  there  be  none 
()Ut  women  in  my  company,  yet  caunot  1  for- 
bear it. 

Play.  That  shews  your  more  learning,  sir; 
but,  I  pray  you,  is  ihal  small  matter  done  I  en- 
treatea  for  ? 

Had.  A  small  matter!  you'll  find  it  worth 
Mt:c  of  Westminster,  altho'  it  be  hut  a  bare  jig. 

Ploy.  O  lord,  sir,  I  would  it  had  but  half  the 
taste  of  gurlick. 

Had,  Garlick  stinks  to  this ;  if  it  prove  that 
you  have  not  more  whores  to  see  this  than  e'er 
gnrlick  had,  say  I  am  a  boaster  of  my  own  works ; 
disgrace  me  on  the  open  stage,  and  bob  me  off 
with  ne'er  a  pennjf. 

Piny.  O  lord,  sir,  far  be  it  from  ns  to  debar 
any  worthy  writer  of  his  merit ;  but  I  pray  you, 
sir,  what  is  the  title  you  bestow  upon  it? 

Had.  Marry,  that  which  is  full  as  forcible  as 
garlick,  the  name  of  it  is.  Who  buys  my  four 
ropts  of  hard  onions?  by  which  four  ropes  is 
meant,  four  several  kind  oY livers ;  by  the  onions, 
hongers-on ;  as  at  some  convenient  time  I  will 
more  particularly  infonn  you  in  so  rare  a  hidden 
'  aod  obscure  mystery. 

Play.  I  pray  let  me  see  the  beginning  of  it. 
I  hope  you  have  made  no  dark  sentence  in't ; 
for,  ril  assure  you,  our  audience  commonly  are 
very  simple,  idle-headed  people,  and,  if  they 
should  hear  what  they  understand  not,  they 
would  quite  forsake  our  house. 

Had.  O  ne'er  fear  it,  for  what  I  have  writ  is 
both  witty  to  the  wise,  and  pleasing  to  Che  igno- 
rant; for  you  shall  have  those  laugh  at  it  far 
more  heartily  that  understand  it  not,  than  those 
that  do. 

Play.  Metbinks  the  end  of  this  stave  is  a  foot 
too  long. 

Had.  O  no,  sing  it  but  in  tune,  and  I  dare 
warrant  yon. 

Play.  Why  bear  yc.  [He  sings. 

Andi/ou  that  delight  in  trulls  and  minionSf 
Com  buy  mif  four  ropes  qf  hard  Sir  Thomases 
onums. 


T-ook  ye  there,  Sir  Tkoinns  might  very  well  have 
been  left  out ;  besides,  hard  should  have  come 
next  the  onions. 

Had,  Fie,  no ;  the  dismembering  of  a  rhime 
to  bring  in  reason  shews  the  more  efficacy  in  the 
writer. 

Play,  Well,  as  you  please;  1  pray  you,  sir, 
wliat  will  the  gratuity  be  ?  I  would  content  you 
as  near  hand  sis  I  could. 

Had.  8o  I  believe.  [Aside. 

Why,  Mr  Change -coat,  I  do  not  suppose  we 


shall  difier  many  pounds ;  pray  make  your  offer, 
if  you  give  me  too  mi    * 
physick  like,  restore. 


;prayn 
,  I  will. 


most  doctor  of 


Play.  You  say  well ;  look  you,  sir,  there's  a 
brace  .of  angels,  besides  much  drink  of  free-cost, 
ifitbelik'd. 

Had.  How,  Mr  Change-coat !  a  brace  of 
angels,  besides  much  drink  of  free-cost  if  it  be 
lik'd  !  I  fear  you  have  leam'd  it  by  heart;  if  you 
have  powder  d  up  my  plot  in  your  sconce,  you 
may  home,  sir,  and  instruct  your  poet  over  a 
pot  of  ale  the  whole  metliod  on't.  But  if  vou  do 
so  juggle,  look  to't.  Shrove-Tuesday  *  is  at 
hand,  and  I  have  some  acquaintance  with  brick- 
layers and  plaisterers. 

Play.  Nay,  I  pray,  sir,  be  not  angry ;  for  as 
I  am  a  true  stngetrotter,  I  mean  honestly  ;  and 
look  ye,  more  for  your  love  than  otherwise,  I 
give  you  a  brace  more. 

Had.  Well,  good  words  do  much ;  I  cannot 
now  be  angry  with  you,  but  see  henceforward 
you  do  like  him  that  would  please  a  new-marrfed 
wife,  shew  your  most  at  first,  lest  some  other 
come  between  you  and  your  desires ;  for  I  pro- 
test, had  you  not  suddenly  shewn  your  good- 
nature, another  should  have  had  it,  though  it 
had  been  for  nothing. 

Play,  Troth  I'm  sorry  I  gave  you  such  caose 
of  impatiency ;  but  you  slwll  see  hereafter,  if 
your  mvention  take,  I  will  not  stmid  off  for  a 
brace  more  or  less,  desiring  I  may  see  your 
works  before  another. 

Had,  Nay,  before  all  others;  and  shortly 
expect  a  notable  piece  of  matter,  snch  a  jig 
whose  tune,  with  the  natural  whistle  of  a  car* 
man,  shall  be  more  ravishing  to  the  eara  of  shop- 
keepers than  a  whole  concert  of  barbers  at  mid- 
night. 

Play,  I  am  your  man  fbr't ;  I  pray  yon  com- 
mand all  the  kindness  belongs  to  my  function,  as 
a  box  for  your  friend  at  a  new  play,  although  I 
procure  the  hnte  of  all  my  company. 

Had,  No,  I'll  pay  for  it  rather;  that  may  breed 
a  mutiny  in  your  whole  house. 

Play.  I  care  not,  I  ha'  pl^y'd  a  king's  part  any 


J  TV  j^'—Scc  Note  35  to  Edward  11.  Vol.  I.  p.  17«. 

^  Skrore-Tuetday  is  at  Aoiuf .— Shrove-Tuesday  was  a  holiday  for  apprentices  and  working  people, 
^  appears  by  several  contemporary  writers.  So,  in  Dekkar's  Seven  deadly  Shmes  qf  London^  1606, 
p.  S5 :  ''  they  presently  (like  prentises  upon  Shrove-Tuesday)  take  tlie  lawe  into  their  owne  handes, 
aad  doc  what  they  list." 
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time  these  ten  years ;  and  if  I  cannot  command 
I         such  a  matter,  'twere  poor,  'faith. 

Had.  Well,  Dinster  Change-coat,  you  shall 
DOW  leave  me,  for  Til  to  my  study ;  the  morning 
hours  are  precious,  and  my  Muse  meditates 
most  upon  an  empty  scomach*. 

Flay.  I  pray^  sir,  when  this  new  invention  is 
produced,  let  roe  not  be  forgotten. 

Had,  I'll  sooner  forget  to  be  a  jig-maker. 

[Exit  Player. 
8oy  here's  four  angels  I  little  dreamt  of.  Nay, 
and  there  be  money  to  be  gotten  by  foolery,*! 
hope  fortune  will  not  see  me  want.    Atlas,  Atlas. 

Enter  Atlas. 

What,  was  my  country  cuz  here  since  ? 

Atlas.  Why,  did  he  promise  to  come  agam, 
seeing  Itow  tiie  case  stood  w'ye  i 

Had,  Yea,  and  to  advance  my  down-fallen 
fortaneSy  Atlas. 

Atlas,  But  ye  are  nut  sure  he  meant  it  you, 
when  be  spake  it. 

Hud.  No,  nor  is  it  in  man  to  conjecture 
rightly  the  thought  by  tlie  tongue. 

Aths.  Why  then.  Til  believe  it  when  I  see 
it.  If  you  bad  been  in  prosperity  when  he  liad 
promised  you  this  kindness 

Had.  I  had  not  needed  it. 

Atlas.  But  being  now  you  do,  I  fear  you 
most  go  without  it. 

Had.  If  I  do,  Alias,  be  it  so ;  Til  e'en  go 
write  this  rhime  over  my  bed's  head ; 

Undone  by  folly  ;  fortune,  lend  me  more. 
Cmut  tkou,  and  wilt  not  f  pox  on  such  a  whore. 

^aod  so  1*11  set  up  my  rest.  But  see,  Atlas, 
here's  a  little  of  that  tliat  damns  lawyers;  take 
it  in  part  of  a  farther  recompence. 

Atlas.  No^  pray  keep  it ;  I  am  conceited  of 
your  better  fortunes,  and  therefore  will  stay  out 
that  expectation. 

Had.  Why,  if  you  will,  yon  may ;  but  the 
Borraounttng  of  mv  fortunes  is  as  much  to  be 
doubted,  as  he,  whose  estate  lies  in  the  lottery, 
desperate. 

Atlas,  But  ne'er  despair.  'Sfoot,  why  should 
not  jou  live  as  well  as  a  thousand  others,  that 
wear  change  of  taflTety^  whose  means  were  never 
anything? 

Had.  Yes,  cheating,  thef^  and  pandarisiud;. 
Of  may  be  flattenr.  I  have  maintained  some 
of  them  myself.  But  come,  hast  aught  to  break- 
fim? 

Atlas,  Yes,  there's  the  fag-end  of  a  leg  of 
aratton. 

Had,  There  cannot  be  a  sweeter  dish;  it  has 
cost  money  the  dressing. 

Atlas.  At  the  barber's,  yon  mean.    [Exeunt. 


Enter  Albert,  solus. 


Alb,  This  is  the  green,  and  this  the  chamber- 
window  ; 
And  see,  the  appointed  light  stands  in  the  case- 
ment. 
The  ladder  of  ropes  set  orderly ;  yet  he 
That  should  ascend,  slow  in  his  haste,  is  not 
As  yet  come  hither. 

Wer't  any  friend  that  lives,  but  Carracus, 
I'd  try  the  bliss  which  this  fine  time  presents. 
Appoint  to  carry  hence  so  rare  an  heir. 
And  be  so  slack !  'sfoot,  it  doth  move  my  pa- 
tience. 
Would  any  man  that  is  not  void  of  sense. 
Not  have  watcht  night  by  night  for  such  a  prixe  ? 
Her  beauty's  so  attractive,  that  by  heav*n. 
My  heart  hulf  grants  to  do  my  friend  a  wrong. 
Forego  these  thoughts ;  Albert,  be  not  a  slave 
To  thy  affection ;  do  not  falsiry 
Thy  faith  to  him,  whose  only  fineodship's  worth 
A  world  of  women.     He  is  such  a  one, 
Thou  canst  not  live  without  his  ^ood. 
He  is  and  was  ever  ns  thine  own  heart's  blood. 

[Maria  beckons  htm  in  the  xcindow, 
e  beckons  me,  for  Carrucus : 
Shall  my  base  purity,  cause  me  neglect 
This  present  happiness?    I  will.obtain  it. 
Spite  of  my  timorous  conscience.     I  am  in  per- 
Ilabit,  and  all,  so  like  to  Carrucus,  [sou, 

It  may  be  acted,  and  ne'er  call'd  m  question. 

Mar.  calls.  Hist !  C'  rracus,  ascend  : 
All  is  as  clear  as  in  our  hearts  we  wish'd. 
Alb.  Nay,  if  I  go  not  now,  I  might  be  gelded, 

i'faith ! 
[Albert  ascends;  and,  being  on  the  top  of  the 

ladder,  puts  out  the  candle. 
Mar.  O  love,  why  do  you  so  ? 
Alb.  I  heard  the  steps  of  some  coming  this 
way; 
Did  you  not  hear  Albert  pass  by  as  yet  f 

Mar.  Not  any  creature  pass  this  way  this 

hour. 
Alb.  Then  he  intends,  just  at  the  break  of  day, 
To  lend  his  trusty  lielp  to  our  departure. 
Tis  yet  two  hours  time  thitlier,  till  when,  let's 

rest, 
For  that  our  speedy  flight  will  not  yield  any. 

Mar.  But  I  fear, 
We  possessing  of  each  other's  presence. 
Shall  oversleep  the  time.     Will  your  friend  call  ? 
Alb.  Just  at  the  instant,  fear  not  of  his  caie. 
Mar.  Come  then,  dear  Carracus,  thou  now 
shalt  rest 
Upon  that  bed,  where  fancy  oft  hath  thought 

thee ; 
Which  kindness  until  now  I  ne'er  did*  grant  thee> 
Nor  would  I  now,  hut  that  thy  loyal  taith 


And  so  Vft  set  up  my  re«*.— See  Note  24  to  Tfce  Jotfol  Crew,  postea. 


52 


THE  HOG  HATH  LOST  HIS  PEARL.  [Tailor. 


I  have  80  often  try'd ;  even  now, 

Seeing  thee  come  to  that  most  honour*d  end. 

Through  all  the  dangers,    which  black  night 

presents, 
For  to  convey  me  hence  and  marry  me. 
Alb.  If  I  do  not  do  so,  then  hate  me  ever. 
Mar.  I  do  believe  thee,  and  will  hate  thee 
never.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Carracits. 

Car.  How  pleasing  are  the  steps  we  lovers 
make, 
When  in  the  paths  of  our  content  we  pace, 
To  meet  our  longings !  Wliat  happiness  it  is 
.For  man  to  love  T  But  oh,  what  greater  bliss 
To  love,  and  be  belov*d  !  O  what  one  virtue 
£^er  reigned  in  me,  that  I  should  be  inrich'd 
With  all  earth's  good  at  once !  I  have  a  friend. 
Selected  by  the  heavens  as  a  i^ift 
To  make  me  happy,  whilst  I  live  on  earth ; 
A  man  so  rare  of  goodness,  firm  of  faith, 
That  earth*s  content  must  vanish  in  his  death. 
Then  for  my  love,  and  mistress  of  m^  soul, 
A  maid  of  rich  endowments,  '  beautifyM 
With  all  the  virtues  nature  could  bestow 
Upon  mortality,  wlio  this  happy  night 
Will  make  me  gainer  of  her  heav'nly  self. 
And  see  how  suddenly  I  have  attnin'd 
To  the  abode  of  my  desired  wishes ! 
This  is  the  green ;  how  dark  the  night  appears  ! 
I  cannot  hear  the  tread  of  my  true  friend. 
Albert !  hist,  Albert ! — he*s  not  come  as  yet, 
Nor  is  th'  appointed  light  set  in  the  window. 
What  if  I  call  Maria  ?  it  may  be 
-She  fear'd  to  set  a  light,  and  only  heark*neth 
To  hear  my  steps ;  and  yet  I  dare  not  call. 
Lest  I  betray  myself,  and  that  my  voice, 
Thinking  to  enter  in  the  ears  of  her. 
Be  of  some  other  heard  :  no,  I  will  stay 
Until  the  coming  of  my  dear  friend  Albert. 
But  now  think,  Carracus,  what  the  end  will  be 
Of  this  thou  dost  determine :  thou  art  come 
Hither  to  rob  a  father  of  that  wealth 
That  solely  lengthens  his  now  drooping  years, 
His  virtuous  daughter,  and  all  of  tnat  sex  left. 
To  make  him  happy  in  his  aged  days : 
The  loss  of  her  may  cause  him  to  despair, 
Transport  his  near-decaying  sense  to  frenzy, 
Or  to  some  such  abhorred  mconveniency, 
Whereto  frail  age  is  subject.    I  do  too  ill  in  this, 
And  must  not  think  but  that  a  father's  plaint 
Will  move  the  heavens  to  pour  forth  misery 
Upon  the  head  of  disobediency. 
Yet  reason  tells  us,  parents  are  o'erseen, 
When  with  too  strict  a  rein  they  do  hold  in 
Their  child's  affections,  and  controul  that  love, 
'  Which  the  high  powers  divine  inspire  them  with, 


When  in  their  shallowest  judgments  they  may 

know, 
Affection  crost  brings  misery  and  woe. 
But  whilst  I  run  contemplating  on  this, 
1  softly  pace  to  my  desired  bliss. 
ril  go  into  the  next  field,  where  my  friend 
Told  me  the  horses  were  in  readiness.       [Exit. 

Albert  descending  from  Maria. 

Mar.  But  do  not  stay.    What,  if  yoo  find 

not  Albert? 
Alb,  I'll  then  return  alone  to  fetch  yon  hence. 
Mar,  If  ^ou  should  now  deceive  me,  having 
gain'd 
What  you  men  seek  for — 
Alb.  Sooner  Fll  deceive  ray  soul — and  so  I 
fear  I  have.  [Aside. 

Mar.  At  your  first  call  I  will  descend. 
Alb.  Till  when,  this  touch  of  lips  be  the  true 
pledge 
Of  Carracus'  constant  true  devoted  love. 

Mar.  Be  sure  you  stav  not  long ;  farewel ; 
I  cannot  lend  an  ear  to  bear  you  part. 

[  Exit  Maria. 

Alb.  But   you    did   lend  a  hand   unto  ray 

entrance.  [He  descends. 

How  have  1  wrong'd  my  friend,  my  faithful  friend  1 

Robb'd  him  of  what*t  more  precious  than  his 

blood, 
His  earthly  heaven,  the  unspotted  honour 
Of  his  soul-joying   mistress !    the  fruition  of 

whose  bed 
I  yet  am  warm  of;  whilst  dear  Carracus 
Wanders  this  cold  night  through  th'unshelt'ring 

field. 
Seeking  me,   treacherous  man  ;   yet  no   man 

neither. 
Though  in  an  outward  shew  of  such  appearance. 
But  am  a  devil  indeed,  for  so  this  deed 
Of  wronged  love  and  friendship  rightly  makes  me. 
I  may  compare  my  friend  to  one  that's  sick, 
Who,  lying  on  his  death-bed,  calls  to  him 
His  dearest-thought  friend,  and  bids  him  go 
To  s6me  rare  gifted  man,  that  can  restore 
His  former  health :  this  his  friend  sadly  hears. 
And  vows  with  protestations  to  fulfill 
His  wished  desires,  with  his  best  performance ; 
But  then  no  sooner  seeing  thot  the  death 
Of  his  sick  friend  would  add  to  him  some  gain. 
Goes  not  to  seek  a  remedy  to  save, 
But  like  a  wretch  hides  him  to  dig  bis  grave ; 
As  I  have  done  for  virtuous  Carracus. 
Yet,  Albert,  be  not  reasonless,  to  indanper 
What  thou  may'st  yet  secure;  who  can  detect 
The  crime  of  thy  licentious  appetite? — 
I  hear  one's  pace,  'tis  surely  Carracus. 


*  BfttM/i^/^— So  Hamiety  A.  i.  S.  9:    **  To  the  celestial,  and  my  soul's  idol,  the  most  btituHfied 
Ophelia."    See  the  Notes  of  Mr  Theobald,  Dr  Johnson,  and  Mr  Stecvens,  thereon. 
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Enter  Carracus. 

C&r.  Not  find  oiy  firieod !  sure  some  malig- 
Dant  planet 
Rules  o*er  this  nighty  and,  envving  the  content 
Which  I  in  thought  possess,  debars  me  thus 
From  what  is  more  than  happy,  the  lov*d  pre- 
sence 
Of  a  dear  firiend  and  love. 

AOf.    Tis  wronged  Carracus,    by    Albert's 
baseness : 
I  have  no  power  now  to  reveal  myself. 

Car,  The  horses  stand  at  the  appointed  place, 
And  night's  dark  coverture  makes  nrm  our  safety. 
My  frieud  is  surely  falfn  into  a  slumber 
On  some  bank  iiereabouts ;  I  will  call  him. 
Fneud,  Albert,  All»ert. 

Alb.  Whatever  you  are  that  call^  you  know 
my  name. 

Car.  Ay,  and  thy  heart,  dear  fnend. 

Alb,  O  Carracus,  you  are  a  slow-pac*d  lover ! 
Your  credit  had  been  tonch'd,  had  I  not  been. 

Car,  As  how,  I  pr'ythee,  Albert? 

Alb,  Why,  I  excus  d  you  to  the  fair  Maria; 
Who   would    have  thought  yotf  else  a  slack 

performer. 
For  coming  first  under  her  chamber  window, 
She  heard  me  tread,  and  callM  upon  your  name; 
To  which  I  answer'd,  with  a  tongue  like  yours ; 
And  told  her,  I  would  go  to  seek  for  Albert, 
And  straight  return. 

Car.  Whom  I  have  found,  thanks  to  thy  faith, 
and  heav'n. 
Bot  bad  not  she  a  light  when  you  came  first? 

Alb.  Yes,  but  hearing  of  some  company. 
She  at  my  warning  was  forced  to  put  it  out. 
And  had  I  been  so  too,  you  and  I  too 
Had  still  been  happy.  [Aside. 

Car.  See,  we  are  now  come  to  the  chamber 
window. 

Alb,  Then  you  must  call,  for  so  I  said  I 
woold. 

Car.  Maria. 

Mar.  My  Carracus,  are  you  so  soon  returned  ? 
I  *ee  youli  keep  your  promise.  ^ 

Car.  Wiio  would  not  do  so,  having  past  it 
thee, 
CaoQot  he  fram'd  of  aught  but  treachery : 
Fairest,  descend,  that,  by  our  hence  departing, 
We  may  make  firm  the  bliss  of  our  content. 

Mar,  Is  your  friend  Albert  with  you  ? 


Alb.  Yes,  and  ^ur  servant,  honoured  lady. 
Mar.  Hold  me  from  falling,  Carracus. 

[She  descends. 
Car.  I  will  do  now  so ;  but  not  at  other  times. 
Mar.  You  are  merry,  sir : 
But  what  d'  y'  intend  with  this  your  scaling 

ladder. 
To  leave  it  thus,  or  put  it  forth  of  sight  ? 

Car.  Faith,  'tis  no  great  matter  which : 
Yet  we  will  take  it  hence,  that  it  may  breed 
Many  confus'd  opinions  in  tlie  house 
Of  your  escape.   Here,  Albert,  you  shall  bear  it: 
It  may  be  you  may  chance  to  practise  that  way  ; 
Which  when  you  do,  may  your  attempts  so 

prove 
As  mine  have  done,  most  fortunate  in  love. 

Alb.  May  you  continue  ever  so  ! 
But  it*s  time  now  to  make  some  haste  to  horse ; 
Night  soon  will  vanish. — O  that  it  had  power 
For  ever  to  exclude  day  from  our  eyes, 
For  my  looks  then  will  shew  my  villainy.  [Aside, 
Car.  Come,  fair  Maria,  the  troubles  of  this 
night 
Are  as  forerunners  to  ensuing  pleasures. 
And,  noble  friend,  although  now  Carracus 
Seems,  in  the  gaining  of  tins  beauteous  prize, 
To  keep  from  you  so  much  of  his  lov'd  treasure. 
Which  ought  not  to  be  mixed ;  yet  his  heart 
Shall  so  far  strive  in  your  wish'd  happiness, 
That  if  the  loss  and  ruin  of  itself 
Can  but  avail  your  good. — 
Alb.  O  friend,  no  more ;  come,  you  are  slow 
in  haste ; 
Friendship  ought  never  be  discussM  in  words. 
Till  all  her  deeds  be  finished  :   who,  looking  in 

a  book. 
And  reads  but  some  part  of  it  only,  cannot 

judge 
Wliat  praise  the  whole  deserves,  because  hit 

knowledge 
Is  grounded  but  on  part — As  thine,  friend,  is 

[Aside, 

Ignorant  of  that  black  mischief  I  have  done  thee. 

Mar.  Carracus,  I  am  weary,  are  the  horses 

fiir? 
Car,  No,  fairest,  we  are  now  even  at  them : 
Come,  do  you  follow,  Albert? 
Alb.  Yes,  I  do  follow ;  would  I  had  done  so 
ever, 
And  ne'er  had  gone  before.  [Exeunt* 


ACTUS  SECUNDUS. 


Eater  JIog  ike  Usurer;   with  Peter  Servi- 
tude, trussing  his  points. 

Hog.  What,  hath  not  my  young  Lord 
Wealthy   been   here   this  morning? 

p.  Serv.  No,  in  very  deed,  sir ;  he  is  a  to- 
vardly  yonng  gentleman ;  shall  behave  my  young 
mistress,  your  daughter,  I  pray  you,  sir  ? 


Hog.  Ay,  that  he  shall,  Peter;  she  caimot 
be  matched  to  greater  honour  and  riches  in  all 
this  country  :  yet  the  peevish  girl  makes  coy  of 
it,  she  had  rather  affect  a  prodigal:  as  there 
was  Hnddit,  one  that  by  this  time  cannot  be 
otherwise  than  hang*d,  or  in  some  worse  estate; 
yet  she  would  have  had  him :  but  I  praise  my 
stars  she  went  without  hiin^  though  I  did  not 
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[Tailor* 


witboat  his  lands;    'twas   a   rare    mortgage^ 
Peter. 

P.  Serv.  As  e'er  came  id  parchment;  but 
see^  here  comes  my  young  lord. 

Enter  Youtig  Lord  Wealthy. 

WeaLjun*  'Morrow,  father  Ho^ ;  I  am  come 
to  tell  you  strange  news;  my  sister  is  stol*!! 
away  to  night,  'tis  thought  by  nigromancy. 
What  nigromancy  is,  I  leave  to  the  readers  of 
the  '  Seven  Champions  of  Christendom 

Hog.  But  is  it  possible  your  sister  should  be 
stolen?  sure  some  of  the  household  servants 
were  confederates  in*t. 

WeaLjun,  Faith,  I  think  they  would  have 
confest,  then ;  for  I  am  sure,  my  lord  and  fa- 
ther hath  put  them  all  to  the  bastinado  twice 
this  morniug  already ;  not  a  waiting-woman,  but 
has  been  stowed,  i  faith. 

P.  Serv,  Trust  me,  he  says  well  for  the  most 
part. 

Hog,  Theu,  my  lord,  your  father  is  far  im- 
patient. 

WeaLjun,  Impatient!  I  ha' seen  the  picture 
of  Hector,'^  in  a  haberdasher*s  shop,  not  look 
lialf  so  furious ;  he  appears  more  terrible  than 
wild-iire  at  a  play.  But,  father  Hog,  when  is 
the  time  vour  daughter  and  I  shall  to  this  wed- 
lock-drudgery f 

Hog,  Troth,  my  lord,  when  you  please :  she's 
at  your  disposure,  and  I  rest  much  thankful  that 
your  lordship  will  so  highly  honour  me.  She 
shall  have  a  good  portion,  my  lord,  though  no- 
thing in  respect  of  your  large  revenues.  Call 
her  m,  Peter ;  tell  her,  my  most  respected  Lord 
Wealthy  is  here,  to  whose  presence  I  will  now 
commit  her;  [Exit  Peter;]  and  I  pray  you,  my 
lord,  prosecute  the  gain  of  her  affection  with 
the  best  affecting  wonds  you  may,  and  so  I  bid 
good-morrow  to  your  loraship.  [Exit  Hoc. 

WeaLjun,  Morrow,  fisither  Hog.  To  prose- 
cute the  gain  of  her  affection  with  the  best  af- 
fecting words ;  as  I  am  a  lord,  a  most  rare  phrase! 
well,  1  perceive  age  is  not  altogether  ignorant, 
though  many  an  oU  justice  is  so. 

Enter  Peter  Servitude. 

How  now,  Peter,  is  thy  young  mistress  up  yet  ? 

P,  Serv,  Yes,  indeed,  she's  an  early  stirrer ; 
and  I  doubt  not  hereafter,  but  that  your  lord- 
ship may  say,  she's  abroad  before  you  can  rise. 
WeaLjun,  Faith,  and  so  she  may,   for  'tis 

mit  ere  I  can  get  up  when  I  go  fox'd  to  bed. 


long< 


But,  Peter,  has  she  no  other  suitors  besides 
myself? 

P.  Serv,  No,  and  it  like  your  lordship  :  nor 
is  it  fit  she  should. 

WeaLjun,  Not  fit  she  should:  I  tell  thee, 
Peter,  I  would  give  away  as  much  as  some 
knights  are  worth,  and  that's  not  much,  only 
to  wipe  the  noses  of  some  dozen  or  two  of  gal- 
lants, and  to  see  how  pityfuUy  those  parcels  of 
men's  flesh  would  look  when  I  had  caught  the 
bird,  which  they  had  beaten  the  bush  for. 

P.  Serv,  Indeed,  your  lordship's  conquest 
would  have  seem'd  the  greater. 

WeaLjun,  'Foot,  as  I  am  a  lord,  it  angers  me 
to  the  K^ts,  that  nobody  hath  been  about  her. 

P.  &rv.  For  any  thing  I  know,  your  lordship 
may  go  without  her. 

WeaLjun,  An'  I  could  have  enjoy 'd  her  to 
some  palt-faced  lover's  distraction,  or  been  en- 
vied for  my  happiness,  it  had  been  somewhat. 

Enter  Rebecca. 

But  see  where  she  comes !  I  knew  she  bad  not 
power  enough^to  stay  another  sending  for.  O 
lords !  what  are  we  ?  our  names  enforce  beauty 
to  fly,  being  sent  for.  [Aside, 

Morrow,  pretty  Beck :  how  dost  ? 

Reb,  I  rather  should  enquire  your  lordship's 
health,  seeing  you  up  at  such  an  early  hour. 
Was  it  the  tooth-ach,  or  else  fleas  disturb*d  you? 

WeaLjun,  Do  you  think  I  am  subject  to  such 
common  infirmities?  Nay,  wtre  I  diseas'd,  I'd 
scorn  but  to  be  diseas'd  like  a  lord,  i'faith.  But 
I  can  tell  you  news,  your  fellow  '°  virgin-hole 
player,  my  sister,  is  stolen  away  to-ni^ht. 

Reb,  In  truth,  I  am  glad  on't ;  she  is  now  free 
from  the  jealous  eye  of  a  father.     Do  not  ye  sus- 

f>ect,  my  lord,  who  it  should  be  that  has  carried 
ler  away  ? 

WeaLjun,  No,  nor  care  not;  as  she  brews,  so 
let  her  bake;  so  say'd  the  antient  proverb.  But 
lady  mine,  that  shall  be,  your  fiiither  -hath 
**  wish'd  me  to  appoint  the  day  with  you. 

Reb,  What  day,  my  lord  ? 

WeaLjun,  Why,  of  marriage?  or  as  the 
''learned  historiographer  writes,  Hymen's  hoU- 
days,  or  nuptial  cecemotiious  rites.  * 

Reb,  Why,  when  would  you  appoint  that, 
my  lord  ? 

WeiU,jun,  Why,  let  me  see,  I  think  the  tny- 
lor  may  dispatch  all  our  vestures  in  a  week : 
therefore,  it  shall  be  directly  this  day  se'en- 
night. 
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The  Sara- 


Seven  Champum8qfChnatendom,—A  very  popular  book,  which  is  still  often  reprinted. 
An  allusion  possibly,  though  it  must  be  confessed  an  obscure  one,  to  the  Siffn  called  ' 
€en*i  Head,      N.  ^ 

"  Vhrgin-koU  flyer.— X  designed  play  on  the  word  vvrgiwd^  a  spinnct.      S. 
■»  Wiakd  mc— Desired  or  recommended.    See  Note  47  to  The  Honest  Whore.  Vol.  I.  p.  538. 
«J  The  tearmd  kut9nagrapher,-''rhn  was  Samuel  Daniel,  who  was  an  historian  as  well  as  a  poet. 
The  work  above  aUuded  to  u  probably  Hymen's  Triumph:  a  Pastoral  1  ragi-comcdy,  acted  at  tbe 
Qnccn's  Court  in  the  Strand^  at  the  nuptials  of  Lord  Koxboroogh. 
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P.  Serv,  God  give  yoa  joy ! 
Reb.  Of  what,  1  pray,  you  impadence  ?  This 
fellow  will  go  near  to  take  his  oath  that  he  hath 
seen  as  plight  faiths  together ;  my  father  keeps 
him  for  no  other  cause,  than  to  outswear  the 
tnith.  My  lord,  not  to  bold  yoa  any  loneer  in 
a  (bol's  paradise,  nor  to  blind  you  with  the  nopes 
I  never  intend  to  accomplish,  know,  I  neither  do, 
cao,  or  will  love  you. 

WatLjun,  How!  not  love  a  lord?  O  indis- 
creet young  woman !  Indeed  your  father  told  me 
bow  anripe  I  should  find  you :  but  all's  one,  un- 
ripe fruit  will  ask  more  shaking  before  they  fall, 
than  those  that  are,  and  my  conquest  will  seem 
tbe  greater  still. 

P.  Serv,  Afore  God,  he  is  a  most  unanswer- 
able lord,  and  holds  her  to*t,  i'faith. 

Weal.jun.  Nay,  you  could  not  have  pleas*d 
me  better,  than  seeing  you  so  invincible,  and  of 
sod)  difficult  attaining  to.  I  would  not  give  a 
pin  for  the  society  of  a  female  that  should  seem 
willing  ;  but  give  me  a  wench  that  bath  disdain- 
fiil  looks ; 

For  'tis  denial  whets  an  appetite. 
When  proffer*d  service  doth  allay  delight. 
Reb.  The  fool's  well  read  in  vice. — My  lord, 
I  hope  you  hereafter  will  no  farther  insinuate  in 
the  coarse  of  ^onr  affections ;  and,  for  the  better 
withdrawing  from  them,  you  may  please  to  know, 
I  have  irrevocably  decreed  never  to  marry. 

Weai.  jun.  Never  to  marry !  Peter,  1  pray 
bear  witness  of  her  words,  tlrnt,  when  I  have  at- 
Cain'd  her,  it  may  add  to  my  (kme  and  conquest. 
Reb,  Yes  indeed,  an*t  like  your  lordship. 
WeaLjun,  Nay,  ye  must  thmk,  Beck,  I  knoiv 
bow  to  wooe;  ye  shall  find  no  bashful  univef- 
sity-man  of  me. 

Reb.  Indeed,  I  think  /ad  ne'er  that  bringing 
op.    Did  you  ever  study,  my  lord  ? 

WeaLjun.  Yes  faith,  that  I  have,  and,  the 
but  week  too,  three  days  and  a  night  together. 
Reb.  About  what,  I  pray  ? 
Weal.  jun.  Oi»ly  to  find  out,  why  a  woman 
going  on  the  right  side  of  her  husband  in  the 
dav-tiroe  should  lie  on  his  lefl  side  at  night; 
and,  as  I  am  a  lord,  I  never  knew  the  meaning 
onl  tin  yesterday.     Mallapert,  my  father's  but- 
ler, beiiwa  witty  jackanapes,  told  me  why  it  was. 
Reb.  By 'r  lady,  my  lord,  *twas  a  shrewd  study, 
and  I  fear  hatK  altered  the  property  of  your 
good  parts ;   for,  I'll  assure  you,  I  lov'd  you  a 
fintfiight  ago  far  better. 

W^.  jun.  Nay,  'tis  all  one  whether  you  do 
or  DO,  'tis  but  a  little  more  trouble  to  bring  you 
about  again ;  and  no  question  but  a  man  may 
do't,  I  am  he.  Tis  true,  as  your  father  said, 
tiie  black  ox  hatb  not  trod  upon  tlmt  foot  of  yours. 
Reb.  No,  hut  the  white  calf  hath ;  and  so  I 
leave  yonr  lordship.  [Exit  Rebecca. 

WeaLjun.  Well,  go  thy  ways,  ih'art  as  witty 
a  ouuiDalade-eater  as  ever  I  conversed  with. 
Now,  as  I  am  a  lord,  I  love  her  better  and  bet- 
ter; 111  home  and  poedse  upon  her  good  parts 


presently.  Peter,  here's  a  preparative  to  my 
fiirther  applications ;  and  Peter,  be  circumspect 
in  giving  me  diligent  notice  wliat  suitors  seem  to 
be  peeping. 

A  Serv.  I'll  warrant  you,  my  lord,  she's  your 
own ;  for  I'll  give  out  to  all  that  come  near  her, 
that  she  is  betrothed  to  you ;  and  if  the  worst 
come  to  the  worst,  I'll  swear  it. 

WeaLjun.  Why,  godamercy;  and  if  ever  I  do 
gain  my  request, 
Thou  shalt  in  braver  clothes  be  shortly  drest. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Old  Lord  Wealthy,  toius. 

Weal.  ten.  Have  the  fates  then  conspir'd,  and 
quite  bereft 
My  drooping  years  of  all  the  blest  content 
That  age  partakes  of,  by  the  sweet  aspect 
Of  their  well-nartur'd  issue ;  whose  obedience, 
Discreet  and  duteous  'haviour,  only  lengthens 
The  thread  of  age ;  when  on  the  contrary. 
By  rude  demeanour  and  their  headstrong  wills, 
That  thread's  soon  ravel'd  out.    O  why,  Maria, 
Couldst  thou  abandon  me  now  at  this  time, 
When  ray  gray  head's  declining  to  the  grave  ? 
Could  any  masculine  flatterer  on  earth 
So  far  bewitch  thee,  to  forget  thyself,  [me. 

As  now  to  leave  me  ?  did  nature  solely  give  thee 
As  my  chief  inestimable  treasure. 
Whereby  my  Hge  might  pass  in  quiet  to  rest ; 
And  art  thou  prov'd  to  be  the  only  curse, 
Which  heav'n  could  throw  upon  mortality  ? 
Yet  141  not  corse  thee,  though  I  fear  the  fates 
Will  on  thy  head  inflict  some  punishment, 
Which  I  will  daily  pray  they  may  with-hold. 
Although  thy  disobediency  deserves 
Extreaniest  rigour,  yet  I  wish  to  thee 
Content  in  love,  full  of  tranquillity. 

Enter  Young  Lord  Wealthy. 

But  see  where  stands  my  shame,  whose  indiscre* 

tion 
Doth  seem  to  bury  all  the  living  honours 
Of  all  our  ancestors ;  but  'tis  the  fates*  decree. 
That  men  might  know  their  weak  mortality. 

WeaLjun,  Sir,  I  cannot  find  my  sister. 

Weal.  sen.  I  know  thou  canst  not,  'twere  too 
rare  to  see 
Wisdom  found  out  by  ignorance. 

Weal.  jun.  How,  father  !  is  it  not  possible 
that  wisdom  should  be  found  out  by  ignorance  7 
I  pray,  then,  how  do  many  magnificoes  come 
by  it? 

WeaLsen.  They  buy  it,  son,  as  you  bad  need 
to  do. 
Yet  wealth  without  that  may  live  more  content, 
Than  wit's  enjoyers  can,  debarr'd  of  wealth. 
All  pray  for  wealth,  but  I  ne'er  heard  yet 
Of  any  but  one,  that  e'er  pra/d  for  wit. 
He's  counted  wise  enough  in  these  vain  times, 
That  hath  but  means  enough  to  wear  wy  cloaths. 
And  be  an  outside  of  humanity.    Wnat  matters 
it  a  pin, 
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How  iDdiflcreet  soe*er  a  natural  be. 
So  that  liis  wealth  be  great  ?  that's  it  doth  cause 
Wisdom  ia  these  days  to  give  fools  applause. 
AuU  wheii  gay  folly  speaki^y  how  vain  soe'er, 
Wisdom  must  silent  sit,  aud  speech  foiHiear. 

WeaLjuH.  Then  wisdom  must  sit  as  mute  as 
learning  among  many  courtiers.  But,  father,  I 
partly  suspect  that  Carracus  hath  got  ray  sister. 

lfc«/.  sen.  With  child,  I  fear,  ere  this. 

WeaLjun.  By*r  lady,  aud  that  may  be  true. 
But,  whether  he  has  or  uo,  it's  all  one:  if  you 
please,  Til  take  her  from  under  his  nose,  in  spite 
on's  teeth,  and  ask  him  no  leave. 

WeaL  ten.  That  were  too  headstrong,  son ; 
We'll  rattier  leave  them  to  the  will  of  heaven, 
To  fall  or  prosper ;  and  tho'  young  Carracus 
Be  but  a  gentleman  of  small  revenues. 
Yet  he  deserves  my  daughter  for  his  virtues : 
And,  had  I  thought  she  could  not  be  withdrawn 
From  th'  affecting  of  him,  I  had,  ere  this. 
Made  them  botli  happy  by  my  free  consent ; 
Which  now  I  wish  I  had  granted,  and  still  pray, 
If  aiiy  have  her,  it  may  be  Carracus. 

WeaLjun,  Troth  and  I  wish  so  too ;  for,  in 
my  mind,  he's  a  gentleman  of  a  good  house,  and 
speaks  true  Latin. 

WeaL  ten,  To-nwrrow,  son,  you  shall  ride  to 
his  house, 
And  there  inquire  of  your  sister's  being. 
But,  as  you  tender  me  aud  your  own  good, 
Use  no  rou^h  language  savouring  of  distaste. 
Or  any  unavil  terms. 

WtaLjun,  Why,  do  you  take  me  for  a  mid- 
wife? 

WeaL  $en.   But  tell  young  Carracus  these 
words  from  me, 
That  if  he  hath,  with  safeguard  of  her  honour, 
Espous'd  my  daughter,  that  t  then  forgive 
His  rash  offence,  and  will  accept  of  him 
In  all  the  fatherly  love  I  owe  a  chiM. 

WeaLjun,  I  am  sure  my  sister  will  be  glad  to 
hear  it,  and  I  cannot  blame  ber;  for  she*ll  then 
enjoy  that  with  quiet ness,  which  many  a  wench, 
in  these  days,  does  scratch  for. 

WeaL  ten.  Come,  son,  Fll  write  to  Carracus, 
that  my  own  hand  may  witness  how  much  I  stand 
affected  to  his  worth.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Haddit,  in  hit  gay  apparel,  making  him 
ready ^  and  with  him  Ligutfoot. 

Had,  By  this  light,  cnz,  this  suit  does  rarely  ! 
the  taylor  that  made  it  may  hap  to  be  saved, 
•n't  be  but  for  bis  good  works :  I  think  I  shall 
be  proud  of  'em,  and  so  I  was  never  yet  of  any 
doaths. 

Light,  How!  not  of  your  cloatbs !  why,  then, 
you  were  never  proud  of  any  thing,  for  therein 
'  chiefly  consisteth  pride ;  for  you  never  saw  pride 
pictured  but  in  gay  attire. 

Had,  True;  but,  in  my  opinion,  pride  might 
as  well  be  portraied  in  any  other  shape,  as  to 
seem  to  be  an  affector  of  galhintry,  being  the 
causes  thereof  are  so  several  and  diverse.    As 


some  are  proud  of  their  strength,  akho'  that 
pride  cost  them  the  loss  of  a  limb  or  iwo,  by 
over-daring:  likewise  some  are  proud  of  their 
humour,  aitho*  in  that  humour  they  be  often 
knock 'd  for  being  so :  some  are  proud  of  their 
drink,  altho'  that  hquid  operation  cause  them  to 
wear  a  night-cap  tliree  weeks  after :  some  are 
proud  of  their  good  parts,  altho'  they  never  pot 
them  to  better  uses  thau  the  enjoying  of  a  com- 
mon strumpet's  company,  and  are  only  made 
proud  by  the  favour  of  a  waitmg-^oman  :  others 
are  proud — 

Light.  Nay,  I  pr'y thee  cuz,  enough  of  pride ; 
but  when  do  you  mtend  to  go  yonder  to  Cove- 
tousness  the  usurer,  that  we  may  see  how  near 
your  plot  will  take,  for  the  releasing  of  your 
mortgaged  lands  ? 

Had.  Why  now ;  presently ;  and,  if  I  do  not 
accomphsh  my  projects  to  a  wish'd  end,  I  wish 
my  fortuues  may  be  like  some  scraping  trades- 
man, that  never  embraceth  true  pleasure  till 
he  be  threescore  and  ten. 

Light.  But  s;iy,  Hog's  daughter,  on  whom  all 
your  hopes  depend,  by  this  be  betroth'd  to  seaie 
other. 

Had,  Why,  sjiy  she  were ;  nay  more,  married 
to  another,  I  would  be  ne'er  the  forther  from 
efiecting  of  my  intents.  No»  cu2, 1  partly  know 
her  inward  disposition ;  and,  did  1  but  only  know 
her  to  be  womankind,  I  think  it  were  suffi- 
cient. 

Light,  Sufficient,  for  what  ? 

Had.  Why  to  obtain  a  grant  of  the  best  thing 
she  had,  chastity.  Man,  'tis  not  here  as  'tis  with 
you  in  the  country,  not  to  be  had  without  father's 
and  mother's  good-will ;  no,  the  city  is  a  place 
of  more  traftick,  where  each  one  learns,  by  ex- 
ample of  their  elders,  to  make  the  most  of  their 
own,  either  for  profit  or  pleasure. 

Light.  Tis  but  your  misbelieving  thouchts 
makes  you  surmise  so:  if  women  were  so  kmd, 
how  haps  you  had  not,  by  tlieir  favours,  kept 
yourself  out  of  the  claws  of  poverty  ? 

Had.  O  but  cuz,  can  u  ship  sail  without  water? 
had  I  had  but  such  a  suit  as  this,  to  set  myself 
afloat,  I  would  not  have  fear'd  sinking.     But, 
come,  no  more  of  need  ;  now  to  the  usurer : 
And,  tho'  all  hopes  do  fail,  a  man  can  want  no 

living. 
So  long  as  sweet  desire  reigns  in  women. 

Light.  But  then  yourself  must  able  be  in 
giving.  lEscufU. 

Enter  Albert,  solut. 

Alb.  Conscience,  thou  horror  unto  wicked  men. 
When  wilt  thou  cease  thy  all-afflicting  wrath. 
And  set  my  soul  free  from  the  labyrinth 
Of  thy  tormenting  terror  ?  O,  but  it  (its  not ! 
Sliould  I  desire  redress,  or  wish  for  comfort. 
That  have  committed  an  act  so  inbumaoy 
Able  to  fill  shame's  spacious  chronicle  ? 
Who,  but  a  damn'd  one,  could  have  done  like  me? 
Uobb'd  my' dear  friend,  in  a  short  inoment's  time, 
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or  bis  love's  bigb-priz'd  gem  ofchastitj: 
That  wbicb  so  many  years  himself  hath  staid  for  ? 
How  often  hath  he,  as  he  lay  in  hed, 
Sweetly  discours'd  to  me  of  his  Maria  ? 
And  with  what  pleasing  passions  did  he  suffer 
X^ove's  f^entle  war-siege  ?  Then  he  would  relate 
How  he  6ret  came  unto  her  fair  eyes  view ; 
How  long  it  was  c^re  she  could  brook  affection; 
And  then  huw  constant  she  did  still  abide. 
I  then,  at  this,  would  joy,  as  if  my  breast 
Had  sympathized  in  equal  happiness  [be^ 

With  my  true  friend  :  but  now,  when  joy  should 
Who,  but  a  daiun*d  one,  would  have  done  hke 

me  ? 
He  hath  been  married  now,  at  least,  a  month ; 
In  all  which  time  I  have  not  once  beheld  him. 
This  is  his  house ; 

III  call  to  know  his  health,  but  will  not  see  him. 
My  looks  would  then  betray  me;  for,  should 

he  ask 
My  cause  of  seeming  sadnoss,  or  the  like, 
I  could  not  but  reveal,  and  so  pour  on 
Worse  until  ill,  which  breeds  confusion. 

•  [Uc  knocks. 

Enter  Serving^man. 

Serv.  wtan.  To  what  intent  d'ye  knock,  sir  ? 

Alb,  Because  I  would  her  heard,  sir  ;  is  tlie 
master  of  this  boose  within  ? 

Sere,  man.  Yes,  marry  is  he,  sir :  would  you 
speak  with  him  ? 

Alb.  My  business  is  not  so  troublesome : 
Is  be  in  health  with  his  late  espoused  wife  ? 

Serv.  man.  Both  are  exceeding  well,  sir. 

Aib.  Tm  truly  glad  on*t :  farewel,  good  friend. 


Serv.  man.  I  pray  you,  let's  crave  your  name, 
sir ;  I  may  else  have  anger. 

Alb,  You  may  say,  one  Albert,  riding  by  this 
way,  only  inquirVl  their  health. 

Serv,  man,  i  will  acquaint  so  much. 

[Exit  Servin^'man, 

Alb,  How  like  a  poisonous  doctor  have  1  come, 
To  inquire  their  welfare,  knowing  that  myself 
Have  given  the  potion  of  their  ne'er  recovery ; 
For  which  I  will  atiQict  myself  with  torture  ever. 
And,  since  the  earth  yields  not  a  remedy 
Able  to  salve  the  sores  my  lust  hath  made, 
I'll  now  take  farewel  of  society. 
And  th'  abode  of  men,  to  entertain  a  life 
Fitting  my  fellowship,  in  desert  woods, 
Where  beaitts  like  me  consort ;  there  may  I  live, 
Far  off  from  wronging  virtuous  Carracus. 
There's  no  Maria,  that  shall  satisfy 
My  liateful  lust :  the  trees  shall  shelter 
This  wretched  trunk  of  mine,  upon  whose  barks 
I  will  engrave  the  story  of  my  sm. 
And  there  this  short  breath  of  mortality 
ni  finish  up  in  that  repentant  state. 
Where  not  th'  allurements  of  earth's  vanities 
Can  e'er  o'ertake  me :  there's  no  baits  for  lust. 
No  friend  to  ruin  ;  1  shall  then  be  free 
From  practising  the  art  of  treachery  :     ' 
Thither  then,  steps,  where  such  content  abides. 
Where  penitency  not  disturb'd  may  grieve. 
Where  on  each  tree,  and  springing  plant,  I'll 

carve 
This  heavy  motto  of  my  misery. 
Who  but  a  damned  one  could  have  done  like  me  f 
Carracus,  farewel,  if  e'er  thou  seest  me  more, 
Shalt  find  me  curing  of  a  soul-sick  sore.    [Etit . 


ACTUS  TERTIUS* 


Enter  Carkac^s,  driving  his  man  before  him. 

Car.  Why,  thou  base  villain !  was  my  tlearest 
friend  here,  and  could'st  not  make  him  stay  ? 

Serv.  'Sfoot,  sir,  I  could  not  force  him  against 
kis  will,  an'  be  had  been  a  womnn. 

Cor.  Hence,  thou  untutor'd  slave  ! 

[Exit  Servant, 
But  couki'st  thou,  Albert,  come  so  near  my  door. 
And  not  vouchsafe  the  comfort  of  thy  presence  ? 
Hath  my  good  fortune  caus'd  thee  to  repine  ? 
And,  seehig  my  state  so  full  replete  with  good. 
Canst  thou  withdraw  thy  love,  to  lessen  it  ? 
What  could  so  move  thee?  was't  because  I  mar- 
ried? 
Did'st  thou  imagine  I  infring'd  ray  faith, 
For  that  a  woman  did  participate 
In  equal  share  with  thee  ?  cannot  my  friendship 
Be  firm  to  thee,  because  'tis  dear  to  her  ? 
Tet  DO  more  dear  to  her  than  firm  to  thee. 
Believe  me,  Albert,  thou  do'st  little  think 
Bow  much  thy  absence  gives  cause  of  discontent* 
But  I'll  impute  it  oiUy  to  neglect: 

VOL.    III. 


It  is  neglect,  indeed,  when  friends  neglect 
The  sight  of  friends,  and  say  'tis  troublesome. 
Only  ask  how  they  do,  and  so  farewel ; 
Shewing  an  outward  kind  of  seeming  duty. 
Which  m  the  rules  of  manhood  is  observed, 
And  think  full  weU  they  have  perform'd  their 

task. 
When  of  tlieir  friend's  health  they  do  only  ask ; 
Not  caring  how  they  are,  or  how  distrest. 
It  is  enough  they  have  their  loves  exprest 
In  bare  inquiry ;  and,  in  these  times  too. 
Friendship's  so  cold,  that  few  so  much  will  do. 
And  am  not  I  beholden  then  to  Albert  ? 
He,  after  knowledge  of  our  being  well, 
Said  he  was  truly  glad  on't:  .0  rare  fiiend  ! 
If  he  be  unkind,  how  raanv  more  may  mend  ? 
But  whether  am  I  carried  by  unkindness  ? 
Why  should  not  I  as  well  set  light  by  friend- 
ship. 
Since  I  have  seen  a  man,  whom  I  late  thought 
Had  been  compos'd  of  nothing  but  of  faith. 
Prove  so  regardless  of  his  friend's  content  ? 

H 
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Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  Come,  Carracus,  I  have  sought  you  all 
about : 
Your  servant  told  me  you  were  much  disquieted. 
Pr'ytliee,  love,  be  not  so;  come,  walk  in  ; 
I'll  charm  thee  with  my  lute  from  forth  disturb- 
ance. 
Car,  I  am  not  angry,  sweet ;  tho',  if  I  were, 
Thy  bright  aspect  would  soon  allay  my  rage. 
Bui,  my  Maria,  it  doth  something  move  me, 
That  our  friend  Albert  so  forgets  himself. 

Alar.  It  may  be,  'tis  nothing  else;  and  there's 
no  doubt 
Hell  soon  remember  his  accustom'd  friendship. 
He  thinks,  as  yet,  perudventure,  that  his  presence 
Will  hilt  offend,  for  that  our  marriage  ntes 
Are  but  so  newly  past. 

Cur,  I  will  surmise  so  too,  and  only  think 
Some  serious  business  hinders  Albert's  presence. 
But  what  ring's  that,  Marim,  on  your  finger  ? 
Mar.  Tis  one  you  lost,  love,  when  I  did 
bestow 
A  jewel  of  far  greater  worth  on  you. 
Car,  At  what  time,  fairest  ? 
Man  As  if  you  knew  not;  why  d'ye  roake't 

so  strange  ? 
Car.  You  are  disposed  to  riddle;  pray  let's 
see't. 
I  partly  know  it :  where  was't  you  found  it  ? 
Alar,  Why  in  my  chamber,  that  most  glad- 
some night 
When  you  enrichM  your  love  by  my  escape. 
Car.  How  !  in  your  chamber  ? 
Afar.  Sure,  Carracus,  I  will  be  angry  with 
you. 
If  you  seem  so  forgetful.    I  took  it  up 
Then  when  you  left  my  lodge,  and  went  away. 
Glad  of  your  conquest,  for  to  seek  your  friend. 
Why  stand  you  so  amaz'd,  sir?   I  hope  tliat 

kindness, 
Which  then  you  reap'd,  doth  not  prevail 
So  in  your  thoughts,  as  that  you  think  me  light. 
Car.  O  think  thyself,  Maria,  what  thou  art  1 
This  is  the  ring  of  Albert,  treacherous  man  ! 
He  that  enjoy'd  thy  virgin  chastity. 
I  never  did  ascend  into  thy  chamber, 
But  all  that  cold  night,  thro'  ll»e  frozen  field. 
Went  seeking  of  that  wretch,  who  ne'er  sought 

me; 
But  found  wlmt  his  lust  sought  for,  dearest  thee. 
Mar.  I  liave  heard  enough,  my  Carracus,  to 
bereave  roe  of  this  little  breath. 

[She  swoom. 
Car,  All  breath  be  first  extinguish  d : — within 
there,  ho ! 

Enter  Nurse  and  Servants. 

O  nuree !  see  here,  Maria  says  she'll  die. 

Nurse,  Marry,  God  forbid* !  oh  mistress,  mis- 
tress, mistress !  she  has  breath  yet ;  she's  but  in 
a  trance :  good  sir,  take  comfort,  she'll  recover 
by-and*by. 


Car.  No,  no,  shell  die,  nurse,  for  she  said 
she  would ;  an'  she  had  not  said  so,  'thad  been 
another  matter ;  but  you  know,  nurse,  she  ne'er 
told  a  lie  :  I  will  believe  her,  for  she  speaks  all 
truth. 

Nurse.    His    memory  begins    to    fail    him. 
Come,  let's  bear 
This  heavy  spectacle  from  forth  bis  presence ; 
Tke  heavens  will  lend  a  hand,  I  hope,  of  com* 
fort.  [£xcttii^ 

Carracus  manet. 

Car.  See  how  they  steal  away  my  fiiir  Maria ! 
But  I  will  follow  after  her,  as  far 
As  Orpheus  did  to  gain  his  soul's  delight ; 
And  Pluto's  self  shall  know,  altho'  I  am  not 
Skilful  in  musick,  yet  I  can  be  mad. 
And  force  my  love's  enjoyment,  in  despight 
Of  hell's  black  fury.    But  stay,  stay,  Carracus, 
Where  is  thy  knowledge,  and  that  rational  sense, 
Whicii  heaven's  greaMirchitect  endued  thee  with  ? 
All  sunk  beneath  the  weight  of  lumpish  nature? 
Are  our  diviner  parts  no  noblier  free. 
Than  to  be  tortur'd  by  the  wtek  assaihnents 
Of  earth-sprung  griefs  ?  Why  is  man,  then,  ac- 
counted 
The  head  commander  of  this  universe. 
Next  the  Creator,  when  a  little  storm 
Of  nature's  fury  strait  o'erwhelms  bis  judgment  ? 
But  mine's  no  little  storm,  it  is  a  tempest 
So  full  of  raging  self-consuming  woe, 
That  nought  but  ruin  follows  expectation. 
Oh,  my  Maria,  what  unheard  of  sin 
Have  any  of  thine  ancestors  enacted, 
That  all  their  shame  should  be  pour'd  thus  on 

thee? 
Or  what  incestuous  spirit,  cruel  Albert, 
Led  hell's  vast  womb  for  to  enter  thee. 
And  do  a  mischief  of  such  treachery  ? 

Enter  Nurse,  weeping. 

Oh,  nurse,  how  is  it  with  Maria  ? 

If  e'er  thy  tongue  did  utter  pleasing  words. 

Let  it  now  do  so,  or  hereafter  e'er 

Be  dumb  in  sorrow. 

Nurse.  Good  sir,  take  comfort;  I  am  forced 
to  speak 
What  will  not  please :  your  chaste  wife,  sir,  is 
dead. 
Car,  Tis  dead,  indeed ;  how  did  you  know 

'twas  so,  nurse  ? 
Nurse.  What,  sir  ? 

Car.  That  my  heart  was  dead :  sure  thou  bast 
serv'd 
Dame  nature's  self,  and  know'st  the   inward 

secrets 
Of  all  our  hidden  powers:  111  love  thee  for^t; 
And,  if  thou  wiil't  teach  me  that  onknown  skUl, 
Shalt  see  what  wonders  Carracus  will  do  : 
I'll  dive  into  the  breast  of  hateful  Albert, 
And  see  how  his  black  soul  is  round  encompast 
By  fearful  fiends.  Oh,  I  would  do  strange  thiiiga ! 
I'd  know  to  whose  cause  lawyers  will  uciine^ 
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When  tliey  had  fees  on  both  sides ;  view  the 

tliougbts 
Of  forlorn  widows,  when  tlieir  knights  have  lefl 

thein ; 
Search  thro'  the  guts  of  greatness,  and  behold 
What  several  sin  best  pleas'd  them  :  thence  i*d 

descend 
Into  the  bowels  of  some  pocky  sir. 
And  tell  to  lechers  all  the  pains  lie  felt, 
Tliat  they  thereby  might  warned  be  fnjm  lust. 
Troth,  'twill  be  rare  !  Pli  study  it  presently. 

Nurse,    Alus  !  he  is  distracted  !  what  a  sin 
Am  I  partaker  of,  by  telling  him 
So  curst  an  untruth  ?  But  'twas  my  mistress'  will. 
Who  is  recovered ;  tho*  her  griefs  never 
Call  be  recover'd.    She  hath  vow'd,  with  tears, 
lierown  perpetual  baiiifihment ;  therefore  to  him 
Death  were  not  more  displeasing,  than  if  I 
Had  told  lier  lusting  absence. 

Car,  I  find  my  brain's  too  slifiUow  far  for  study. 
What  nt^  I  care  for  being  a  Vithmetician  ? 
Let  citizens'  sons  stand,  an*  they  will,  for  cyphers : 
Why  should  I  teach  them,  and  go  bent  my  brains 
To  instruct  unapt  and  unconceiving  dolts  ; 
And,  when  all's  done,  my  art,  that  should  be 

fam'd, 
Will  by  gross  imitation  be  but  shnm'd  ? 
Your  judgment,  madam. 
Nurse,  Good  sir,  walk  in;    we'll  send  for 

learned  men 
That  can  allay  your  frenzy. 

Car,  But  can  Maria  so  forget  lierself. 
As  to  debar  us  thus  of  her  attendance? 
Nurte,  She's  within,  sir,  pray  you,  will  you 

walk  to  her  ? 
Car,  Oh,  is  she  so!  come  then  let's  softly  steal 
Into  her  chamber,  if  she  be  asleep 
I'll  laugh  shalt  see  enough,  and  thou  shalt  weep. 
Softly,  good  Long  coat,  softly.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Maeia  in  a  page's  apparel. 

Mar.  Cease  now  thy  steps,  Maria,  and  look 
back 
Upon  that  phice,  where  distress'd  Carracus 
Hath  his  sad  being ;  from  whose  virtuous  bosom 
Shame  hath  constmin'd  me  fly,  ne'er  to  return. 
I  will  go  seek  some  unfrequented  path, 
Either  in  desert  woods  or  wilderness, 
There  to  bewail  my  innocent  mishaps. 
Which  h«iven  hath  justly  poured  down  on  me, 
In  punishing  my  disobediency. 

Enter  YouTig  Lord  Wealthy. 

Oh,  see  my  brother  !  [Exit  Maria. 

WeaJ.jun,  Ho,  you  !  three  foot  and  a  half! 
why  page,  I  say  !  'sioot  he  is  vanished  as  suddenly 
as  ^  a  dumb  shew.  If  a  lord  had  lost  his  way 
now,  90  he  bad  been  serv'd.    But  let  me  see,  as 


I  take  it,  this  is  the  bouse  of  Carracus ;  a  very 
fair  building,  but  it  looks  as  if 'twere  dead,  1  can 
see  no  breath  come  out  of  the  chimnies.  But  I 
shall  know  the  state  on't  by-and-by,  by  the  looks 
of  some  servmg-nmn.     What  ho,  within  here  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Good  sir,  you  have  your  arms  at  liberty  ? 
wilt  please  you  to  witlidruw  your  action  of 
battery  ? 

Weul.jun.  Yes,  indeed,  now  you  have  made 
your  appearance,  is  thy  living  giver  within, 
sir? 

Serv,  You  mean  my  master,  sir  ? 

WtaLjun,  You  have  hit  it,  sir,  praised  be 
your  understanding.  1  am  to  have  conference 
with  him  ;  would  you  admit  my  presence  ? 

Serv.  Indeed,  sir,  he  is  at  this  time  not  in 
health,  and  may  not  be  disturb'd. 

Weal.  jun.  Sir,  if  he  were  in  the  pangs  of 
child-bed,  I'd  speak  with  him. 

Enter  Carracus. 

Car.  Upon  what  cause,  gay  man  ? 

Weal.  jun.  'Sfoot,  I  think  he  be  disturb'd  in- 
deed, he  speaks  more  commanding  than  a  con- 
stable at  midnight.  Sir,  my  lord  and  father,  by 
me  a  lord,  liath  sent  these  lines  inclos'd,  which 
shew  his  whole  intent. 

Car,  Let  me  peruse  them ;  if  they  do  portend 
To  the  State's  good,  your  answer  shall  be  sudden. 
Your  entertainment  friendly;  but  if  otlierwise, 
Onr  meanest  subject  shall  divide  thy  greatness. 
You'd  best  look  to't,  embassador. 

Weal,  jun.  Is  your  inaster  a  statesman,  friend  ? 

Serv.  Alas !  no,  sir ;  he  understands  not  what 
he  speaks. 

Weal.  jun.  Ay,  but  when  my  ftither  dies,  I 
am  to  be  called  in  for  one  myself,  and  I  hope  to 
bear  the  place  as  gravely  as  my  successors  have 
done  before  roe. 

Car,  Embassador,  I  find  your  master's  will 

Treats  to  the  good  of  somewhat,  what  it  is 

You  have  your  answer,  and  may  now  depart. 

Weal,  jun,  I  will  relate  as  much,  sir,  fare  ye 
well. 

Car.  But  stay,  I   had   forgotten   quite  our 
chiefst  affairs : 
Your  master  farther  writes,  some  three  lines 

lower. 
Of  one  Maria  that  is  wife  to  me, 
That  she  and  I  siiould  travel  now  with  you 
Unto  his  presence. 

Weal,  jun.  Why  now  I  understand  you,  sir : 
that  Maria  is  my  sister,  by  whose  conjunction 
you  are  created  brother  to  nie,  a  lord. 

Car.  But,  brother  lord,  we  cannot  go  this 
journey. 


'♦  A  dumb  shew—\.  e.  one  of  those  inexplicable  dutnb  shews  ridiculed  by  Hamlet,    See  edition  of 
ttakspeare  1?78,  Vol.  X.  p.  284.      S. 
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WeaL  jun,  Alas !  no,  sir,  we  mean  to  ride  it; 
my  sister  shall  ride  upun  my  nn^i;. 

Car,  Come  then,  we'll  in,  and  strive  to  wooe 
your  sister. 
I  have  not  seen  her,  sir,  at  least  these  three  days. 
They  keep  her  in  a  clinmber,  and  tell  me 
$be's  fast  asleep  still :  you  and  IMl  go  see. 

WeaL  jun.  Content,  sir. 

Serv.  Madmen  and  fools  agree.         [Exeunt, 

Enter  Haddit  and  Rebecca. 

Reb,  When  you  have  got  this  prize,  you  mean 

to  lose  me. 
Had,  Nay,  pr'ythee,  do  not  think  so  ;  if  I  do 
not  marry  thee  this  instant  night,  may  I  never 
enjoy  breath  a  minute  after !  by  heaven  I  re- 
spect not  his  pelf,  thus  much,  but  only  that  I 
may  have  wherewith  to  maintain  thee. 

Aeb.  O,  but  to  rob  my  father  tho'  he  be  bad, 
the  world  will  think  ill  of  me. 

Had.  Think  ill  of  thee !  can  the  world  pity 
bim,  that  ne'er  pityM  any  ?  besides,  since  there 
is  no  end  of  his  goods,  nor  beginning  of  his  good- 
ness, had  not  we  as  good  share  his  dross  in  his 
life-time,  as  let  controversy  and  lawyers  devour 
k  at  his  death  ? 

Reb,  You  have  prevail'd ;  at  what  hour  is*t 

yon  intend  to  have  entrance  into  his  chamber  ? 

Had.  Why,  just  at  mid-night ;  for  then  our 

apparition  will  seem  most  fearful.     You'll  make 

a  way  that  we  may  ascend  up  like  spirits  ? 

Reb,  I  will ;  but  how  many  have  you  made 

instruments  herein  ? 
Had,  Faith  none,  but  my  cousin  Lightfoot 

and  a  player. 
Reb,  But  may  you  trust  the  player.^ 
Had.  Oh,  exceeding  well ;  well  give  him  a 
speech  he  understands  not.     But,  now  I  think 
on't,  what's  to  be  done  with  your  father's  man, 
Peter  ? 

Reb.  Why  the  least  quantity  of  drink  will  lay 

Iiim  dead  asleep. — But  hark,  I  hear  my  father 

coming ;  soon  m  the  evening  I'll  convey  you  in. 

Had.  Till  when,  let  this  outward  ceremony  be 

a  true  pledge  of  our  inward  aflfections. 

[Exit  Rebecca. 
So,  this  goes  better  forward  than  the  plantation 
in  '^Virginia:  but  see,  here  conies  half  the 
West-Indies,  whose  rich  mines  this  night  I  mean 
to  be  ransacking. 

Enter  Hoc,  Lightfoot,  and  Peter. 

Hog,  Then  you'll  seal  for  this  small  lordship, 
you  say  ?  To-morrow  your  money  shall  be  rightly 
told  up  for  you  to  a  penny. 

Light,  I  pray  let  it,  and  that  your  man  may 
set  contents  upon  every  bag. 

Had,  Indeed  by  that  we  may  know  what  we 
tteal  without  labour,  for  the  telling  ou't  over. — 


How  now,  gentlemen,  are  ye  agreed  upon  the 
price  of  this  earth  and  clay  f 

Hog,  Yes  faitli,  Mr  Haddit,  the  gentleman 
your  friend  here  makes  me  pay  sweetly  for't; 
but  let  It  go,  I  hope  to  inherit  heaven,  if  it  be 
but  for  doing  gentlemen  pleasure. 

Hog.  Peter! 

P,Setv,  Anon,  sir. 

Hog.  1  wonder  how  Haddit  came  by  that  gay 
suit  of  cloaths,  all  his  meaiiS  were  consum'd 
long  since. 

P.  Serv,  why,  sir,  being  undone  himself,  he 
lives  by  the  undoing  or  (by  lady)  it  may  be  by 
the  doing  of  others  f  or  peradventure  hotti ;  a 
decay 'd  gallant  ma}  live  by  any  thing,  if  he  keep 
one  thing  safe. 

Hog,  Gentlemen,  I'll  to  the  scrivener's,  to 
cause  these  writings  to  be  drawn. 

Light.  Pray  do,  sir,  we'll  now  leave  you  till 
the  morning. 

Hog.  Nay,  you  shall  stay  dinner,  Pll  return 
presently ;  Peter,  some  beer  here  for  these  wor- 
shipful gentlemen.       [Exeunt  Hoo  and  Peter. 

Had,  We  shall  be  bold  no  doubt ;  and  that, 
old  penny-father,  you'll  confess  by  to-morrow 
morning. 

Light,  Then  his  daughter  is  certainly  thine, 
and  condescends  to  all  thy  wishes  ? 

Had,  And  yet  you  would  not  once  believe  it; 
as  if  a  female's  ftivour  could  not  be  obtain'd  by 
any,  but  he  that  wears  the  cap  of  mainte* 
nance; 

Wlien  'tis  nothing  but  acquaintance,  and  a 
bold  spirit. 

That  may  the  chiefest  prize  'roongst  all  of 
them  inherit. 

Li^ht,  Well,  thou  hast  got  one  deserves  the 
bringing  home  with  trumpets,  and  fiills  to  thee 
as  miraculously  as  the  one  thousand  pound  did 
to  the  taylor.  Thank  your  good  fortune.  But 
must  Hog's  mnn  be  made  drunk  ? 

Had,  By  all  means ;  and  thus  it  shall  be  ef^ 
fected :  when  he  comes  in  with  beer,  do  you 
upon  some  slight  occasion  fall  out  with  him,  and 
it  you  give  him  a  cuff  or  two,  it  will  give  him  cause 
to  know  you  are  the  more  angry;  then  will  I 
slip  in  and  take  up  the  matter,  and  striving  to 
make  you  two  friends,  we'll  make  him  drunk. 

Light,  It's  done  in  conceit  already — see  where 
ho  comes. 

Enter  Peter. 

Pf  Serv,  Wilt  please  you  to  taste  a  cup  of 
September  beer,  gentlemen  ? 

Light,  Pray  begin,  we'll  pledge  yon,  sir. 

F,  Serv.  It's  out,  sir. 

Light,  Then  my  hand  is  in,  sir. 

[Lightfoot  ntffi  him. 
Why  goodmnn  HoLby-horsc,  if  we  out  of  our 


"   rirpma.-^t  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  VI.  p.  44,  Note  JO,  edit,  J?80, 
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gentility  offered  you  to  begin,  must  you  out  of 
joor  rascality  needs  take  it  ? 

Had.  Why,  how  now,  sirs,  what's  the  matter  ? 

P.  Sero,  The  gentleman  here  falls  out  with 
me,  upon  nothing  m  the  world  but  mere  courtesy. 

Maid.  By  this  light,  but  he  shQ|I  not;  why, 
consin  Lightfoot ! 

P.  Sere,  is  bis  name  Lightfoot  ?  a  plague  on 
him,  be  has  a  heary  himd. 

Enter  Young  Lord  Wealtuy. 

Weal,  jun.  Peace  be  here;  for  I  came  late 
eooogh  from  a  madman. 

Had.  My  young  lord,  God  save  you. 

WeaLjun,  And  you  also :  I  could  speak  it  in 
Latin,  but  '^  the  phrase  is  common. 

Had.  True,  my  lord,  and  what's  common 
ought  not  much  to  be  dealt  withal ;  bnt  I  must 
desire  your  help,  my  lord,  to  end  a  controversy 
here,  between  this  gentleman  my  friend,  and 
honest  Peter,  who  1  dare  be  sworn  b  as  igno- 
rant as  your  lordship. 

Weal,  jun.  That  I  will ;  but,  my  masters, 
thus  much  111  say  unto  yon,  if  so  be  this  quarrel 
may  be  taken  up  peaceably,  without  the  endan- 
gering of  my  own  person,  well  and  good,  other- 
wise i  will  sot  meddle  therewith,  for  I  have 
been  vex*d  late  enough  already. 

Had.  Why  then,  my  lord,  if  it  please  you,  let 
me,  being  your  inferior,  decree  the  cause  be- 
tween than. 

WeaLjun.  I  do  give  leave,  or  permit 

Had,  Then  thus  I  will  propound  a  reasonable 


motion ;  how  many  cuflfs,  Peter,  did  this  gentle- 
man out  of  his  fury  make  thee  partake  ot  ? 

P.  Serv.  1  hree  at  the  least,  sir. 

Had.  All  which  were  bestowM  upon  you  for 
begiiuinig  first,  Peter. 

i*.  Serv.  Yes,  indeed,  sir. 

Had.  Why  then  hear  the  sentence  of  your 
suffering.  You  shall  both  down  into  master 
Hog's  cellar,  Peter;  and  whereas  you  began 
first  to  him,  so  shall  he  there  to  you ;  and  as  he 
gave  you  three  cuffs,  so  shall  you  retort  off,  in 
defiance  of  him,  three  blackjacks,  which  if  he 
deny  to  pledge,  then  the  glory  is  thiue,  and  he 
accounted  by  the  wise  discretion  of  my  lord 
here  a  fliiicher. 

Omnes,  A  very  reasonable  motion. 

WeaLjun.  Why  so;  this  is  better  than  being 
among  madmen  yet. 

Had.  Were  you  so  lately  with  any,  my  lord  ? 

WeaLjun.  Yes  faith;  I'll  tell  you  all  in  the 
cellar,  liow  I  was  taken  for  an  embassador;  and 
being  no  sooner  in  the  house,  but  the  madman 
carries  me  up  into  the  garret  for  a  spy,  and  very 
roundly  bade  me  untruss ;  and,  had  not  a  cour- 
teous serving-man  convey'd  me  away  whilst  he 
went  to  fetch  whips,  I  think  in  my  conscience, 
not  respecting  my  honour,  he  would  have  '^ 
breech'd  me. 

Had.  By  lady,  and  *twas  to  be  fear'd;  but 
come,  my  lord,  we'll  hear  the  rest  in  the  cellar. 
And  honest  Peter,  thou  that  hast  been  griev'd. 
My  lord  and  I  will  see  thee  well  reliev'd. 

[Exeunt, 


ACTUS  QUARTUS. 


Enter  Albert  in  tlie  woods. 

Alb,  How  full  of  sweet  content  had  this  life 
been, 
If  it  had  been  embraced  but  before 
3fy  borthenous  conscience  was  so  fraught  with 

sin  ! 
Bat  now  my  griefs  o'ersway  that  happiness. 
O,  that  some  letcher,  or  accurs'd  betrayer 
Of  sacred  friendship,  might  but  here  arrive, 
And  read  the  lines  repentant  on  each  tree, 
That  I  have  carv'd  t'ez press  iSoy  misery ! 
My  admonitions  now  would  sure  convert 
The  sjnfoirst  creature ;  I  could  tell  them  now, 
How  idly  vain  those  humans  spend  their  lives. 
That  daily  grieve,  not  for  offences  past, 
Bat  to  emoy  some  wanton's  company ; 
Which  when  obtain'd,  what  is  it,  but  a  blot, 


Which  their  whole  life's  repentance  scarce  ca&i 

clear? 
I  could  now  tell  to  friend-betraying  man. 
How  black  a  sin  is  hateful  treachery. 
How  heavy  on  their  wretched  souls  'twill  sit, 
When  fearful  death  doth  plant  his  siege  but 

near  them. 
How  heavy  and  affrightful  will  their  end 
Seem  to  approach  tl^ro,  as  if  then  they  knew 
The  full  beginning  of  their  endless  woe 
Were  then  appointed ;  which  astonishment, 
O  blest  repentance,  keep  me  Albert  from ! 
And  suffer  not  despair  to  overwhelm. 
And  make  a  shipwreck  of  my  heayy  soul. 

Enter  Maria  like  a  page. 

Who's  here,  a  page  ?  what  black  disastrous  fate 
Can  be  so  cruel  to  his  pleasing  youth  ? 


**  Thephram  is  comm^.— Alladiog  to  the  use  of  it  in  Cooke*s  Clip  Gallmtt,  commonly  called 
Greeo's  TV  Quoqne.    See  Vol.  II.  p.  538. 
'7  Breeched  m—i.  e.  whipped  me.    See  Note  48  to  Edward  IL  Vol.  I.  p.  188. 
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Mar,  So  now,  Maria,  here  thou  most  forego 
What  nature  lent  thee  to  re-pay  to  death ; 
Famine,  I  thank  thee,  I  have  found  thee  kindest, 
Thou  sett*t»t  a  period  to  my  misery. 

Alb   It  is  Maria,  that  fair  innocent, 
^hom  my  abhorred  lust  hath  brought  to  this; 
I'll  go  for  sustenance ;  and,  O  ye  powers ! 
If  ever  true  repentance  won  acceptance, 

0  shew  it  Albert  now,  and  let  him  save 

*•  This  wronged  beauty  from  untimely  grave. 

[Exit  Albert. 
Mar,    Sure  something  spake,    or  else  my 
feebled  sense 
Hath  lost  tlie  use  of  its  due  property; 
Which  is  more  likely,  than  that  in  this  place 
The  voice  of  human  creature  should  be  heard« 
This  is  for  distant  firom  the  paths  of  men ; 
Nothing  breathes  here  but  wild  and  ravening 
beasts,  [seem 

With  airy  monsters,  whose  shadowing  wings  du 
To  cast  a  vail  of  death  in  wicked  livers; 
Which  I  live  dreadless  of,  and  every  hour 
Strive  to  meet  death,  who  still  unkind  avoids  me : 
But  that  now  gentle  famine  doth  begin 
For  to  give  end  to  my  calamities. 
See,  here  is  carv*d  upon  this  tree's  smooth  bark. 
Lines  knit  in  verse,  a  chance  far  unexpected ; 
Assist  me,  breath,  a  little,  to  unfold 
What  they  include. 

The  writing, 

1  that  have  writ  these  lines  am  one,  whose  sin 
1$  more  than  grievous  ;  for  know,  that  I  have 

been 
A  breaker  of  my  faith,  with  one  whose  breast 
Was  all  compo/d  of  truth  :  but  I  digre^s^d, 
Andfied  th*  embrace  of  his  dear  friendship's  love, 
Clasping  to  falsehood,  did  a  villain  prove ; 
As  thus  shall  be  expressed :  my  worthy  friend 
Lcro*d  a  fair  beauty,  who  did  condescend 
In  dearest  affection  to  his  virtuous  will; 
He  then  a  night  appointed  to  fulfil 
Hymen's  bleWd  rites,  and  to  convey  away 
His  hoe's  fair  person,  to  which  peerless  prey 
I  was  acquainted  made,  and  when  the  hour 
Of  her  escape  drew  on,  then  lust  did  pour 
Inraged  appetite  thro'  all  my  veins, 
Andbau  desires  in  me  let  loose  the  reins 
To  my  licentious  will :  and  that  black  night. 
When  my  friend  should  have  had  his  chaste 

delight, 
Jfeign'd  his  presence,  and,  by  her  thought  him, 
jRobod  that  fair  virgin  of  her  honour^s  gan  : 
For  which  most  heinous  crime,  upon  each  tree 
I  write  this  story,  that  men's  eyes  may  see. 
None  but  a  damn'd  one  would  have  done  like  me. 

Is  Albert  then  become  so  penitent. 
As  in  these  deserts  to  deplore  his  fects, 


Which  his  unfeignM  repentance  seems  to  dear? 
How  good  man  is,  when  he  laments  his  ill ! 
Who    wouki    not    pardon    now    tliat    man's 

misdeeds, 
Whose  griefs  bewail  them  thus  ?  could  I  now  live, 
I  would  remit  thy  fault  with  Carracus : 
But  death  u(f  longer  will  afibrd  reprieve 
Of  my    abundant    woes:    wrong'd  Carracus, 

farewei ; 
Live,  and  forgive  thy  wrongs,  for  the  repentance 
Of  him  that  caused  them  «o  deserves  from  thee ; 
And  since  my  eyes  do  witness  Albert's  griefi 
I  pardon  Albert,  in  my  wrongs  the  chief*. 

Enter  Albert  like  a  hermit. 

Alb.  How !  pardon  me !  O  sound  angelical ! 
But  see,  she  fiiints.     O  heavens,    now  shew 

your  power. 
That  these  distilled  waters,  made  in  grief. 
May  add  some  comfort  to  ufiliction  : 
Look  up,  fair  youth,  and  see  a  remedy. 

Mar,   O,  who  disturbs  me?  I  was  hand  in 

hand. 
Walking  witb  death  unto  the  house  of  rest. 
Alb,  Let  death  walk  by  himself;  if  he  want 

company. 
There's  many  thousands,  boy,  whose  aged  years 
Have  ta'en  a  surfeit  of  earth's  vanities : 
They  will  go  with  him,  when  he  please  to  call. 
Do  drink,  my  boy,  thy  pleasing  tender  youth 
Cannot  deserve  to  die ;  no,  it  is  for  us. 
Whose  years  are  laden  by  our  often  sins. 
Singing  the  last  part  of  our  blest  repentance. 
Are  fit  for  death ;  and  none  but  such  as  we. 
Death  ought  to  claim ;  for  when  he  snatcheth 

youth, 
It  shews  him  but  a  tyrant ;  but  when  age. 
Then  is  be  just,  and  not  composed  of  rage. 
How  fares  ray  lad  ? 
Mar,  like  one  embracing  death  with  all  his 

parts, 
Reaching  at  life  but  with  one  little  finger; 
His  mind  so  firmly  knit  unto  the  first. 
That  unto  him  the  latter  seems  to  be 
What  may  be  pointed  at,  but  not  possesb'd. 

Alb,  O,  but  thou  shall  possess  it. 
If  thou  didst  fear  thy  death  but  as  I  do, 
Thou  wouldst  take  pity,  iho'  not  of  tliyself. 
Yet  of  my  aged  years.    Trust  me,  my  boy, 
Thou*st  struck  such  deep  compassion    lu   my 

breast, 
Tliat  all  the  moisture  which  prolongs  my  life 
Will  from  ray  eyes  gush  forth,   if  now  thou 

leav'st  me. 
Afar.  But  can  we  live  here  in  this  desert 

wood  ? 
If  not,  I'll  die,  for  other  places  seem 
Like  tortures  to  my  griefs.     May  I  live  lier«  ? 


'7  Tkis,— The  Quarto  reads  His. 
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Alb,  Aj,  tboa  sbalt  live  with  me^  and  I  will 

tell  thee 
Sach  slrange  occurrents  of  my  fore-past  life, 
That  all  thy  young-sprang  grieft  shall  seem  but 

sparks 
To  the  great  fire  of  my  calamities. 

Mmt.  Then  I'll  live  only  with  )rou  for  to  hear 
If  any  human  woes  can  be  like  mine. 
Yet  since  my  being  in  this  darksome  desert, 
I  have  read  on  trees  most  lamentable  stories. 
Aib,  'Tis  trae  indeed,    there's  one   within 

these  woods 
Whose  name  is  Albert;  a  man  so  full  of  sorrow, 
That  on  each  tree  he  passeth  by  he  carves 
Such  doleful  lines  for  his  rash  follies  past. 
That  whoso  reads  them,  and  not  drown'd  in  tears. 
Most  have  a  heart  iiram'd  forth  of  adamant. 
Mar,  And  can  you  help  me  to  the  sight  of 

him? 
Alh,  Ay,  when   thou  wilt,  bell  often  come 

to  me. 
And  at  my  cave  sit  a  whole  winter's  night. 
Recounting  of  his  stories.    I  tell  thee,  boy. 
Had  he  OTOoded  more  than  did  that  man. 
Who  stole  the  fire  from  heaven,  his  contrition 
Wooki  appease  all  the  gods,  and  quite  revert 
Tbeir-wrath  to  mercy.    But  come,  my  pretty 

boy, 
WeHl  to  my  cave,  and  afler  some  repose 
Relate  the  sequel  of  each  other's  woes.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Carracus. 

Car,  What  a  way  have  I  come,  yet  I  know 

not  whither. 
The  air*s  so  cold  this  winter  season, 
TiD  sure  a  fool.     Would  any  but  an  ass 
Leave  a  warm  matted  chamber  and  a  bed. 
To  mo  thus  in  the  cold  ?  and  which  is  more. 
To  seek  a  woman,  a  slight  thing  called  woman  ? 
Creatures,    which  curious  nature  firam'd  as  I 

suppose. 
For  rent-receivers  to  her  treasury. 
And  why  I  think  so  now,  I'll  give  you  instance: 
Most  men  do  know  that  nature's  self  hath  made 

them 
Moit  profitable  members ;  then  if  so, 
%  often  trading  in  the  common-wealth 
They  needs  roost  be  enriched ;  why  very  good. 
To  whom  ought  beauty  then  repay  this  gain 
Which  she  by  nature's  gift  hath  profited, 
Bat  unto  nature?  why  all  this  I  grant. 
Why  then  they  shall  no  more  be  called  women. 
For  I  will  stile  them  thus,  scorning  their  leave, 
Tliose  that  for  nature  do  much  rent  receive. 
This  is  a  wood  sure,  and  as  I  have  read, 


In  woods  are  echos  which  will  answer  meo. 
To  every  question  which  they  do   propounds 
•»£cho.  ^ 

Echo,  Echo. 

Car,  O,  are  you  there  ?  have  at  ye  then  i'faith. 
Echo,  canst  tell  me  whether  men  or  women 
Are  for  the  most  part  damn'd } 

Echo,  Most  part  damn'd. 

Car,  Of  both  indeed;  how  trae  this  echo 
speaks ! 
Echo,  now  tell  me  if  amongst  a  thousand  women 
There  be  one  chaste,  or  none  ? 

Echo,  None. 

Car,  Why  so  I  think ;  better  and  better  still. 
Now  farther :  Echo,  in  a  world  of  men. 
Is  there  one  faithful  to  his  fnend,  or  no? 

Echo,  No. 

Car.  Thou  speak'st  most  true,  for  I  have  found 
it  so. 
Who  said  thou  wast  a  woroaki.  Echo,  lies ; 
Thou  could'st  not  tlien  answer  so  much  of  trath. 
Once  more,  good  Echo ; 
Was  my  Maria  false  by  her  own  desire. 
Or  was  t  against  her  will  ? 

Echo,  Against  her  wiU. 

Car,  Troth  it  may  be  so ;  but  canst  thou  tell, 
Whether  she  be  dead  or  not  ? 

Echo.  Not. 

Car,  Not  dead  ! 

Echo,  Not  deadr 

Car,  Then  without  question  she  doth  surely 
live. 
But  I  do  trouble  thee  too  much,  therefi>re 
Good  speak-truth,  farewel. 

Echo.  Farewel.  [lors 

Car,  How  quick  it  answers !  O  that  counsel- 
Would  thus  resolve  men*s  doubts  without  a  fee ! 
How  many  country  clients  then  might  rest 
Free  from  undoing !  no  plodding  pleader  then 
Would  purchase  great  possessions  wi£h  his  tongue. 
Were  I  some  demy- god,  or  had  that  power, 
I  wou'd  straight  make  this  Echo  here  a  judge; 
He'd  spend  his  judgment  in  the  open  court 
As  now  to  me,  without  being  orice  sollicited 
In  his  private  chamber ;  'tis  not  bribes  could  win 
Him  to  o'ersway  men's  right,  nor  could  he  be 
Led  to  damnation  for  a  little  pelf; 
He  would  not  harbour  malice  in  his  heart. 
Or  envious  hatred,  bnse  despight  or  gradge. 
But  be  an  upright,  just,  and  equal  judge. 
But  now  imagine  that  I  should  confront 
Treacherous  Albert,  who  hath  rais'd  my  front ! 
But  I  fear  this  idle  prate  hath 
Made  n»e  quite  forget  my  *®  cinque  pace, 

[He  danceth. 


*^  Eckm^ — ^The  idea  of  these  answers  from  an  Echo  seems  to  have  been  taken  from  Lord  Sterling's 
ylimra,  4to.  1604,  Sign.  K  4.  One  of  the  triumvirate.  Pope,  Gay,  or  Arbuthnot,  but  which  of  them 
ii  not  known,  in  a  piece  printed  in  Swift's  Miscellanies,  may  have  been  indebted  for  the  same  thought 
!•  cither  Lord  Sterling  or  the  present  Writer. 

^  Cmqme-puce,^A  dance. 
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Enter  Albert. 

Alb.  I  heard  the  Echo  answer  unto  one, 
That  by  his  speech  canuot  be  far  remote 
From  off  this  ground ;  and  see  I  have  descry*d 

him: 
Oh  heavens !  it's  Carracus,  whose  reason's  seat 
Is  now  usurp*d  by  madness  and  dtsiractiun; 
Wtiicl)  I,  the  author  of  confusion, 
Have  planted  here  by  my  accursed  deeds. 

Car,  O,  are  you  come,  sir?  I  was  sending;  the 
tavern-boy  for  you ;  I  have  been  practising  here, 
and  can  do  none  of  my  lofly  tricks. 

Aib.  Good  sir,  if  any  spark  do  yet  remain 
Of  your  consumed  reason,  let  me  strive — 

Car.  To  blow  it  out?   troth  I  most  kindly 
thank  you. 
Here's  friendship  to  the  life.     But,  fattier  whey- 

hcrard, 
Why  should  you  think  me  void  of  reason's  fire. 
My  youthful  days  being  in  the  height  of  know- 

ledjie  ? 
I  must  confess  your  old  years  gain  experience; 
But  that  so  much  o'er-ruled  by  dotage. 
That  what  you  think  experience  shall  effect. 
Short  memory  destroys.    Wliat  say  you  now,  sir  ? 
Am  I  mad  now,  that  can  answer  thus 
To  all  interrogatories  ? 

Jib.   But  tho*  your  words  do  favour,  sir,  of 
judgment, 
Yet  when  they  derogate  from  the  due  observance 
Of  fitting  times,  they  ought  to  be  respected 
No  more,  than  if  a  man  should  tell  a  tale 
Of  feigned  mirth  in  midst  of  extreme  sorrows. 

Car.  How  did  you  know 
My  sorrows,  sir?  what'tho*  I  have  lost  a  wife, 
Must  I  be  therefore  griev'd  ?  am  I  not  happy 
To  be  so  freed  of  a  continual  trouble  ? 
Had  many  a  roan  such  fortune  as  I, 
In  what  a  heaven  would  thev  think  themselves, 
Beinir  released  of  all  those  threat'oing  clouds. 
Which  in  the  angry  skies,  called  women's  brows, 
Sit  ever  menacing  tempestuous  storms  ? 
But  yet  I  needs  must  tell  you,  old  December, 
My  wife  was  clear  of  this;  within  her  brow. 
She  had  not  a  wrinkle,  nor  a  storming  frown ; 
But  like  a  smooth  well-polish*d  ivory, 
It  seem*d  so  pleasant  to  the  looker-on. 
She  was  so  kind,  of  nature  so  gen'le,  [for't : 

That  if  she*d  done  a  fault,  she*d  straight  go  die 
Was  not  she  th^n  a  rare  one  ? 
What,  weep'st  thou,  ngerl  Nestor? 
Take  comfort,  man,  Troy  was  ordain'd  by  fate 
To  yield  to  us,  which  we  will  ruinate. 

Alb,  Good,  sir,  walk  with  me  but  where  you  see 
The  shadowint^  elms,  within  whose  circling  round 
There  is  a  holy  spring,  ubout  encompassed 
Bv  dandling  sycamores  and  violets, 
Whose  waters  cure  all  human  maladies. 
Few   drops   thereof,    being  sprinkPd   on    your 

tetnpks, 
Re\ives  your  fading  memory,  and  restores 
Your  senses  lost  unto  their  perfect  being. 


Car,  Is  it  clear  water,  sir,  and  v«ry  fresh  ? 
For  I  am  thirsty  ?  gives  it  a  better  relish 
Than  a  cup  of  dead  wine  with  flies  in*t? 

Alb.  Most  pleasant  to  tlie  taste;    pray^  will 
you  go  ? 

Car.  Faster  than  you,  I  believe,  sir.  [Exemnit 

Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  I  am  walk*d  forth  from  ray  preserver's 
cave. 
To  search  about  these  woods,  only  to  see 
The  penitent  Albert,  whose  repentant  mind 
Each  tree  expresseth.    O,  that  some  power  di- 
Would  hither  send  my  virtuous  Carracus !  [vine 
Not  for  my  own  content,  but  that  he  might 
See  how  his  distress'd  friend  repents  the  wrong, 
Which  his  rush  folly,  most  unfortunate. 
Acted  'gainst  him  and  me ;  wliich  I  forgive 
A  hundred  times  a  day,  for  that  more  often 
My  eyes  are  witness  to  liis  sad  complaints; 
How  the  good  hermit  seems  to  share  his  monns. 
Which  in  the  day-time  he  deplores  'mongst  trees. 
And  in  the  night  his  cave  is  lill'd  with  sighs; 
No  other  bed  doth  his  weak  limbs  support 
Tiian  the  cold  earth ;  no  other  harmony 
To  rock  his  cares  asleep,  but  blustering  winds. 
Or  some  swift  current,  headlong  rushing  down 
From  a  high  mountain's  top,  pouring  his  force      i 
Into  the  ocean's  gulf,  where  being  swallow'd. 
Seems  to  bewail  his  fall  with  hideous  words: 
No  other  sustenation  to  suffice 
What  nature  claims,  but  raw  unsavoury  roots. 
With  troubled  waters,  where  untamed  beasts 
Do  bathe  themselves. 

Enter  Satyn,  dance  et  exeunt. 

Ah  me !  what  things  are  these ! 
What  pretty  harmless  things  they  seem  to  be ! 
As  if  delight  had  no  where  made  abode^ 
But  in  their  nimble  sport. 

Enter  Albert  and  Carracus. 

Yonder's  the  courteous  hermit,  and  with  him 
Albert  it  seems.    O  see,  'tis  Carracus ! 
Joy,  do  not  now  confound  roe ! 

Car.  Thanks  unto  heavens  and  thee,    thou 

holy  roan, 
I  have  attain'd  what  doth  adorn  man's  being. 
That  precious  gem  of  reason,  by  which  solely 
We  are  discern'd  from  rude  and  brutish  beasts. 
No  other  difference  being  'twixt  us  and  them. 
How  to  repay  this  more  than  earthly  kindness 
Lies  not  within  my  power,  but  in  his 
That  hath  indu'd  thee  with  celestial  gifU, 
To  whom  I'll  pray,  he  may  bestow  on  thee 
What  thou  deserv"st,  blest  immortality. 
Alb.  Which  unto  you   befall,  thereof  mo^t 

worthy. 
But,  virtuous  sir,  what  I  will  now  request 
From  your  true  generous  nature,  is,  timt  you 

would 
Be  pleas'd  to  pardon  that  repentant  wijrht 
Whose  sinful  story  upon  yon  tree's  bark 
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Yoarself  did  read,  for  that  you  say,  to  you 
Those  wrongs  ^ere  done. 

Cur.  Indeed  they  were^  and  to  a  dear  wife 
lost: 
Yet  I  foreive  hiniy  as  I  wish  the  hearens 
May  paraon  roe. 

Mar,  So  doth  Maria  too. 

[She  discovers  herself. 

Car.  lives  my  Maria  then  ?  what  gracious 
planet 
Gave  thee  safe  conduct  to  these  desert  woods  ? 

Mar.  My  late  mishap  (repented  now  by  all, 
And  therefbre  pardon'd)  compellM  me  to  ny. 
Where  I  had  perished  for  want  of  food, 
Had  not  this  courteous  man  awak'd  my  sense, 
lo  which  death's  selffiad  partly  interest. 

Car.  Alas,  Maria  !  I  am  so  far  indebted 
To  him  already,  for  the  late  recovery  of 
My  own  weakness,  that  *tis  impossible 
For  us  to  attribute  sufficient  thanks 
For  such  abandant  good. 

Aih.  I  rather  ought  to  thank  the  heaven's 
creator, 
That  he  vonchsaPd  roe  such  especia]  grace. 
In  doing  so  small  a  good  !  which  could  I  hourly 
Bestow  ou  all   yet  could  I  not  assuage 
The  swelling  rancor  of  my  fore-past  crimes. 

Car,  O,  air,  despair  not ;   for  your  course  of 
life 
(Were  your  sins  fiir  more  odious  tlian  they  be) 
Doth  move  compassion  and  pure  clemency 
In  die  all-ruling  judge,  whose  powerful  mercy 
(Venways  his  justice,  and  extends  itself 
To  all  repentant  minds.    Ile^s  happier  far 
That  sins,  and  can  repent  him  of  his  sin. 
Than  the  selt-jostifier,  who  doth  surmise 
By  his  own  works  to  gain  salvation ; 
Seeming  to  reach  at  heaven,  he  clasps  damna- 
tion, j 
You  then  are  happy,  and  our  penitent  friend,      I 


To  whose  wished  presence  please  you  now  to 

bring  us, 
That  in  our  gladsome  arms  we  may  infold 
His  mucli-esteemed  person,  and  forgive 
The  injuries  of  his  rash  follies  past* 
Alb.  Then  see  false  Albert  prostrate  at  your 
feet,  [He  discovers  himself. 

Desiring  justice  for  his  heinous  ill. 
Car.  Is  it  you  ?  Albert's  self,  that  hath  pre- 
serv'd  us? 
O  blest  bewailer  of  thy  misery ! 

Mar.  And  woefuU'st  liver  m  calamity  j 
Car,  From  which,  right  worthy  friend,  'tis 
now  high  time 
You  be  releas'd ;  come  then,  you  shall  with  us. 
Our  first  and  chiefest  welcome,  my  Maria, 
We  shall  receive  at  your  good  fathers  liouse; 
Who,  as  I  do  remember,  in  my  frenzy 
Sent  a  kind  letter,  which  desir'd  our  presence. 
Alb.  So  please  you,  virtuous  pair,  Albert  will 
stay. 
And  spend  the  remnant  of  this  wearisome  life 
In  these  dark  woods. 

Car.  Then  you  neglect  the  comforts  beav'n 
doih  send 
To  your  abode  on  earth.    If  you  stay  here. 
Your  life  may  end  in  torture,  by  the  cruelty 
Of  some  wild  ravenous  beasts;  but  if  'mongst 

men, 
When  you  depart,  the  faithful  prayers  of  many 
Will  much  avail,  to  crown  your  soul  with  bliss. 
Alb.  Lov'd  Carracus^  I  have  found  in  thy 
converse 
Comfort  so  blest,  that  nothing  now  but  death 
Shall  cause  a  separation  in  our  being. 
Mar.  Which  heaven  confirm  ! 
Car.  Thus  by  the  breach  of  faith,  oar  friend- 
ship's knit 
In  stronger  bonds  of  love. 
Alb.  Heaven  so  continue  it !  [Exeunt. 


ACTUS  QUINTUS. 


-Ea/er  Hoo  in  his  chamber,  with  Rebecca  lay- 
!  ing  down  his  bed,   and,  seeming  to  put  the 

keys  under  his  bolster,  convey eth  them  into 
,         A«r  pocket. 

Hog.  So,  have  you  hiid  the  keys  of  the  out- 
I  ward  doors 

Under  mv  bolster? 
Btb,  Yes,  forsooth. 
Hog.  Go  your  way  to  bed  then. 

[Exit  Rebecca. 
I  wonder  who  did  at  the  first  invent 
Thoe  beds,  the  breeders  of  disease  and  sloth ; 
He  was  no  soldier  sure,  nor  no  scholar. 
And  yet  he  might  be  very  well  a  courtier ; 
For  no  gpod  husband  would  have  been  so  idle. 
No  usurer  neither ;  yet  here  the  bed  affords 

■  [Disc,  his  gold. 

VOL,    III. 


Store  of  sweet  golden  slumbers  unto  him. 
Here  sleeps  command  in  war ;  Caesar  by  this 
Obtain'd   his  triumphs;    this   will  fight  man's 

cause, 
When  fathers,    bretliren,    and   the  near'st  of 

friends, 
Leave  to  assist  him ;  all  content  to  this 
is  merely  vain  ;  the  lovers  whose  affections 
Do  sympathize  together  in  full  pleasure. 
Debarred  of  this,  their  summer  sudden  ends ; 
And  care,  the  winter  to  their  former  joys. 
Breathes  such  a  cold  blast  on  their  turtles  bills; 
Having  not  this,  to  shrowd  hira  fortli  his  storms^ 
They  straight  are  forc'd  to  make  a  separation. 
And  so  live  under  those  that  rule  o'er  this. 
The  gallant,  whose  illustrious  outside  draws 
The  eyes  of  wantons  to  behold  with  wonder 
His  rare-shap'd  parts,  for  so  he  thinks  they  be, 


es 
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Deck'd  in  tke  robts  of  fUtteriif  galkatry ; 

Having  not  this  attendant  on  his  person, 

Walks  with  a  cloudj  brow,  and  seems  to  all 

A  great  contemner  of  society ; 

Not  for  the  hate  he  bears  to  company^ 

But  for  the  want  of  this  ability. 

O  silver !  thou  that  art  the  basest  captive. 

Kept  in  this  prison ;  how  many  pale  offenders 

For  thee  have  sufifei'd  ruin  ?  But,  O  my  sold  I 

Thy  sight's  more  pleasing  than  the  seemly  locks 

Ofyellow-hair'd  ApoUo;  and  thy  touch 

Mure  smooth  and  cbuoty,  than  the  down-soft 

ifhite 
Of  lady*8  tempting  breast :  thy  bright  aspect 
Dims  the  greatest  lustre  of  heaven's  waggoner. 
But  why  go  I  about  to  estol  thy  worth, 
Knowing  that  poets  cannot  compass  it  ? 
But  now  pve  place,  my  gold,  for  here's  a  power 
Of  greater  glory  and  suprenuicy 
Obscures  thy  bleing ;  here  sits  enthroniz'd 
Tlie  sparkling  diamond,  whose  bright  refleiion 
Casts  such  a  splendor  on  these  other  gems, 
'Mongst  which  he  so  majcstical  appears, 
As  if       now  my  good  angels  guard  me ! 

AJUuhoffire,  and  Lightfoot  ascends  like  a 
spirit. 

Light.  MtUor  vigilautia  somnok 
Stand  not  amaz'd,  good  man,  for  what  appears 
Shall  add  to  thy  content ;  be  veid  of  fears; 
I  am  the  shadow  of  rich  kindy  Croesus, 
Sent  by  his  greatness  from  the  lower  world 
To  make  thee  mighty,  and  to  sway  on  earth 
By  thy  abundant  store,  as  be  himself  doth 
In  Elvsium ;  how  be  reigneth  there, 
His  shadow  will  unfold  ;  give  thou  then  ear, 
In  unde^«ir,  where  fair  Elysium  stands, 
Beyond  tlie  river  stiled  Acheron, 
He  hath  a  castle  built  of  adamant ; 
Not  fram'd  by  vain  enchantment,  buttliere  fix'd 
By  the  all-burning  hands  of  warlike  spirits. 
Whose  windows  are  compos'd  of  purest  crystal, 
And  deck'd  within  with  oriental  pearis : 
There  the  great  spirit  of  CrcBsus'  royal  self 
Keeps  his  abode  in  joyous  happiness. 
He  IS  not  tortur'd  there,  as  poets  feign, 
With  molten  gold  and  snlphry  flames  of  fire. 


Or  any  such  m<Jesting  pertnrbatMm ; 
But  there  reputed  as  a  demi-god, 
Feasting  with  Pluto  and  his  Pruserpin^ 
Ni|;ht  uter  night  with  all  delicious  cates. 
With  areater  glory  than  seven  kingdoms  states. 
Now  &ther  know  the  cause  of  my  appearance  ; 
The  kingly  Croesus  havinf^  by  feme's  trump 
Heard,  that  thy  lov'd  desu«s  stand  affected 
To  the  obtaining  of  abundant  wealth. 
Sends  me,  his  shade,  thus  much  to  signify. 
That  if  tbou  wilt  become  fiunous  on  eurth, 
He'll  give  to  thee  even  more  than  infinite; 
And  afker  death  with  bim  thou  shalt  partake 
The  rare  delights  beyond  the  Stygian  lake. 

Hog,  GreatCrossus' shadow  may  dispose  of  m« 
To  what  he  pleasetfa. 

Light.  So  speaks  obediency. 
For  which  I'll  raise  thj  lowly  thoughts  as  hi^ 
As  Croesus's  were  in  his  mortality. 
Stand  then  undaunted,  whilst  I  raise  those  spints^ 
By  whose  laborious  task  and  industry 
Thy  treasure  shall  abound  and  multiply. 
Ascend  Ascarian^  thou  that  art 
A  pomerful  spirit^  and  dost  convert 
Silver  to  gold  ;  I  say  ascend^ 
And  on  ise,  Crasus*  shade^  attend. 
To  work  the  pleasure  of  his  milL 

J%e  Player  appears. 

Play.  What  would  thea  Croesus  list  to  fill 
Some  mortalV  coffers  up  with  0>ld, 
Changing  the  silver  it  doth  hold  ? 
By  that  pore  metal,  if  t  be  so. 
By  the  infernal  gates  I  swear, 
Where  Rhadamanth  doth  domineer; 
By  Croesus'  name  and  by  his  castle. 
Where  winter  nights  he  Keepeth  ^'  wassail ; 
By  Demosprgon  and  the  fetes. 
And  by  all  these  low  country  states; 
That,  after  knowledge  of  thv  mind, 
Ascarion,  like  the  swift-pac  d  wind. 
Will  fly  to  finish  thy  command. 

Light.  Take  then  this  silver  out  of  hand. 
And  bear  it  to  the  river  Ti^s, 
Beyond  th'abode  of  Archi-Magus; 
Whose  golden  sands  upon  it  cast, 
'  Transform  it  into  gold  at  last : 


^^J^^^  '^^^?\'.^^^  ^^^^^*^*  ¥  Decayed  IntdUgenee,  1634,  p.  1«6,  gives  the  foUowing 
•ccount  of  the  ongm  of  thu  term :«  As  this  Lady  (i.  e.  Row^a)  waiiVJrJ^  beautifell,so  was  she  JS 
!f.5^^f!?"!'?..^*??_^^»^  l^i  Hingistus,  having  invited  King  Vortiger  to  a  supper,  at  his 


^i  !^n!^«r '  1^25?  J^^'^J^^  »"P?^'  '*»«  ««^  f«<»^  «^  "fer  cha^r  into  thc^ing's  presence, 
ZiZ  ?il  £sl^  .  filled  with  wine  inWr  hand,  and  making  in  very  seemely  manner  a  low  reverence 
2!iV!!<!^  I'kS  .'  ^»th  aplcMing  grace  and  countenance  fai  our  ancient  language*  Woes  h^ml  Urn- 


grouff 
Thek 
ter, 

{uage, .-,w.-^ «. 

Note  79  to  The  Ordmary,  postea. 
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Whicb  being  effected  stni^t  retiixiiy 

And  sodden  too,  or  I  will  sporn 

This  trunk  of  thme  into  the  pit. 

Where  all  the  bdlidi  furies  sit, 

Scrstcbin|  their  eyes  oat.    Quick !  begone ! 

Play.  Swifter  in  course  than  doth  the  son. 

[Exit  Flayer, 

Light.  Howlar^sttbouyiiiortal?  benottemfy'd 
At  these  infernal  motions ;  know  that  shortly 
Great  Crcesus*  ghost  shall,  in  the  love  he  bears 

tbee, 
Gife  tbee  sufficient  power  by  thy  own  worth 
To  raise  such  spirits. 

Hog.  Croesus  is  much  too  liberal  in  bis  favour 
To  one  so  far  desertless  as  poor  Hog. 

LigkL  Poor  liog!  O  speak  not  that  word 
poor  again. 
Lest  the  whole  apple-tree  of  Croesus*  bounty, 
Crack'd  into  shivers,  overthrow  thy  fortunes ! 
For  he  abbors  the  name  of  poverty. 
And  will  grow  sick  to  hear  it  spoke  by  those, 
Whom  he  intends  to  raise. — ^But  see,  the  twilight, 
Posting  before  the  chariot  of  the  sun, 
Brings  word  of  his  approach ; 
We  must  be  sadden,  and  with  speed  raise  up 
The  ^»irit  Bazan,  that  can  straij|bt  transform 
Gokl  into  pearl ;  be  still  and  circnmspect. 

BatoHy  ascend  up  from  the  treasure 

CffPimto,  where  than  didst  at  pleasure 

Metamorphose  all  his  gold 

Into  pearly  which  ^haoe  a  thousand  fold 

ErduU  the  value ;  quicklv  rise 

Ih  Cnestu^  shade,  who  hath  a  prize 

To  be  performed  by  thy  strength. 

Haddit  ascends. 

Had,  I  am  no  fencer,  yet  at  length 
From  Plato's  presence  and  the  hail. 
Where  Proserpine  keeps  festival, 
I^  faitber  come ;  and  now  I  see. 
To  what  intent  I'm  rais'd  by  tbee: 
It  is  to  make  that  mortal  rich. 
That  at  his  fame  men's  ears  may  itch, 
When  the^  do  bear  but  of  his  store, 
He  hath  one  daughter,  and  no  more, 
Which  all  the  lower  powers  decree, 
She  to  one  Wealthy  wedded  be ; 
By  which  coi\junction  there  shall  spring, 
Tooflg  heirs  to  Hog,  whereon  to  fling 
His  mass  of  treasure  when  he  dies ; 
Thos  Baxan  truly  prophesies. 
Bat  cotne,  my  task?  1  long  to  rear 
His  fona*  above  the  hemisphere. 

Lighi.  Take  then  the  gold  which  here  doth  lie, 
And  quick  return  it  by-<uid-by 
All  in  choice  pearL    Whither  to  go, 
I  need  not  tell  you,  for  you  know. 

Had,  Indeed  I  do^  and  Hog  shall  find  it  so. 

[Aside. 
[Exit  Habdit. 


Light.  Now,  mortal,  tbere  ii  nothing  doth 
remain, 
Twizt  thee  and  thine  abundance,  only  this; 
Turn  thy  ejres  eastward,  for  from  thence  appear» 
Ascarion  with  thy  gold,  which  having  brought, 
And  at  thy  foot  surrendered,  make  obeysance; 
Then  turn  about  and  ^x  thy  tapers  westward, 
From  whence  great  Bazan  brings  thy  orient  pearL 
Wholl  lapr  it  at  thy  feet  much  like  the  former. 

Hog.  Then  I  must  make  to  him  obeysance  thos. 

Light.  Who  so ;  in  mean  time  Croesus'  shade 
will  rest 
Upon  thy  bed ;  but  above  all  take  heed, 
You  suffer  not  your  eyes  to  stray  aside 
From  the  direct  point  I  have  set  tbee  at: 
For  tliougb  the  spirit  do  delay  the  time. 
And  not  return  your  treasure  speedily— 

Hog.  Let  the  loss  light  on  me,  if  I  neglect 
Or  oversHp  what  Croesus*  shade  commands. 

Light,  [Aside,]  So,  now  practise  standing, 
though  it  be  nothing  agreeable  to  your  Hog  s 
age.  hetr  me  see,  among  these  writings  is  m^ 
nephew  Haddit's  mortgage ;  but  in  taking  that  it 
may  breed  suspect  on  us )  wherefore  this  box  of 
jeweb  will  stand  far  better,  and  let  that  alone^ 
It  is  now  break  of  day,  and  near  by  this  the 
marriaee  is  confirmM  betwixt  mv  cousin  and 
great  Croesus's  friend's  daughter  here,  whom  I 
will  now  leave  to  his  most  weighty  cogitations. ' 
So,  eentle  sir,  adieu ;  time  not  permits 
To  bear  those  passions,  and  those  frantick  fits 
You're  subject  to,  when  you  shall  find  how  true 
Great  Croesus'  shade  hath  made  an  ass  of  you, 

[Exi$. 

Hog,  Let  me  now  ruminate  to  myself,  why 
Croesus  should  be  so  great  a  favourer  to  me. — 
And  yet  to  what  end  shoold  I  desire  to  know  f 
I  think  it  is  sufficient  it  is  so:  and  I  would  he 
bad  been  so  sooner,  for  be  and  bis  spirits  would 
have  sav'd  me  much  labour  in  the  purchasing  of 
wealth;  but  then,  indeed,  it  would  have  been  the 
confusion  of  two  or  threef  scriveners,  which,  by 
my  means,  have  been  properly  rais'd. — But  now 
imagme  this  only  a  trice,  whereby  I  may  be 

J^nll'd ;  but  how  can  that  be?  are  not  my  doors 
ock'd  ?  have  I  not  seen,  with  my  own  eyes,  the 
ascending  of  the  spirits?  have  I  not  beard,  with 
my  own  ears,  the  invocations  wherewith  they 
were  rais*d  ?  could  any  but  spirits  appear  through 
so  firm  a  floor  as  this  is  ?  'tis  impossible. — But, 
hark,  I  hear  tbe  spirit  Ascarion  coming  with  my 
gold.  O  bountiful  Croesus !  I'll  build  a  tempb 
to  thy  mightiness ! 

Enter  Young  Lord  Wealthy  and  Pstee 
Servitude. 

Weal.jun,  O  Peter,  how  long  have  we  slept 
upon  the  hogshead  ? 
P.  Serv,  1  think  a  dosen  hours,  my  lord,  and 
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'tis  nothing:  Fll  undertake  to  sleep  sixteen, 
upon  the  receipt  of  two  cupj»  of  muskadine.  ** 

Weal.juu,  1  marvel  what's  become  of  iladdit 
and  Lightfoot ! 

P.  i&n?.  Hang*eni,  flincbers;  they  slunk  away 
as  soon  as  they  had  drank  as  much  as  they  were 
able  to  carry,  which  no  generous  spirit  would 
ha'  done,  indeed. 

Weal.jun.  Yet  I  believe  Iladdit  had  his  part ; 
for,  to  my  thinking,  the  cellar  went  round  with 
biin  when  he  left  us.  But  are  we  come  to  a  bed 
yet  ?  I  must  needs  sleep. 

P.  Serv,  Come  softly,  by  any  means ;  for  we 
are  now  upon  the  threshold  of  my  master's  cham- 
ber, through  which  Fll  bring  you  to  mistress  Re- 
becca's lodging :  give  me  yuur  hand,  and  come 
very  nicely.  [Peter  falls  into  the  hole. 

WeaLjun.  Where  art,  Peter? 

P.  Serv,  O  ho ! 

Weal.jun.  Where's  this  noise,  Peter,  canst 
tell? 

Hog,  I  hear  the  voice  of  my  adopted  son-in-law. 

Weal.jun.  Why,  Peter,  wilt  not  answer  me? 

P.  Serv,  O,  my  lord,  above,  stand  still ;  I'm 
faU'n  down  at  least  thirty  fathom  deep ;  if  you 
stand  not  still  till  I  recover,  and  have  lighten  a 
candle,  you're  but  a  dead  man. 

Hog.  I  am  robb'd,  I  am  undone^  I  am  de- 
luded :  who's  in  my  chamber? 

WeaLjun.  Tis  I,  the  lord  your  son  that  shall 
be:  upon  my  honour  I  came  not  to  rob  you. 

Hog.  I  shall  run  mad  !  I  shall  run  mad  ! 

Weal.jun.  Why,  then,  'tis  my  fortune  to  be 
terrified  with  madmen. 

Enter  Peter  Servitude  with  a  candle, 

P.  Serv.  Where  are  you,  my  lord  ? 

Hog.  Here,  my  lady :  where  are  you,  rogue, 
when  thieves  break  into  my  house  ? 

F.  Serv.  Breaking  my  neck  in  your  service,  a 
plague  on't. 

WeaLjun.  But  are  you  robb'd,  indeed,  father 
Hog^?  of  how  much,  I  pray? 

nog.  Of  all,  of  all ;  see  here,  they  have  left 
roe  nothing  but  two  or  three  rolls  of  parchment; 
here  they  oame  up  like  spirits,  and  took  my  sil- 
ver, gold,  and  iewels.    Where's  my  daughter? 

P.  Serv,  She's  not  in  the  house^  sir:  the 
street  doors  are  wide  open. 

Weal,  jun.  Nay,  'tis  no  matter  where  she  is 
now :  she'll  scarce  be  worth  a  thousand  pound, 
and  that's  but  a  tavlor's  prize. 

Hog.  Then  youMl  not  have  her,  sir  ? 

Weal.jun.  No,  as  1  hope  to  live  in  peace. 

Hog.  Why  be't  so,  be't  so ;  confusion  cannot 
come  m  a  fitter  time  on  all  of  us.  O  bountiful 
Crcesus !  bow  fine  thy  shadow  hath  devoured  my 
substance ! 


P.  Serv.  Good,  my  lord,  promise  liim  to 
marry  his  daughter,  or  he  will  be  mad  presendy, 
tho'  you  never  intend  to  have  her. 

Weal.jun.  Well,  father  Hog,  tho'  you  are  un- 
done, your  daughter  shall  not  be,  su  long  as  a 
lord  can  stand  her  in  any  stead.  Come,  yoa 
shall  with  me  to  my  lord  and  father,  whose  war- 
rants we  will  have  for  the  apprehendnig  of  all 
suspicious  livers;  and,  tho'  the  labour  be  mfinite, 
you  must  consider  your  loss  is  so. 

Hog.  Come,  Til  do  any  thing  to  gain  my  c;oid. 

P.  Serv.  Till  which  be  had,  my  fare  will  be 
but  cold.  [  Kjcunt. 

Enter  HaodiT;  Rebecca,  Lightfoot,  and 
Fritst. 

Had.  Now,  Mr  parson,  we  will  no  farther 
trouble  you ;  and,  for  the  lying  of  our  true  love- 
knot,  here's  a  small  amends. 

Friest.  'Tis  more  than  due,  sir;  yet  I'il  take 
it  all. 
Should  kindness  be  despis'd,  good-will  would  fall 
Unto  a  lower  ebb,  should  we  detest 
The  grateful  giver's  gitl,  verixsimo  est. 

Had.  It's  true,  indeed ;  good-murrow,  honest 
I  parson. 

Priest.  Yet,  if  you  please,  Sir  John  will  back 
surrender 
The  overplus  of  what  you  now  did  tender. 

^ad.    O,  by  no  means,  I  pr'ythee;    friend, 
good-morrow. 

Light.  Why,  if  you  please,  Sir  John,  to  me 
restore 
The  overplus,  I'll  give  it  to  the  poor. 

Priest.  O  pardon,  sir;  for,  by  your  worship's 
leave, 
We  ought  to  give  from  whence  we  do  receive. 

Had*  Why  then  to  me,  Sir  John. 

Priest.  To  all  a  kind  good-morrow. 

[Exit  Priest. 

Had.  A  most  fine  vicar;  there  was  no  other 
means  to  be  rid  of  him.  But  why  are  yoa  so 
sad,  Rebecca  ? 

Jieb.  To  think  in  what  estate  my  father  is. 
When  he  beholds  tliat  he  is  merely  guU'd. 

Had.  Nay,  be  not  grieved  for  that  which 
should  rather  give  you  cause  of  content ;  for 
'twill  be  a  means  to  make  him  abandon  his 
avarice,  and  save  a  soul  almost  incurable..  But 
now  to  our  own>  affairs :  this  marriage  of  ours 
must  not  yet  be  known,  lest  it  breed  suspicion. 
We  will  bring  you,  Rebecca,  unto  Atlas's  house, 
whilst  we  two  go  unto  the  old  Lord  Wealihy's, 
having  some  acquaintance  with  his  son-in-law 
Carracus,  who  I  understand  is  there;  where  oo 
(question  but  we  shall  find  your  father  proclaim- 
ing his  loss :  thither  you  shall  come  somewhat 
after  us,  as  it  were  to  seek  him ;  where  I  doubt 


^^  MuskadiMe—or  muscadel.    A  kind  of  wine  so  called,  because  for  sweetness  and  smell  it  retemblea 
mnskt    It  comes  firom  the  Isle  of  Crete. 
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BOt  but  ao  to  order  tbe  matter,  that  I  will  re- 
ceive you  as  my  wife  from  his  own  hands. 

Rei.  May  it  so  happy  prove ! 

Light,  Amen,  say  I;  for,  should  our  last  trick 
be  koowo,  great 
Crcesus*  shade  would  have  a  conjur'd  time  ou*t. 

Hfid,  ^Tis  true,  his  castle  of  adamant  would 
scarce  hold  him :   but  come,  this  will  be  good 
cause  lor  laughter  hereafter. 
Then  we'll  relate  how  this  great  bird  was  pull'd 
Of  his  rich  feathers,  and  most  finely  guU'd. 

Enter  Old  Lord  Wealthy,  with  Carracus, 
Maria,  and  Albert. 

Weal,  sen.  More  welcome,  Carracus,  than 
friendly  truce 
To  a  besi^ed  city  all  distrest : 
How  early  this  glad  morning  are  you  come 
To  make  me  happy  ?  for  pardon  of  your  offence, 
Vve  given  a  blessmg,  which  may  heaven  confirm 
Iq  treble  manner  on  your  virtuous  lives ! 

Car,  And  may  our  lives  and  duty  daily  strive 
To  be  found  worthy  of  that  loving  favour, 
Which,  from  your  reverend  age,  we  now  receive, 
Without  desert  or  merit ! 

Enter  Young  Lord  Wealthy,  Hoc,  and  Peter. 

WeaL  jun.  Room  for  a  desirer  of  justice ! 
what,  my  sister 
Maria!  who  thought  to  have  met  you  here? 

Mar.  You  may  see,  brother,  unlook'd-for 
goests  prave  often  troublesome. 

WeaL  jun.  Well,  but  is  your  husband  there 
any  quieter  than  he  was  ? 

Car.  Sir,  I  must  desire  you  to  forget  all  inju- 
ries, if,  in  not  being  myself^  I  offer'd  you  any. 

Alb,  1*11  see  that  peace  concluded. 

Weal.  jun.  Which  I  agree  to ;  for  patience  is 
a  virtue,  father  liog. 

WeaL  sen.  Was  it  you,  son,  that  cried  so 
bad  tor  justice  ? 

WeaL  jun.  Yes,  marry  was  it,  and  this  the 
fftnj  to  whom  it  appertains. 

Hog.  O,  my  most  honoured  lord !  I  am  un- 
done, robb'd,  this  black  night,  of  ail  the  wealth 
and  treasure  which  these  many  years  I  have 
honrly  labourM  for. 

WeaL  sen.  And  who  are  those  have  done  this 
outrage  to  you  ? 

Hog.  O  knew  I  that,  I  then,  my  lord,  were 
happy. 

wiaL  sen.  Come  you  for  justice  then,  not 
knowing  Against  whom  the  course  of  justice  should 
extend  itself?    Nor  yet  suspect  you  none  ? 

Hog,  None  but  the  devil. 

WeaL  jun.  I  thought  he  was  a  cheater,  e'er 
since  I  heard  two  or  three  *'  Templers  swear  at 


dice,  tbe  last  Christmas,  that  the  devil  had 
got  alL 

Enter  Haddit  and  Liohtfoot. 

Had.  My  kind  acquaintance,  joy  to  thy  good 
success. 

Car.  Noble  and  freeborn  Haddit,  welcome. 

Light.  Mr  Hog,  good-day. 

Hog.  For  I  have  had  a  bad  night  on't. 

Light.  Sickness  is  incident  to  age :  what,  be 
the  writings  ready  to  be  sealed  we  mtreated  last 
day? 

Hog.  Yes,  I  think  they  are ;  would  the  scri* 
vener  were  paid  for  the  making  them. 

Light.  He  shall  be  so,  though  I  do*t  myself. 
Is  the  money  put  up,  as  I  appointed? 

Hog.  Yes,  'tis  put  up:  confusion  seize  tlie 
receivers ! 

Light,  Heaven  bless  us  all !  what  mean  you, 
sir? 

Hog.  O,  sir,  I  was  robb'd  this  night  of  all 
I  had; 
My  daughter  too  is  lost,  and  I  undone. 

Light,  Marry,  God  forbid  !  after  what  man- 
ner, I  pray  ? 

Hog.  O,  to  recount,  sir,  will  breed  more  ruth 
Than  did  the  tale  of  that  high  ^^  Trojan  duke 
To  the  sad  fated  Carthaginian  queen. 

Had.  What  exclamation's  that  ? 

Light.  What  you  nill  grieve  at,  cuz; 
Your  worshipful  friend,  Mr  Hog,  is  robb'd. 

Had,  Robb'd  !  by  whom,  or  how  ? 

Light.  O,  tliere's  the  grief:  he  knows  not 
whom  to  suspect. 

Had.  Jhe  fear  of  hell  o*ertake  them,  whoso- 
e'er they  be.  But  where's  your  daughter?  I 
hope  she  is  safe. 

Enter  Rebecca. 

Hog.  Thank  heaven,  I  see  she*s  now  so. 
Where  hast  thou  been,  my  girl  ? 

Reb.  Alas,  sir,  carried  by  amazement  I  know 
not  where ;  pursued  by  the  robbers,  forced  to 
fly  amazed,  affrighted,  through  the  city  streets, 
to  seek  redress ;  but  that  lay  fast  asleep  in  all 
men's  houses,  nor  would  lend  an  ear  to  the  dis- 
tress'd. 

Had.  O  heavy  accident !  but  see,  you  grieve 
too  much. 
Being  your  daughter's  found  ;  for  th*  other  loss, 
Since  'tis  the  will  of  heaven  to  give  and  take. 
Value  it  as  nothing :  you  have  yet  sufficient 
To  live  in  blest  content,  had  you  no  more 
But  my  small  mortgage  for  your  daughter  here. 
Whom  I  have  ever  lov'd  in  dear'st  action. 
If  so  you  please  so  much  to  favour  me, 
I  will  accept  her,  spile  of  poverty. 
And  make  her  jointure  of  some  store  of  land. 


^3  TempUr9--Ckristmas.^See  Note  18  to  The  Match  at  Midnight,  Vol.  II.  p.  464. 
^  TnOtm  dnJto,— See  Note  to  Fuimus  Trees,  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  VII.  edit.  1780# 
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Which,  hy  the  km  of  m  pood  aged  firiend, 
late  fell  to  me :  what,  is't  a  nuOch  or  no  ? 

Hog.  It  is. 

Had.  Then  FU  have  witness  on*t:  my  lord, 
and  gentlemen. 
Please  yon  draw  near,  to  he  here  witnesses 
To  a  wished  contract  'twist  this  maid  and  I. 

Omnet.  We  all  are  willing. 

Hog.  Then,  in  the  presence  of  yon  all,  I  |iye 
my  daughter  freely  to  diis  gentleman  as  wife; 
and,  to  shew  how  mnch  I  stand  affected  to  him, 
for  dowry  with  her,  I  do  back  restore  his  mort- 
l^ged  lands;  and,  for  their  loves,  I  tow  ever 
hereafter  to  detest,  renounce,  loa^  and  abhor 
All  slavish  avarice : 

Which  doth  ascend  from  hell,  sent  by  the 
devil. 

To  he,  'mongst  men,  the  actor  of  all  eviL 
.    Onmet.  A  blest  conversion. 

Weak  UH.  A  good,  far  unexpected.     And 
now,  gentlemen. 


I  do  invke  yon  all  to  feast  with  me 
This  happy  day,  that  we  may  all  togedier 
Appk&ud  his  good  success :  and  let  this  day  be 

spent 
In  sports  and  shews,  with  gladsome  merriment. 
Come,  blest  converted  m&o,  well  lead  the  way. 
As  unto  heaven  I  hope  we  shall. 

Hog.  Heaven  grant  we  may ! 

Car.  Come,  my  Maria,  and  repentant  friend. 
We  three  have  tasted  worst  of  misery. 
Which  now  adds  joy  to  our  felicity. 

Had.  We  three  are  happy  we  have  gain'd 
much  wealth. 
And  tho*  we  have  done  it  by  a  trick  of  stealth. 
Yet  all,  I  trust,  are  pleas^l ;  and  will  our  ill 

acquit. 
Since  it  hath  sav'd  a  soul  was  hell's  by  right. 

Weal.jun.  To  feUow  after,  then,  our  lot  doth 
fall; 
Now  rhime  it,  Peter. 

P.  Serv.  A  good-night  to  all.  [Exeunt  omnetK 


EPILOGUE. 


Now  expectation  hath  at  full  received 

What  we  late  promised ;  if  in  aught  we*ve  pleas*d, 

^is  all  we  soueht  t'  accomplish,  and  much  more 

Than  our  weak  merit  dares  to  attribute 

Unto  itself,  till  you  rouchsafe  to  deign. 

In  your  kind  censure,  so  to  gratify 

Our  trivial  labours.^— 

If  it  hath  pleased  the  judicial  ear, 

We  have  our  author's  wish;  and,  void  of  fear. 


Dare  ignorant  men  to  shew  their  worst  of  hate. 
It  not  detracts,  but  adds  unto  that  state 
Where  desert  flourisheth. 
Well  rest  applauded  in  their  derogation, 
Tho'  with  an  hiss  they  crown  that  confirmation  t 
For  this,  our  author  saith,  ift  prove  distasteful, 
He  onlv  grieves  you  spent  two  hours  so  wasteful ; 
But,  if  it^s  lik'd,  and  you  affect  his  pen. 
You  may  command  it  when  you  please  again. 


EDITION. 


**  The  Hogge  hath  lost  his  Pearie :  A  Comedy.  Divers  times  publikely  acted  by  certaine  Lon- 
don Prentices.  By  Robert  Tailor.  London,  Printed  for  Richara  Redmer,  and  are  to  be  solde  at 
the  WcslHlore  of  Faoles^  at  the  signe  of  the  Starre.  1614.  4to. 
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AS  IT  HAS  BBNB  BIVBRSB  TIMBS  ACTBD  AT  THB  RBD  BULL  BT  THB 
9UBBNB8  MAJBSTIBS  SBRVANTS. 

WRITTBII  BT 

THOMAS  HEYWOOD. 


TO  THB  HaVEST  AKD 

HIGH  SPIRITED  PRENTICES,  THE  READERS. 

None  bat  to  yoa  (ta  whom  this  play  most  espccislly  ooncems)  I  thought  ^ood  to  dedicate  this 
Uboor ;  which  though  written  many  years  since,  in  my  m&ncy  of  jad^ent,  m  this  kind  of  poetry,  , 
and  By  first  practice;  yet  understanding  (by  what  means  I  know  not)  it  was  in  these  more  exquisite  ' 
and  refined  times,  to  come  to  the  press  in  a  such  a  forwardness  ere  it  came  to  my  knowledee,  that 
it  was  past  preventiony  and  then  knowing  withal,  that  it  comes  short  of  that  accurateness  both  ia 

St  and  stile,  that  these  more  censorious  days  with  greater  curionty  acquire,  I  must  thus  excuse. 
It  as  plays  were  then  some  fifteen  or  sixteen  years  ajgo  it  was  in  the  fashion.  Nor  could  it  have 
found  a  more  seasonable  and  fit  publication  than  at  this  time,  when  to  the  dory  of  our  nation,  the 
secnri^  of  the  kingdom,  and  the  honour  of  this  renown'd  cit^,  they  have  begun  a^pun  the  con- 
Boid^le  practice  of  lone  forgotten  anns,  the  continuance  of  which  I  wish,  the  discipline  approve, 
and  the  encouragement  thereof  even  with  my  soul  appkiud.  In  which  great  and  hoped  good  they 
deserve  not  the  least  attribute  of  approbation,  who,  in  the  dull  and  sleepy  time  of  peace,  fint 
wakened  the  remembrance  of  these  arms  in  the  Artillery  Garden,  which,  b^gmi  out  of  their  volun- 
taiy  afiections,  prosecuted  by  their  private  industries,  and  continued  at  their  own  proper  cost  and 
charge,  deserves,  in  my  opinion,  not  only  respect  and  regard,  but  recompence  and  reward.  But 
to  return  again  to  you,  my  brave  spirited  Prentices,  upon  whom  I  have  freely  bestowed  these  Fomr^ 
I  witb  jou  all,  that  have  their  courages  and  forwardness,  their  noble  fates  and  fisrtunei. 

Tours, 

Thomas  Hbtwood. 
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PROLOGUE. 


JEnter  '  three  in  black  cloaks,  at  three  doon, 

1.  What  ineaD  you,  my  masters,  to  appear 
thus  before  your  times  ?  Do  you  pot  know  that 
I  am  the  Prologue  ?  Do  you  wot  see  this  long 
black  velvet  cloak  upon  my  back  ?  Have  you 
not  sounded  thnce  ?  Do  I  not  look  pale  as  fear- 
ini;  to  be  out  in  my  speech  ?  Nay,  have  I  not 
all  the  signs  of  a  Prologue  about  me  ?  Then,  to 
what  end  come  you  to  interrupt  me? 

2.  I  have  a  Prologue  to  speak  too. 

3.  And  I  another. 

1.  O  superfluous,  and  more  than  ever  I  heard 
of!  three  Prologues  to  one  play  ! 

2.  Have  you  not  seen  three  ropes  to  toll  one 
bell  ?  three  doors  to  one  house  ?  three  ways  to 
one  town  ? 

1.  1  grant  you  :  but  I  never  heard  of  any  that 
had  tliree  heads  to  one  body,  but  Cerberus.  But 
what  doth  your  Prologue  mean  ? 

2.  I  come  to  excase  the  name  of  the'  Play  ? 

3.  I  the  errors  in  the  Play. 

1.  And  I  the  Author  that  made  the  Play. 
Touching  the  name,  why  is  it  called,  True  and 
Strange  ;  or,  The  Four  Frentices  of  London  ?  A 
gentleman  that  heard  the  subject  discoursed, 
said  it  was  not  possible  to  be  true ;  and  none 
here  are  bound  to  believe  it. 

8,  It  is  true,  that  Alexander,  at  thirty-two 
years  of  age,  conquered  the  whole  world;  but 
strange  he  should  do  so.  If  we  should  not  be- 
lieve things  recorded  in  former  ages,  we  were 
not  worthy  that  succeeding  times  snould  believe 
things  done  in  these  our  times. 

1.  But  what  authority  have  you  for  your  His- 
tory ?  I  am  one  of  those  that  will  believe  no- 
thing that  is  not  in  the  Chronicle. 


2.  Our  authority  is  a  Manuscript,  a  book  writ 
in  parchraei^t,  which  not  being  publick,  nor  ge- 
neral in  the  world,  we  rather  thought  fit  to  ex- 
emplify to  the  public  censure  things  concealed 
and  obscured,  such  as  are  not  common  with 
every  one,  than  such  Historical  Tales  as  every 
one  can  tell  by  the  fire  in  winter.  Had  not  ye 
rather,  for  novelties  sake,  see  Jerusalem  ye  never 
saw,  than  London  that  ye  see  hourly  ?  So  much 
touching,  the  name  of  our  History. 

1.  You  have  satisfied  me;  and,  I  hope,  all 
that  hear  me.  Now  what  have  you  to  spenk 
concerning  the  errors  in  the  Play? 

3.  We  acknowledge  none :  for  the  errors  we 
could  find,  we  would  willingly  amend;  but  if 
these  clear-sighted  gentlemen,  with  the  eyes  of 
their  judgments,  looking  exactly  into  us,  find 
any  imperfections  which  are  hid  'from  ourselves, 
our  request  is,  you  would  rather  look  over  them 
than  through  them,  not  with  a  troubled  eve,  that 
makes  one  object  to  seem  two,  but  with  a  fa- 
vourable eye,  which  hath  power  in  itself  to  make 
many  to  seem  none  at  all. 

1.  Oh  now  I  understand  you.  Three  Pro- 
logues to  our  Play !  pardon  me,  y'ave  need  of 
three  hundred,  methinks,  and  all  little  enough. 
But  to  end  our  beginning  in  a  word.  Thus 
much  by  the  patience  of  these  gentlemen. 

Spectators,  should  you  oppose  your  jndgments 
against  us:  where  we  are  three,  which  some 
would  think  too  many ;  were  we  three  thousand, 
we  think  ourselves  too  few.  Our  Author  sub- 
mits  his  labour  to  you  as  the  Authors  of  all  the 
content  he  hath  within  this  circumference : 
But  for  your  sakes,  this  only  we  dare  sny. 
We  promised  you,  and  we'll  perform  a  pfcy. 


'  Three  in  black  eloak$,— From  this  description,  it  appears,  that  it  was  the  custom  formeriy  for  the 
Speaker  of  a  prologue  to  be  dressed  in  a  black  cloak ;  and  thence  seems  to  have  been  derived  the 
practice  of  delivering  those  introductory  parts  of  our  Dramatic!^  Entertainments  in  a  suit  of  the 
— ^  colour.    See  also  the  Introdaction  to  Cynthu^i^ Revels,  and  the  Prologue  to  The  Wamtm  Hater 
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DRAMATIS   PERSONJE. 


The  Old  Earl  of  Boloign. 
Godfrey^ 

Eustace,  J 

Bella  Franca,  his  Daughter, 

An  English  Captain, 

Robert  of  Normandv, 

I%e  French  King*s  Daughter, 

Tancred,  a  Prince  of  Saly, 

The  Souldan  of  Babylon, 


The  Sophy  of  Pertia. 

Tumus, 

Morcles, 

A  Choruiy  or  Presentor. 

Mutes, 

The  French  King, 

I'he  Boloignoies, 

Bandetti, 

Irishften, 

Ambushes  <f  Pagans, 

The  Clonn, 


ACTUS  PRIMUS. 


SCENA  PRIMA. 

Enter  the  Old  Earl  of  Boloi on,  and  his  daugh- 
ter Bella  Franca. 

0.  £.  Bol,  Daughter,  thou  seest  bow  Fortune 

turns  her  wheel. 
We  that  bat  late  were  mounted  up  aloft, 
LoIPd  in  the  skirt  of  that  incdistaiit  Dame, 
Areaow  thrown  head-long  by  her  ruthless  hand, 
To  kiis  that  earth  whereon  our  feet  should  stand. 
What  censuring  eye,  that  sees  me  thus  deject. 
Would  take  this  shape  to  be  that  famous  Duke, 
Which  hath  made  Boloign  thro'  the  world  re- 

nown'd, 
And  all  our  race  with  fame  and  honour  crowned  ? 
B.  Fran.  Biit,  Either,  how  can  you  endure  a 

slave 
To  triumph  in  your  fortunes  ?  and  here  stand 
In  soul  deject,  and  banish'd  from  your  land  ? 
0.  E.  Bol.  I'll  tell  thee,  giri.    The  French 

Kine,  and  myself, 
Ppoo  some  terms  grew  in  a  strange  debate, 
And  taking  careful  vantage  of  the  time, 
Whilst  I  with  all  my  powers,  in  aid  of  William 
The  Norman  Duke,  now  En^ish  conqueror, 
Was  busily  employ'd  ;  he  seiz'd  my  right, 

VOL.    III. 


Planting  another,  and  supplanting  me. 

This  is  the  ground  of  my  extremity. 

B.  Fran,  If  for  King  William's  sake  now  con- 
queror, 

You  lost  your  birth-right  and  inheritance ; 

How  comes  it  that  he  sees  you  in  this  ntate, 

And  lifts  not  up  ygur  fortunes  ruinate  ? 
O.  E,  Bol,  A  conquered  kingdom  is  not  easily 
kept; 

He  hath  so  much  ado  to  guard  his  own, 

That  mine  is  buried  in  oblivion ; 

And  I  am  forc'd  to  lose  the  name  of  Earl, 

And  live  in  London  like  a  citizen. 

My  four  sons  are  bound  4>rentice  to  four  trades. 

Godfrey  my  eldest  boy  I  have  made  a  Mercer ; 

Guy  my  next  son,  enroU'd  in  Goldsmiths  trade ; 

My  third  son  Charles  bound  to  an  Haberdasher; 

Young  Eustace  is  a  Grocer :  all  high  bom, 

Yet  of  the  city-trades  they  have  no  scorn. 

Thus  bare  necessity  hath  made  me  seek 

Some  refuge  to  suftain  our  poverty. 

And  having  plac'd  my  sons  m  such  a  sort : 

The  little  wealth  I  have  left,  I  leave  to  thee. 

Myself  will  travel  to  the  Holy  Land  ; 

And  ere  I  lie  within  the  earth's  vast  womb, 

Pay  my  devout  vows  at  my  Savioor's  tomb. 
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B.  Fran,  Was  that  the  cause  you  sent  for  my 

four  brothers  ? 
0.  £.  Bol,  Their  wished  sight  will  chear  my 
aged  heart: 
And  I  will  bless  them  all  before  I  part. 

Enter  Godfbey.  Gut,  Charles,  anc^  Eustace, 
like  Apprentices. 

God,  I  wouder,  brothers,  why  my  fether  hath 
sent  for  us  thus  early:  that,  all  business  set 
apart,  we  must  meet  together  this  morning. 

Guy,  I  know  not  tl^  reason.  I  had  much 
ado  to  get  leave  of  my  master  to  be  spared 
from  my  attendance  in  the  shop,  and  servmg  of 
customers. 

Char,  *Faith  as  soon  as  I  heard  but  the  mes- 
senger say,  my  father  must  speak  with  me :  I 
left  ^my  tankard  to  guard  die  conduit;  and 
awav  came  I. 

Eus,  I  beshrew  him,  I  should  have  been  at 
breakfast  with  two  or  three  good  boys  this  morn- 
ing:  but  that  match  is  disappointed  by  this 
meeting. 

B,  Fran,  See  where  my  brothers  are  already 
come. 

0,  E,  BoL  Godfrey,  Guy,  Charles,  young 
Eustace,  all  at  once. 
Divide  a  father's  blessing  in  four  parts. 
And  share  my  prayers  amongst  you  equally. 
First,  Godfrey,  tell  me  how  thou  lik*st  thy  trade  ? 
And  knowing  in  thy  thoughts  what  thou  hast 

been. 
How  canst  thou  brook  to  he  as  thou  art  now  ? 

God,  Bound  must  obey :  since  I  have  un- 
dertook 
To  serve  my  master  truly  for  seven  years. 
My  duty  shall  both  answer  that  desire. 
And  my  old  master's  profit  every  way. 
I  praise  that  city  which  made  pnnces  tradesmen, 
Where  that  man,  noble  or  ignoble  born, 
That  would  not  practise  some  mechanic  skill, 
Wnich  might  support  his  state  in  penury. 
Should  3  (fie  tlie  death;  not  suffered  like  a  drone. 
To  suck  the  honey  firom  the  public  hive. 
I  hold  it  no  disparage  to  my  birth. 
Though  I  be  bom  an  Earl,  to  have  the  skill 
And  Uie  foU  knowledge  of  the  Mercers  trade. 


And,  were  I  now  to  be  create  anew, 

It  should  not  grieve  me  to  have  spent  my  time 

The  secrets  of  so  rich  a  trade  to  know. 

By  which  advantage  and  great  profits  grow. 

O.  £.  Bol.  Well  hast  thou  done  to  overcome 
thy  fate. 
Making  thy  mind  conformed  to  thy  state. 
How  likes  my  Guy  the  Goldsmiths  fiftculty  ? 

Guy,  As  n  good  refuge  in  extremity. 
Say  I  be  born  a  prince,  and  be  cast  down 
By  some  sinister  chance,  or  fortune's  firown; 
Say  I  be.banish'd:  when  I  have  a  trade. 
And  in  myself  a  means  to  purchase  wealth. 
Though  my  state  waste,  andtow'ring  honours  fall, 
That  still  stays  with  me  in  the  extream'st  of  all. 

0.  E.  Bol,  What  says  my  third  son  Charles? 

Char.  If  I  should  say  I  would  not  brook  those 
bonds, 
Which  God,  and  fate,  and  you,  have  tied  me  in. 
You  would  be  preaclmig  disobedience ; 
Or,  should  I  say,  the  city-trades  are  base 
For  such  a  great  man's  sons  to  take  on  them. 
Your  fatherly  regard  would  straight  advise  me 
To  chastise  my  rebellious  thoughts ;  and  say. 
Son,  you  by  this  may  live  another  day* 
Therefore,  as  my  two  brotliers,  I  reply  ; 
You  ask  me  if  I  hke  it ;  ♦  I  say  I. 

O.  E.  Bol,  'What  says  my  youngest  boy  ? 

Eus,  Father,  I  sav,  hawking  is  a  pretty  sport. 
And  hunting  is  a  pnncely  exercise ; 
To  ride  a  great  horse,  oh  'tis  admirable  ! 

0,  E.  Bol.  Eustace,  I  know  it  is :  but  to  my 
question. 
How  canst  thou  brook  to  be  a  prentice,  boy  ? 

Eus.  Methinks  I  could  endure  it  for  seven 
years, 
Did  not  my  master  keep  me  in  too  much. 
I  cannot  go  to  breakfast  in  a  morning 
With  my  kind  mates  and  fellow-prentices. 
But  he  cries  Eustace,  one  bid  Eustace  come  : 
And  my  name  Eustace  is  in  every  room. 
If  I  might  ouce  a  week  but  see  a  tilting. 
Six  days  I  would  fall  unto  my  business  close. 
And  ere  the  week's  end  win  that  idle  day. 
He  will  not  let  nfc  see  a  reusterins, 
^  Nor  ui  a  May-day  morning  fetch  in  May. 
I  am  no  sooner  got  into  the  fencing-sdiool. 


*  Mp  tmOutrd  to  guard  the  coaAtt^.— Charles,  the  speaker,  was  bound  to  a  haberdasher ;  but  be  here 
allades  to  the  office  of  a  waier-boarer.  See  the  character  of  Co6,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Everw  Man  im  hiw 
Humour.      S. 

It  mi^t  be  the  duty  of  apprentices  formerly  to  fetch  water  from  the  conduits  for  the  use  of  those 
families  m  which  they  lived,  m  the  same  manner  as  it  even  yet  is  part  of  their  employment  to  penGM^n 
offices  as  servile  as  that  mentioned  in  the  text. 

^  Die  the  deaf*.— See  Note  to  God^t  Promises^  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  I.  p.  13,  edit.  1780. 

♦  Jomf  I—i.  t.  Ay. 

^  Norma  Ma^f^  tn&ming  fetch  in  May — Stow  says,  that «  in  the  month  of  May,  namely  on  May. 
day  in  the  morning;,  every  man,  except  impediment,  would  walk  into  the  sweet  meadows  and  green 
woods,  there  to  rejoice  their  spMts  with  the  beauty  and  savour  of  sweet  flowers,  and  with  the  noise 
(i.  e.  concert)  of  birds,  nraismg  God  in  their  kind."  Again,  "  I  find,  also,  that  in  the  month  of  May, 
the  citiMBSof  London  (of  all  estates)  lightly  in  every  parish,  or  sometunes  two  or  three  parishes  joni* 
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To  play  a  ^  veaie  wkh  some  friend  I  bring ; 
Bat  Eustace^  Eustace,  all  the  street  must  riog. 
He  will  alloiv  me  not  one  hour  for  sport. 
I  must  not  strike  a  loot-ball  in  the  street, 
But  be  will  frown :  not  view  the  dancing-school, 
Bat  be  will  miss  me  straight :  not  suffer  me 
So  raacb  as  take  up  cudgels  in  the  street,  * 
Bat  be  will  chide :  I  must  not  go  to  buffets ; 
'No,  though  I  be  provoked ;  that's  the  hell, 
Were't  not  for  this,  I  could  endure  it  well. 

O.  E,  Bol,  Sons,  ye  must  all  forget  your  birth 
and  honours, 
And  look  into  the  thnes  necessity. 
I  know  ye  are  persuaded :  think  not,  sobs. 
The  names  of  Prentice  can  disparage  you. 
For  bowsoerer  of  you  esteem'd  they  be, 
Eyen  kings  themselves  have  of  these  trades  been 

free. 
I  made  a  tow  to  see  the  Holy  Land, 
And  IB  the  same  my  Saviour's  sepulchre. 
Having  so  well  disposM  you ;  I  will  now 
Fifst  bless  yoo,  bovs,  and  then  prefer  my  vow. 

GotL  With  much  ado,  do  I  contain  my  spirit. 

Within  tbese  bands,  that  have  inclos'd  me  round. 

Thoogb  now  this  case  the  noble  sun  doth  shroud ; 

Tffiie  shall  behold  that  son  break  tbrovigh  this 

cloud. 

Gajr.  My  Grenius  bids  my  soulbave  patience. 
And  sajrs  I  sliall  not  be  a  prentice  long. 
I  scorn  it  not :  but  yet  my  spirits  aim. 
To  have  this  baud  catch  at  the  Crown  of  Fame. 

Char.  An  Haberdasher  is  the  trade  I  use : 
But  the  soft  wool  feels  in  my  hand  like  steel : 
And  I  could  wish  each  hat  comes  through  my 

hand 
Were  titm*d  into  an  helmet ;  and  each  helmet 
Upon  a  soldier's  head,  for  me  to  lead 
War  is  the  walk  which  I  desire  to  tread. 

Eus,  I  am  a  Grocer :  yet  had  rather  see 
A  hdr  gik  sword  bong  in  a  velvet  sheath, 
Hm  the  best  Barbary  su^ar  ii^  the  world. 
Were  it  a  freight  of  price  mestimable. 
I  have  a  kind  of  prompting  in  my  brain. 
That  savs;  though  I  be  bound  to  a  sweet  trade, 
I  most  forego  it,!  keep  too  much  in. 
I  would  fast  from  meat  and  drink  a  sAmmer's 

day. 
To  see  swords  clash,  or  view  a  desperate  fray. 

O.  E,  Bol.  Bridle  th^te  humours,  sons,  expel 
them  clean, 
Aad  your  high  spirits  within  your  breasts  contain ; 
Whflit  I  ray  tedious  pilgrimage  prepare. 
To  spend  my  aee  in  poverty  and  prayer. 
Mj  first-born,  first  farewel ;  my  second  next : 
Charles,  Eustace,  Daughter :  here  my  blessings 
stay. 


Your  vrisbes  bear  me  on  my  sacred  way.  [Esit, 
God.  Even  to  the  place  yoo  travel,  there  to 
ascend  [mend. 

With  those  devout  prayers  you  to  heaven  corn- 
Brothers,  since  we  are  now  as  strangers  here. 
Yet  by  our  fiuber's  provident  care  so  plac'd, 
That  we  may  live  secure  from  j^nury : 
So  let  us  please  our  masters  by  our  care. 
That  we  our  ruin'd  fortunes  may  repair. 

Guy.  Brother,  if  I  knew  where  to  go  to  war, 
I  wookl  not  stay  in  London  one  hour  longer. 
Char.  An  hour !  By  beareo,  I  wooki  not  suy 

a  minute. 
Eus,  A  minute!  noC  a  moment.    Would  you 
pot  a  moment 
Into  a  thousand  parts,  that  thousandth  part 
Would  not  I  linger,  might  I  go  to  war. 
Why,  I  would  presently  run  from  my  master. 
Did  I  but  hear  where  were  a  drum  to  follow. 
B.  Fran,  Would  you  so,  brother  ? 
Eus,  Aye,  eood  faith,  sweet  sister, 
I  would  shew  bim  as  fine  a  pair  of  heels,  as  light 
and  nimble,  as  any  the  neatest  cork-shoe  in  all 
the  town  turns  up :  I  would  i'fiiith. 
B.  Fran.  And  leave  me  hear  alone  ? 
Guy.  Alone  ?  why,  sister, 
Can  YOU  be  lefl  alone  'mongst  multitudes  ? 
London  is  full  of  people  every  where. 
God.  Well,  leave  this  jesting :  we  forget  our- 
selves. 
Sister,  we'll  have  you  to  our  father's  boose, 
T'enjoy  the  small  possessions  left  you  there : 
Return  we  to  our  masters  and  our  charge. 
Lest  seeking  this  our  loitering  to  excuse. 
With  forg'd  inventions  we  their  ears  abuse. 

[Sound  a  drum  within  softly, 
I  hear  a  drum.    I  have  as  much  power  to  sit^ 
Sort  out  my  wares,  and  scribble  on  a  shop-board. 
When  I  but  hear  the  musick  of  a  drum. 
As  to  abstain  from  meat  when  I  am  hungry. 
I'll  know  what  news  before  I  stir  a  foot. 

Char.  By  heaven,  I  am  enamoured  of  this 
tune, 
Tis  the  best  musick  in  the  world  to  me. 

Eus.  My  legs  are  marching  straight  when  I 
but  hear  it. 
Ran,  tan,  tan :  oh,  I  could  lead  a  drum 
With  a  eood  grace,  if  I  but  saw  behind  me 
An  hundred  soldiers  follow  in  even  ranks. 
Had  I  but  here  a  band  of  men  to  lead, 
Methinks  I  could  do  wonders  t  oh,  'tis  brare 
To  be  a  captaiu,  and  command  tq.bave. 

Enter,  after  a  drum,  a  Captain  with  a 
Frotlamation, 

Cap.  All  commanders,  captains,  lieutenants, 


iig  together,  had  their  several  Mayings,  and  did  fetch  in  May-poles,  with  dirers  warlike  shews,  with 
p»od  archers,  morrice-dancers.  and  other  devices  for  pastime  all  the  day  long ;  and  towards  the  even- 
ng,  they  had  stage-plays  and  bonefires  in  the  streets."    See  also  Brand's  ObserwOimM  on  Popular  An- 
tifsif  ie«,  8vo.  1777,  p.  255. 
^  Verne — i.  e.  a  boot. 
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gentlemen  of  companies,  seijeants,  corporals,  or 
common  soldiers  whatsoever,  that  will  accom- 
pany to  the  holy  wars  at  Jerusalem  Robert  Duke 
of  Normandy,  the  King's  son;  they  shall  have 
pay  and  place,  according  to  their  deserts.  And 
so  God  save  King  William,  sumamed  the  Con- 
queror. [Exeunt  drum  and  Captain. 

£us.  Ran,  tan,  tan.    Now  by  S.  George,  he 
tells  us  gallant  news : 
XMl  home  no  more ;  Fll  run  away  to-night. 

Gui/,  If  I  cast  bowl,  or  spoon,  or  salt  again, 
Before  I  have  beheld  Jerusalem, 
Let  me  turn  Pagan. 

Char,  Hats  and  caps  adieu  : 
For  I  must  leave  you,  if  the  drum  say  true. 

God,  Nay,  then,  have  with  you  brothers ;  for 
my  spirit 
With  as  much  vigour  hath  burst  forth  as  thine. 
And  can  as  hardly  be  restrained  as  yours. 
Give  me  your  hands,  I  will  consort  you  too  : 
Let's  try  what  London  Prentices  can  do. 

Eui,  For  my  trade's  sake,  if  ^ood  success  I  have, 
The  Grocers  Arms  shall  in  mme  ensign  wave. 

Guy,  And  if  my  valour  bring  me  to  command, 
The  Goldsmiths  Arms  shall  in  my  colours  stand. 

God.  So  of  us  all :  then  let  us  in  one  ^  fleet 
Launch  all  together :  and  as  we  are  brothers, 
So  let  us  enter  zealous  amity, 
And  still  prevail  by  our  united  strength. 
I  know  our  hearts  are  one ;  sister,  farewel. 
Trust  me,  in  vain  you  should  persuade  our  stay ; 
For  we  are  bent,  consort  us  with  your  prayers. 

All,  Farewel. 

B.  Fran.  Farewel. 

God.  God! 

Guy.  Heaven! 

Char.  Fate  ! 

Eus.  Fortune! 

God.  Make  us  happy  men,  to  win. 

Guy.  Wear. 

Char.  Vanquish. 

Eus.  Overcome.  [Exeunt. 

B.  Fran.  Amen  ! 
Have  you  all  left  me  midst  a  world  of  strangers, 
Here  onlv  to  myself t  not  to  protect  me, 
Or  to  defend  me  from  apparent  wrong  ? 
Since  it  is  so,  Pll  follow  after  you ; 
In  some  disguise  I  will  pursue  their  steps, 
And  unto  *  heaven  and  fortune  yield  myself. 
Toward  sea  they  are  gone ;  and  unto  sea  must  I, 
A  virgin's  unexpected  fate  to  try.  [Exit. 

Enter  marching  Robert  of  Normandy  f  the  Cap- 
tain, the  four  Brethren,  drum,  and  Soldiers, 
Enter  the  Presenter. 

pre.  Thus  have  you  seen  these  brothers  ship- 
ped to  sea. 


Bound  on  their  voifage  to  the  Holy  Land ; 
All  bent  to  tru  their  fortunes  in  one  bark* 
Now,  to  avoid  all  dilatory  news,    . 
Which  might  withhold  you  from  the  stories  pith, 
And  substance  of  the  matter  we  intend ; 
I  must  intreat  your  patience  to  forbear. 
Whilst  we  do  feast  your  eye,  and  starve  your  ear. 
For  in  dumb  shews,  which,  were  they  writ  at 

large, 
Would  ask  a  long  and  tedious  circumstance. 
Their  infant  fortunes  I  will  soon  express, 
And  from  the  truth  in  no  one  point  digress. 
Ye  have  seen  tlie  father  of  these  four  hir  sons. 
Already  gone  his  weary'd  pilgrimage ; 
Godfrey,  Guy,  Charles,  and  Eustace,  'prest  to  sea 
To  follow  Robert  duke  of  Normandy. 
Imagine  now  ye  see  the  air  made  thick 
With  stormy  tempests,  that  disturb  the  sea ; 
And  the  four  winds  at  war  among  themselves ; 
And  the  weak  barks  wherein  the  brothers  sail 
Split  on  strange  rocks,  and  they  enforced  to  swim. 
To  save  their  desperate  lives ;  where  what  befel 

them, 
Dispersed  to  several  corners  of  the  world, 
We  will  make  bold  to  explain  it  in  dumb  show  ; 
For  from  their  fortunes  ail  our  scene  must  grow. 

Enter  with  a  drum  on  one  side  certain  Spa- 
niards  ;  on  the  other  side  certain  Citizens  of 
Bohign  :  the  Spaniards  insult  upon  than,  and 
make  them  do  homage;  to  the  Citizens  enter 
Godfrey,  as  newly  landed  and  half-naked^ 
confers  with  the  Citizens,  and  by  his  insti- 
gation they  set  upon  the  Spaniards,  and  beat 
them  away  ;  they  come  to  honour  him,  and  he 
discloseth  himself  unto  them ;  which  done, 
they  crown  him,  and  accept  him  for  their 
Prince ;  and  so  exeunt. 

Those  Citizens  you  see  were  Bolonoys, 

Kept  under  bondage  of  that  tyrannous  earl. 

To  whom  the  French  king  gave  that  ancient 

seat,   • 
Which  to  the  wronged  Pilgrim  did  belong. 
But  in  the  height  of  his  ambition, 
Godfrey,  by  shipwreck  thpown  upon  that  coast. 
Stirs  up'tli'  oppressed  City  to  revolt; 
And  by  his  valour  was  th*  usurper  slain  ; 
The  City  from  base  bondage  free'd  again. 
The  men  of  Boloign,  wosd'riag  what  strong  band 
Had  been  the  means  of  their  deliverance. 
Besought  him  to  make  known  his  birtli  and  state  ; 
Which  Godfrey  did.    The  people  glad  to  see 
Their  natural  prince  pmcure  their  liberty, 
Homage  to  him,  create  him  Karl  of  Boloign ; 
And  repossess  him  in  his  father's  scat. 
Where  we  uill  leave  him,  having  honour  won, 
And  now  return  unto  the  second  son. 


7  Fleet.— The  first  edition  reads  ship, 

•  Heaven. — God ;  first  edition. 

^  pre$t  tosea.—^taAy  to  go  to  sea. 


See  Note  104  on  The  Four  P**.  Vol.  I.  p.  H 
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Enter  the  King  of  France,  and  kis  daughter, 
Miking ;  to  them  Guy  a//  wet.  The  Lady 
entreateth  her  father  for  hit  entertainment  ; 
which  is  granted ;  and  rich  cloatht  are  put 
about  him :  et  $ic  exeunt. 

As  the  French  king  did  with  his  daughter  walk 
By  tbe  sea-side ;  trom  far  they  might  espy 
One  ou  a  rafter  float  upon  the  waves. 
Who,  as  lie  drew  more  near  unto  tlie  shore, 
They  might  discern  a  man,  though  basely  clad, 
Yet  sparks  of  honour  kindled  in  his  eyes. 
Him  at  first  sight  the  beauteous  lady  loves ; 
And  prays  her  father  to  receive  hiiu  home : 
To  which  the  king  accords ;  and  in  his  court 
Makes  him  a  great  and  special  officer. 
There  leave  we  Guy  a  gallant  courtier  prov'd. 
And  of  the  beauteous  lady  well  belov'd. 

Enter  Bandittos,  with  the  Earl  prisoner. 
Exeunt  some  of  them  with  him  to  prison. 
Enter  Charles  all  wet  with  his  sword; 
fights  with  the  rest,  and  kills  their  Captain, 
They  yield,  and  offer  to  make  him  their  Cap- 
tain, to  which  he  agrees  ;  et  sic  exeunt  omnes. 

Charles  tbe  third  son  is  by  the  winds  and  waves 
bom  on  a  plank  as  far  as  Italy, 
And  lands  just  at  a  lofty  mountain's  foot; 
Upon  whose  top  a  ma^ny  out-law'd  thieves, 
Boodetti,  Bravoes,  such  as  keep  in  caves. 
Hade  their  abode.     This  crew  assails  young 

Charles; 
Who  in  the  bickering  strikes  their  Captain  dead. 
Tbey  wood'rinK  at  ^  valour,  and  bemg  now 
Without  a  leader,  humbly  seek  to  him 
To  be  their   chieftain,    and    command    their 

strength : 
Which  at  their  earnest  suit  he  undertakes. 
We  leave    him    there,    thinking  his   brothers 

drowuM, 
Nor  knowing  yet  his  father  there  lies  bound. 

Enter  a  coarse,  after  it  Irishmen  mourning,  in 
a  dead  march  ;  to  them  enters  Eustace,  and 
talks  with  the  chirfmourner,  who  makes  signs 
of  consent,  after  burial  of  the  coarse ;  and  so 
exeunt. 

Eustace,  the  youngest  of  the  four,  was  cast 
Upon  the  coast  of  Ireland ;  and  from  thence 
He  comes  to  travel  to  Jerusalem ; 
Supposing  his  three  brethren  drown'd  by  sea. 
TIhis  have  you  seen  these  four^*  that  were  but 

now 
AIJ  io  one  fleet,  a  many  thousand  leagues 
Severed  from  one  another :  Guy  in  France, 
Godfrey  in  Boloign,  Charles  in  Italy, 
Eustace  in  Ireland  'mongst  the  '^  Irish  kerns. 
Yety  gentlemen,  the  self-same  wiiid  and  fortune 


That  parted  them,  may  bring  them  "  altogether. 
Their  sister  follows  tliem  with  zealous  love : 
Be  patient,  ye  will  wonder  when  they  meet. 
Four  Londion  Prentices  will,  ere  i  hey  die. 
Advance  their  towring  fame  above  the  sky ; 
And  win  such  glorious  praise  as  never  fades. 
Unto  themselves  and  honour  of  their  trades. 
Grant  them  your  wonted  patience  to  proceed, 
And  their  keen  swords  shall  make  the  Pagans 
bleed.  [Exit. 

Enter  Gut,  and  the  Lady  of  France, 

Lady.  Fie,  stranger,  can  a  skin  so  white  and 
soft 
Cover  an  heart  obdurate,  hard  as  flint  ? 
Since  I  first  saw  thee  floating  on  the  waves^ 
The  fire  of  love  flew  from  your  radiant  eye. 
Which  like  a  sun-beam  pierc'd  unto  my  lieart. 

Guy.  Sweet  lady,  all  my  powers  I  owe  to  yon: 
For  by  your  favour  I  ascend  this  height, 
Which  seats  me  in  the  favour  of  a  pnnce ; 
A  prince,  that  did  he  know  me,  in  the  stead 

[Private  to  himself. 
Of  doing  me  honour,  would  cut  off  my  bead. 
He  did  exile  my  father;  cast  me  down; 
And,  spurr'd  with  envious  hate,  dis^ress'd  us  all. 
Since  fortune  then,  and  the  devouring  seas. 
Have  robb*d  me  of  my  brotliers,  and  none  left 
Of  all  my  father's  sons  alive  but  I ; 
Take  this  advantage,  and  be  secret,  Guy. 
Meet  this  occasion ;  and  conclude  with  rate, 
To  raise  again  thy  father's  ruiii'd  state. 

Lady,  Fie,  ni^^ard,  can  ^ou  spend  such  pre> 
cious  breath, 
Speak  to  yourself  so  many  words  apart ; 
And  keep  their  sound  from  my  attentive  ear. 
Which,  save  your  words,  no  roasick  loves  to  l^ar? 

Guy.  What  would  you  have  me  say? 

Lady.  Would  I  might  teach  thee  ! 
Oh  that  I  had  the  guidance  of  thy  toneue ! 

1  Private, 
But  wliat  would  that  avail  thee,  foolish  eirl  ? 
Small  hope  in  those  instructions  I  should  find. 
To  rule  your  tongue,  if  not  to  guide  your  mind. 

Guy.  My   tongue,  my  tlioughts,  my  heart, 
my  hand,  my  sword, 
Are  all  your  servants;    who  hath  done  you 
wrong? 

Lady.  I  doubt  not  of  your  valour.    But  re- 
solve  me. 
And  tell  me  one  thing  truly  I  shall  ask  you. 

Guy.  Be't  not  my  birth,  no  question  rll  deny. 
Doubt  not  iffy  truth,  for  honour  scorns  to  lye. 

Lady.  I  do  believe  you  :  fair  knight,  do  you 
love  ? 

Guy,  To  ride  a  horse  as  well  as  any  roan ; 
To  make  him  mount,  curvet,  to  leap,  and  spring: 
To  chide  the  bit,  to  gallop,  trot  the  ring. 


'o  Irish  kems,^See  Note  31  to  Edward  11.  Vol.  I.  p.  170. 
"  Altogether^ — Once  to  meet;  second  editiou. 
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Jja/dy.  I  did  not  ask  you  if  voa  love  to  ride. 
Something  I  mean;    which  tnough  my  tongue 

deny, 
Look  on  me,  you  may  read  it  in  mine  eye. 
But  do  you  love  ? 

Guy,  To  march,  to  plant  a  battle,  lead  an 
host, 
To  be  a  soklier,  and  to  go  to  war, 
To  talk  of  flanks,  of  wiiigs,  of  '^  sconces,  holds, 
To  see  a  sally,  or  to  give  a  charge, 
To  lead  a  '^  vaward,  rereword,  or  main  host; 
By  heaven,  I  love  it  as  mine  own  dear  life. 
Ijidy.  I  know  all  this ;  your  words  are  but 
delays. 
Could  you  not  love  a  lady  that  loves  you  ? 
'lis  hard  when  women  arc  enforced  to  wooe. 

\¥rixiait. 
Guy^  Where  is  my  man  to  bring  me  certain 
news. 
The  king's  commission  sends  me  to  the  wars  : 
The  villain  loiters  in  my  business. 

iMdy,  All  this  is  from  the  matter,    gentle 
knight; 
The  king's  commission  may  be  sign'd  at  leisure. 
What  say  you  to  my  question } 

Gvy.  You  would  have  me  tell  you  true  ? 
Lady.  Either  speak  true,  or  do  not  speak 

at  all. 
Guy.  Then  as  I  am  true  knight  I  honour  you, 
And  to  your  service  will  espouse  my  sword. 
I  wish  you  as  I  wish  the  glorious  sun. 
That  it  may  ever  shine  ;  without  whose  lustre 
Perpetual  darkness  should  o'ershade  the  earth. 
But  tell  me,  lady,  what  you  mean  by  love. 

Lady.  To  love  a  lady,  is  with  heart  entire 
To  make  her  mistress  of  his  whole  desire ; 
To  sigh  for  her,  and  fiw  her  love  to  weep ; 
As  his  own  heart  her  precious  favours  keep : 
Never  be  from  her,  in  her  bosom  dwell, 
To  make  her  presence  heaven,  her  absence  hell. 
Write  sonnets  in  her  praise,  admire  her  beauty ; 
Attend  her,  serve  her,  count  his  service  duty. 
Make  her  the  sole  commandress  of  his  powers. 
And  in  the  search  of  love,  lose  all  his  hours. 
Guy,  Tis  pretty  for  some  fool  that  could  en- 
dure it: 
How  near  am  I  unto  this  love,  sweet  lady  ? 
I  love  to  mount  a  steed,  whose  heavy  trot 


Cracks  all  my  sinews,  makes  mj  armour  crash  t 

I  love  to  march  up  to  the  neck  m  snow. 

To  make  my  pilkrw  of  a  cake  of  ice. 

That  in  the  morning,  when  I  stretch  my  limbsi 

My  hair  hangs  thick  with  dropping  isicles. 

And  my  bright  arms  be  frozen  to  the  earth. 

I  love  to  see  my  face  besmear'd  in  blood. 

To  have  a  gaping  wound  upon  my  flesh. 

Whose  very  mouth  would  make  a  lady  swoon. 

I  love  no  chamber-musick ;  but  a  drum. 

To   give  me  ■♦hunt»-up.     Could  your  grace 

endure 
To  lie  all  night  within  a  sheet  of  mail. 
By  a  drawn  sword  tliat  parts  not  from  my  side. 
Embrace  a  body  full  of  wounds  and  scars. 
And  hear  no  language  but  of  blood  and  wars  ? 
Such  is  my  life ;  such  may  my  honour  prove : 
Make  war  a  lady,  I  that  lady  love. 

Lady,  Fie,  fie,  you  run  quite  from  the  bias 

clean, 
To  love  that  deariy,  wliich  we  hate  so  deadly. 
If  love  and  I  be  one,  you  hate  us  both. 

Guy.  Then  can  I  love  no  lady  by  my  troths 
Madam,  farewel ;  for  under  my  command 
The  kine;  your  father  sends  ten  thousand  meo, 
I'o  win  the  holy  town  Jerusalem. 
Thither  must  I ;  esteeming  your  high  honour 
Like  a  bright  comet  and  unmatched  star ; 
But  love  no  woman  in  the  world,  save  war. 

[Exii. 
Lady.  Go,  flint;  strike  fire  upon  thy  enemiea 

steel. 
Whilst    I    descend    one    step  from   fortune's 

wheel. 
Thou  goest  before,  love  bids  me  follow  aller  t 
By  th^,  the  king  thy  lord  muse  lose  liisdauiebter. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Charles  like  an  out-law,  with  Bandet* 
tos  and  Thieves^  and  with  the  Ciown. 

Char.  Thieves,  and  good  feUows,  speak,  wbat 
.  should  I  call  you  ? 
There's    not    a   rogue  among  you  that  feara 

'*  heaven, 
Nor  one  that  hath  a  touch  of  honesty. 
Robbers,  and  knaves,  and  rascab  all  together^ 
Sweet  consort  of  vile  villains  list  to  me. 
Am  not  I  well  prefer'd  to  became  captain 


'^  Sc9nee$. — Block-houses,  or  foHKcations  in  war.  Mmshieu  says,  that  a  Mcamx  is  also  taken  for 
the  head,  because  a  aconce,  or  block-house,  is  made  round  in  the  fashion  of  a  head,  whereupon  comes 
the  term  in  Oxford  to  sconce  one,  Mulctare  pecunia,  i.  e.  to  set  up  so  much  in  the  Buttery-book  upon 
his  head,  to  pay  for  his  punishment  for  his  oflfence  Cl»mmitted. 

"  Vaward.— The  foremost  part  of  the  army  in  battle. 

•♦  Hmtes-np.— The  hunte^  was  the  name  of  a  tune  anciently  played  to  wake  the  hunters,  and  col- 
lect  tbea  together.    So,  in  Massinger»s  i>tifcf  qt  Miian,  A.  2.  S.  i :  ' 


I  was  never  yet 


At  such  a  hunt^upy  nor  was  so  rewarded.' 

See  also  Mr  Steevens's  Note  to  Rmeo  oad  Ja/M#,  A.  3.  S.  5. 
"  If eoMii,— God  i  first  edition. 
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Unto  a  crew  of  sudi  pemicioas  slaves  ? 
I  shall  have  soch  a  coil  to  make  vou  christians. 
And  brine  yon  to  some  shape  of  honesty. 
That  ere  I  do  it,  I  shall  make  your  bodies 
Nothing  but  scare-crows,  to  hang  round  these 
trees* 

Clomn.  Brave  capuin  Courageous  whom  death 
cannot  daunt ;  we  have  been  all  gentlemen  and 
house-holders ;  but  I  was  banished  for  nothing 
but  getting  of  bastards;  but  this  fellow  fled 
from  Venice,  for  killing  a  roan  cowardly  on  the 
Rialto;  some  for  one  villainy,  and  some  for 
another.  Our  captain  that  you  killed,  ami  now 
supply  his  place,  poison'd  a  worthy  merchant 
in  the  city  with  rats-bane;  and  flying  hither, 
for  his  Talour  we  made  him  our  genend.  But 
BOW,  brave  Cavallero,  to  thee  alone  we  sing 
Hooononero. 

Ckar.  Well,  I  must  have  you  now  turn  honest 
Uiieves. 
He  dnt  commits  a  rape,  shall  sure  be  hang'd : 
He  that  commits  a  murder,  shall  be  murdered 
With  the  same  weapon  that  did  act  the  deed. 
He  that  lobs  pilgrims,  or  poor  travellers. 
That  for  devotion's  sake  do  pass  these  mountains. 
He  shall  be  naked  tied  to  arms  of  trees. 
And  in  the  days  heat  stung  with  wasps  and  bees. 
Ye  slaves,  I'll  teach  you  some  civilitv. 

CUmm,  Captain,  what  shall  he  be  done  withal, 
that  lies  with  a  wench  with  her  will,  if  he  be 
hoi^;  that  lies  with  one  a^nst  her  will  ? 

Ckar.  ril  have  him  whipt. 

Ciawm,  See,  see,  I  think  the  captain  hath 
been  a  cook  in  his  time,  he  can  fit  sweet  meat 
with  sour  sauce.  But  what  a  fool  is  our  captain, 
to  prescribe  laws  to  out-laws?  if  we  would  have 
kept  the  laws  before  in  the  city,  we  needed  not 
to  hare  been  driven  now- to  leaid  our  lives  in  the 
ooantfj.  But,  captain,  since  your  are  our 
captain,  we  will  resign  onto  you  all  our  trea- 
sures and  prisoners,  and  our  spoils.  Take  pos- 
sessioa  of  them  '^  in  God's  name,  that  came  to 
OS  in  the  devil's  name. 

CAmr.  Your  prisoners,  spoils,  and  treasure, 
all  bring  forth, 
Tbat  I  may  seize  them  as  mine  own  by  right; 
As  heir  to  him  whom  I  have  slain  in  tight. 

Enter  the  Thieves,  bringing  in  the  Old  Earl 
bound, 

O.  £.  Bel,  \^lains,  I  know  you  drag  me  to 
my  death: 
And  ye  shaU  do  me  an  exceeding  '^  grace. 
Char.  I  am  deceived,  but  I  have  se«n  that 

foce. 
ViL  Come,  come  jrou  old  grey-beard,   vou 
OMiac  before  our  captain :  if  he  say  vivcj  then 
live;  if  not,  thou  diest  if  thou  were  his  father. 


Char,  Villain,  thou  liest  if  thou  wert  my 
brother : 
He  shall  not  die.    Upon  your  low  knees  fall, 
And  ask  him  pardon,  or  I'll  hang  you  all. 

0.  E,  Bol.  'Tween  joy  and  fear  amaz'd  in 
heart  I  stand : 
Doth  my  son  Charles  lead  this  unruly  band  } 

Charm  Your  only  son,  and  all  the  sons  you 
have, 
And  born  his  fother's  desperate  life  to  save. 

0.  £.  Bol.  How  cam'st  thou  here  ?  why  dost 
thou  call  thyself 
My  only  son?  having  three  brothers  more. 
Which  unto  n^e  thy  beauteous  mother  bore. 

Char,  Once  we  were  four,  all  fellow-prentices; 
And  after  fellow-soldiers,  prest  to  serve 
The  ^ood  duke  Robert  in  nis  holy  wars. 
But  m  a  storm,  our  ships  so  bravely  maoa'd. 
Were  wreck'd ;  and,  save  myself,  none  swam  to 

land. 
They  perish'd  there :  I  by  the  waves  and  winds 
W«s  driven  upon  this  coast  of  Italy, 
Where  landing  naked,  save  my  trusty  sword. 
This  crew  of  U>ld  bandittos  set  upon  me: 
But  in  the  dangerous  fipbt,  by  chance  I  slew 
The  luckless  captain  of  this  damned  crew : 
Who  since  have  made  me  captain,  here  to  stay. 
Till  fortune  grant  me  a  more  prosperous  way. 

0.  £.  Bol.  Mine  eyes  have  vow'd  to  die  the 
self  same  death 
My  sons  have  done:  son,  let  roe  weep  awhile^ 
To  bring  the  like  destruction  to  my  eyne ; 
These  in  salt  tears ;  they  in  a  sea  of  brine. 

Clown,  Is  this  our  captain's  father?  what  vil- 
lains were  we  to  use  him  so  roughly ! 

VU,  If  the  old  fornicator  had  but  told  us  so 
much,  we  should  have  had  the  grace,  either  to 
have  set  liim  free,  or  fortune  to  have  us'd  hkn 
more  gently. 

Char,  Since,  fiither,  we  have  met  this  happy 
.day* 
Secure  with  me  amongst  these  out-laws  stay. 

0.  E,  Bol.  Not  for  the  world;  since  I  have 
lost  my  sons. 
All  outward  joys  are  from  my  heart  remov'd : 
Vain  pleasures  I  abhor,  all  things  ''  defy. 
That  teach  not  to  despair,  or  how  to  die. 
Yet  ere  I  leave  the  world  I  vow  to  see 
His  holy  blessed  tomb  that  died  for  me. 

Char,  Then  take  along  with  you  this  bag  of 
gold 
To  bear  your  charge  in  every  inn  you  come : 
Deny  it  not,  relief  is  comfortable. 

0.  E.  Bol.  Thanks,  my  dear  son,  expence  it 
will  defray. 
And  serve  to  deal  to  poor  men  by  the  way. 
And  now  farewel,  sweet  Charles,  thou  all  my  sons, 
For  now  the  last  sand  in  my  hour-glass  runs. 


■^  /a  GM*!  »«■«.— The  id  edition  reads  m  Jwe^i  name. 

■7  Graeg.-^TIiK  fd  edition  reads  pUature. 

>s  D^f^L  e.  sefiMe  or  deny.    See  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  Rmuo  and  J^diet,  A.  5.  S.  3. 
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Char,  Ye  two  condact  -him  safe  beyond  the 
mountains. 

Vil.  Shall  The  one? 

Clown.  And  I  another  ? 

Char.  Ye  know  the  passages,  be  it  your  charpe. 

ViL  I  am  ^lad  the  silly  man  is  weak  and  old : 
By  heaven  my  fingers  tickle  at  his  gold. 

Clown.  Old  man,  is  your  purse  afloat  ? 
I  have  vow'd  to  cut  his  throaty 
But  to  have  it  every  groat.  \_Exeunt, 

Char.  And  now  return  we  to  survey  our  cave, 
Peruse  our  treasure  got  by  rape  and  spoil, 
Though  won  by  others,  yet  possest  by  us ; 
Yet  henceforth  shall  be  us'd  no  violence, 
ril  make  these  villains  work  in  several  trades, 
And  in  these  forests  make  a  common-wealth. 
When  them  to  civil  nurture  I  can  bring, 
They  shall  prochiim  me  of  these  mountains  king. 

{Exeunt. 

Enter  Eustace  and  his  Irishman. 

Eu$.  I  think  these  upright  craggy  mountain 

tops 
Are  (if  the  truth  were  known)  high  way  to  heaven. 
For  it  is  streight,  and  narrow,  and  some  places 
Are  for  the  steepness  inaccessible. 
Fair  fall  a  rafter,  and  a  gale  of  wind, 
Or  I  had  gone  to  heaven  a  way  by  water 
Nearer  than  this  by  land ;  that  way  thev  found. 
Who  in  the  salt  remorseless  seas  were  drown'd, 
My  brothers,  whom  I  dream  on  when  I  sleep ; 
And  ray  eyes  waking  at  their  fortunes  weep. 
Forgetting  them ;  the  friendly  Irish  coast 
Gave  me  safe  harbour;  thence  I  have  travel'd 

hither, 
Even  to  these  lofty  hills  of  Italy, 
After  prince  Robert  duke  of  Normandy. 
Tis  safer  sitting  in  my  master's  shopy 
Crying  what  lack  you,  than  'tis  here  to  stay. 
To  xvolves  and  wild  beasts  to  be  made  a  prey. 

Irish,  Master,  so  Christ  save  rae,  I  shall  wait 
on  thee;  wake  for  thee  when  thou  sleepest,  run 
for  thee  when  thou  biddest,  and  fly  a  thy  errands, 
like  an  arrow  from  a  bow,  when  kbou  wantest 
wine,  or  meat,  to  drink  or  eat,  or  any  other  ne- 
cessary provision. 

Now  I  have  left  my  best  friend  in  the  grave, 
My  fiiendship  and  my  service  you  shall  have. 
Eus,  Well,  fortune  hath  preserved  me  to  some 

end. 
It  is  for  something ;  that  I  did  not  sink. 
When  the  salt  waves  my  mouth  and  ears  did 

drink. 
I  might  have  fed  the  haddocks ;  but  some  power 
Is  my  good  master,  and  preserves  me  still. 
Well,  sword,  in  all  my  troubles  stand  me  bye, 
Thou  art  bound  to  wm  me  somewhat  ere  I  die. 


Enter  the  Clown  and  the  Villainy  dragging  the 
Old  Earl  violently/,  and  rifling  him. 

Clown.  Give  us  the  gold  my  captain  gave  you, 
you  old  anatomy. 

ViL  Grey-heard  deliver,  or  vou  are  but  dead. 

O.  E.  Bol.   Take  it,  my  friends;   full  little 
needs  this  strife. 
First  take  the  gold,  and  after  take  my  life. 

Clown.  Nay,  you  old  ''^  Jack  a  lent,  six  weeks 
and  upwards :  though  you  be  our  captain's  father, 
you  cannot  stay  there,  and  for  surety  that  you 
shall  not  go  back,  and  tell  him  whnt  we  have 
done  to  you,  we'll  kill  you,  and  fling  you  into 
some  coal-pit. 

ViL  Content ;  and  when  we  have  done,  we 
will  return  him  word  we  have  conducted  thee 
past  all  danger  of  the  mountains :  and  now  pre- 
pare thee  for  the  fatal  stroke. 

O,  E.  BoL  Thou  dost  me  a  great  kinduess, 
let  it  come ; 
God  take  my  soul,  now  when  thou  wilt  strike 
home. 

Eus.  He  strikes  his  own  soul  down  to  Erebits> 
That  lifts  a  sword  that  slmll  but  touch  bi»  fa«ir. 

Irish,  And  by  S.  Patrick  I'll  make  him  ^rter 
his  hose  with  his  guts,  that  strikes  any  stroke 
here. 

Clown,  Whom  have  we  here  ?  a  gentleman 
and  his  water-spaniel  ?  let^  rob  them  too,  and 
after  kill  the  Grey-beard. 

ViL  Content,  content.    Sirrah,  stand. 

Eus.  Yes,  I  will  stand,  base  wretch^  when 
thou  shalt  fall; 
And  strike  thee  dead,  and  trampline  on  thy 

"bulk 
By  stamping  with  my  foot  crush  out  thy  soul. 
Take  that,  you  slave,  for  bidding  Eustace  stand. 
[He  beats  them  both  away. 
Now,  father,  go  in  peace. 

O.  E.  BoL  Thanks,  my  fair  son, 
By  whose  stout  valour  1  have  freedom  won. 
I  can  bestow  upon  you  nought  but  thanks. 
Unless  you  will  divide  this  gold  with  me. 

Eus.  No, father,  keep  it;   thou  art  old  and 
poor: 
But  when  I  want,  my  sword  shiill  purchase  more. 
[Apart  to  hirruelf. 

0,  E.  BoL  By  viewing  him  my  former  griefs 
abouncf. 
Even  such  a  one  was  Eustace  that  was  drown'd : 
Which  had  he  liv'd,  his  stature,  years,  and  aU, 
Would  have  resembled  his,  so  streight,  so  tall. 
So  fait,  so  strong,  of  such  a  worthy  spirit ; 
But  his  blest  soul,  by  this,  doth  heaven  inherit. 
Grief  for  his  death  so  near  my  heart  doth  dwell. 
That  for  my  life  I  cannot  say  farewel.        [Exii„ 


■9  Jack  a  lent.-^ee  Note  on  Green's  Tu  Quoquey  Vol.  II. 

^  BM—i.  e.  body.    See  Note  $ieThe  Firwt  Part  ^Jerommo,  VoU  I.  p.  461. 
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Bus.  The  captain's  father,  whom  the  slaves 
had  kili'd 
Had  not  our  coming  intervented  them, 
Besembles  mine  in  gesture,  fuce,  and  look. 
But  the  old  earl  my  father  is  by  this 
Within  the  walls  of  fair  Jerusalem, 
Else  had  I  surely  took  this  uj^d  man 
VbAve  ask'd  him  blessing.  But  what  next  ensues  ? 
I  find  these  moontains  will  be  full  of  news. 

Emter  CHASLESy  Clown,  Villain^  and  the  Crew, 

CUfWM,  Captain,  a  prize !  we  two  were  assailed 
b^  two  hundred,  and  of  them  two  hundred  we 
kilTd  all  but  these  two.  These  are  the  remain- 
der of  them  that  are  lef^  alive. 

CMar,    Go  two  or  three  of  you,  and  fetch 
them  in : 
If  they  resist  you,  take  their  weapons  from  them. 

C/(WJI.  I  had  rather  somebody  else  should  at- 
tempt them  than  I  now :  but  since  there  is  no 
other  remedy,  give  me  three  or  four  of  the  stoutest 
of  our  crew,  and  then  God  and  S.  Anthony. 

Eiu.  More  thieves  and  villains  have  begirt  us 
ro.ond. 
Now,  Eustace,  for  the  honour  of  thy  name. 
Return  them  to  their  captain  back  with  shame. 
[He  sett  upon  them  all,  and  bents  them. 

Char.  Now  by  mine  honour,  the  best  piece  of 
flesh 
That  ever  in  these  woods  held  out-law  play. 
Even  such  a  spirit  had  Eustace  when  he  liv'd  : 
We  must  not  lose  this  gallant ;  if  we  can. 
Well  strive  to  make  him  our  companion. 

Ehs.  Ye  slaves,  I'll  beat  you  all  into  a  mouse- 
bole: 
And  like  a  baited  lion  at  a  stake, 
Kill  ail  the  cnrs  that  come  but  near  to  bark. 
Ye  oils,  have  ye  no  better  men  amongst  you  ? 
Defy  your  captain  from  me :  here  I  stand. 
To  dare  him  to  a  combat  hand  to  hand. 

Char.  I  were  a  bastard,  not  my  father^s  son, 
Should  I  refuse  it. 

Eat.  By  all  tlie  land  I  have  lefb  roe  in  the 
world, 
TW's  hut  ray  grave :  captain,  thou  honourest  me. 

Char.  By  all  the  wealth  I  brought  into  these 
woods, 
That's  bat  my  sword,  thou  dost  the  like  to  me. 
Thou  sbalt  have  fiur  play,  gallant,  by  mine 
honour. 

Ems.  False  was  my  mother  to  my  father's  bed, 
If  I  should  ask  more  odds  of  Hercules. 

Char.  He  dies  upon  my  sword,  disturbs  our 

Or  in*tbe  fight  dares  disadvantage  thee. 
Em.  Were  I  the  world  commanding  Alexander, 


I  would  make  thee  my  Ephestion  for  that  word. 
I  love  thee  for  thy  valour,  captain  thief. 

Char.  'Tis  that  preserves  thee  from  our  vio- 
lence. 
An  honoured  mind  lies  in  this  out-law's  shape. 
So  much  I  reckon  of  thy  chivalry, 
That  wert  thou  roaster  of  an  Indian  roine, 
Thou  should'st  not  be  diminished  one  denier. 
Securely  fight,  thy  purse  is  sanctuary 'd, 
And  in  this  place  sluill  *'  beard  the  proudest 
thief. 

Ens.  An   honour*d  minded  villain,   by   my 
sword, 
A  right  good  fellow,  and  an  honest  thief 
If  I  should  have  thee  prostrate  at  my  mercy, 
I  will  not  kill  thee  for  thy  liberal  offer. 
Yet  win  it,  lad,  and  take  it  without  fail  t 
I  scorn  to  have  my  purse  go  under  hail. 

Char.  He  goes  beyond  me  in  heroick  thoughts : 
To  thine  I  stake  down  this :  stand  all  apart. 
He  that  steps  in,  be  subject  to  our  curses : 
And  now  the  better  man  take  both  the  purses. 

Eus.  It  is  a  match.  Til  seize  them  to  thy  grief. 
Now,  "True-man,  try,  if  thgu  canst  rob  a  Siief. 

They  fight ;  as  they  are  fighting,  enter  Bella 
Tkakcaj  pursued  by  an  Out-law ;  she  runs 
betwixt  them  and  parts  them. 

B.  Fran.  If  ye  were  bom  of  women,  aid  a 

woroan. 
Char.  Why,  what's  the  matter! 
JB.  Fran.  Oh,  turn  the  edges  of  your  swords 
'gainst  him. 
That  in  the  forest  would  have  ravish'd  me. 
Char.  Cease  thy  pursuit;  and,  stranger,  pause 
awhile, 
To  hear  the  tenour  of  this  lady's  plaint. 

Eus.  Why  then  kings  truce.     But  let  the 
purses  lie : 
They'll  fall  to  my  advantage  by  and  by. 

Char.  Now  tell  me,  lady,  what's  your  suit  to 

roe? 
B.  Fran.  To  save  my  life  from  foul  inchastlty. 
For  passing  by  these  countries  on  my  way, 
To  pay  my  zealous  vows  in  Golgotha, 
Attended  only  by  a  little  page ; 
This  villain,  with  a  crew  of  ruffianr  thieves, 
Seiz'd  what  we  had  first,  haled  my  page  from  me. 
And  afier  would  have  wrack'd  my  chastity. 
But,  being  swift  of  foot,  fear  lent  me  wings 
Hither  (I  hope  in  happy  time)  to  flie. 
Either  to  save  mine  honour,  or  to  die. 

Char.  Thy  honour  and  thy  life  are  both  se* 
cor'd : 
And,  for  a  lady's  sake  you  much  resemble. 
Command  my  sword,  my  subjects,  and  my  cave, 


Beard  the  proudest  thirf.—See  Note  S9  to  Edward  11.  Vol.  I.  p.  174. 
Tme-ifiaii.— See  Note  88  to  Gammer  Gurton*s  Needle,  Vol.  I.  p.  lib. 
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Where  saccovr,  att  ofencelett,  yea  thall  have. 
Sirrtiby  go  you  and  scour  about  the  hiU. 

Chwn,  I  np,  [Esit, 

B,  Fran.  How  like  is  be  to  Charles  by  ship- 
wreck dead! 
And  be  to  Eustace  perish*d  in  the  waves ! 
But  they  are  both  immortal  saints  in  heaven  s 
Yet  I  am  glad  because  these  shapes  are  theirs. 
My  happy  coming  hath  ta'en  up  their  strife. 
Preserving  mine  own  honour  and  my  life. 
Eta.  So  blush'd  my  sbter:  and  this  out-law 
thief 
Hath  a  resemblance  to  my  brother  Charles : 
But  she  in  London  lives  a  virgin  pure ; 
He  in  some  huge  whale's  belly  too  too  sure. 

Char.  A  preUy  wench  i'iaith ;  I'll  marry  her. 
And  make  her  queen  of  all  this  out-bw  crew. 

Eus.  I  9m  half  in  love  already,  at  first  sight: 
How  will  this  raging  flame  increase  by  night  I 
Char,  Fair  b^uteous  maid,  resign  your  love 
tome; 
Mistress  of  all  these  forests  you  shall  be. 
ilttf.  Love  me,  FU  kiss  away  these  tears  of 
grief; 
Sweet  wench,  em'brace  a  true-man,  scorn  a 
thief. 
Char.  How  now,  sh*  sauce !  you  are  as  bold, 
methinks, 
As  if  yon  were  a  free-man  of  our  trade ; 
None  but  myself  plead  interest  in  this  maid. 
Eus,  My  interest  it  as  much;    in  this  'tb 
greater, 
Because  that  of  the  two  I  love  her  better. 
Char,  Proud  passenger,  FU  make  thee  eat 

that  word. 
Eus,  If  I  eat  air,  thou  shalt  digest  my  sword. 
Char.  Revive  this  quarrel,  let  the  former  die; 
Fight  we  for  her,  and  let  the  purses  lie. 

Eus.  Out-law,  I  rather  love  to  fight  than 
brawl; 
III  win  from  thee  thy  wench,  thy  purse,  and  all. 
B.  Fran.  Stay,  gentlemen. 

[She  steps  betmeem  them, 
Eu$.  By  heaven,  I  scorn  to  stay, 
Till  both  the  purses  I  have  ta'en  away. 

Char.  My  sword  finr  me,  my  mistress,  and  my 


^i 


My  resolution  shall  my  claim  uphold. 

Enter  the  Clown,  running  betwixt  them. 

Clown.  What  do  yon  mean,  gentlemen,  to 
fight  among  yoorselves,  that  shouU  be  friends^ 


and  bad  more  need  to  take  one  another's  pan  to 
fight  against  your  enemies?  We  shall  all  be 
slain,  killed,  murdered,  massacred.  For  my 
own  part,  if  I  had  nine  lives,  like  a  cat,  they 
were  all  sure  to  die  one  dog's  death. 

Char.  Why  ?  what's  the  matter,  fellow  ? 
Clown.  On,  noble  captain,  we  shall  all  be 
slain.  Tancred,  a  prince  of  Italy,  with  mn 
array,  hath  beset  the  foot  of  the  mountains,  and 
hath  vow'd  to  make  venison  of  all  us  poor  out- 
laws, and  kill  us  like  deer.  God  be  with  too  : 
FU  go  shia  for  one.  V^*^' 

Char.  *'  Dear  we  will  be  to  him,  beHire  he 
doit, 
And  dearly  fell  our  desperate  carcases. 
Kind  stranger,  wilt  thou  take  a  truce  with  me. 
Thou  shalt  divide  with  me  my  dignity : 
We  two  will  jointly  o'er  these  mountains  reipi^ 
And  by  our  valours  our  estates  maintain. 

Eus,  Because  I  hear  thy  life  in  jeopardy. 
And  thou  hast  dealt  with  me  so  honourably. 
Receive  my  hand ;  now  I  am  wholly  thine. 
And,  ye  mad  rogues,  I  am  half  your  captain  now. 
Look  when  ye  see  me  nod,  ye  crouch  aud  kneel. 
Make  legs,  and  ^curt'sies,  and  keep  bare  your 
crowns. 
Ciown.  Tis  hard  to  teach  them  manners  that 
are  clowns. 
But  for  mv^own  part,  here's  a  le^  here's  a  cap, 

here's  a  knee ; 
All  these,  sweet  halPcaptain,  I  reserve  ibr  theeu 
Eus.  Speak,  do  you  all  accept  me  ? 
All.  We  do,  we  do. 

Eus.  Then,  brother  thief,  I  am  tura'd  oat- 
law  too. 
But,  to  do  no  man  wrong,  I  make  that  law. 
Only  to  pass  this  tedious  summer  here. 
Till  we  our  down-cast  fiirtunes  mav  up-rear. 
Char.  You  share  with  me  in  ^'  love,  io  mind, 
in  all.  [Sift  msmrek. 

But,   heark!    I  hear  our  enemier  dnima  do 
brawl. 
Eus,  Their  voice  is  welcome :  oh,  that  I  had 
with  me 
As  many  good  lads,  honest  prentices,     LApmrt, 
From  Eastcheap,  Canwick-street,  and  London 

stone. 
To  end  this  battle,  as  could  wish  themaehnes 
Under  my  conduct  if  they  knew  me  here  1 
The  doubtful  dav's  success  we  need  not  ^ear. 
Char,   Oh,    iv  some   Cheapside   bojs   for 
Charles  to  lead  I  L^^^mm^- 


^3  I^tar  iMwOliels  Mm,  AM^— This  species  of  qntbbUng  is  very 
ShtkMptareiMkTkeFirstPart^HemylV.  A,5.8,4. 

*'  Death  hath  not  struck  so  fat  a  deer  to  day. 
Though  many  dearer  'm  this  bloody  fray." 

See  also  other  mstances  hi  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  the  last  passage. 
^  Cari'nei.^Tbe  first  edition  reads  erinfee. 
*^  Looe^-The  first  edition  reads  end. 
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Thjey  would  stick  to  k,  when  these  out-laws  faH. 
Wtalies  are  wind,    let's  think   ottraelTes  well 

mann'd; 
Well  s9oaer  die  than  fly,  so  make  a  stand. 

Eater  TANcaED,  with  Drum  and  Soldiers, 

Tan.  Are  these  the  ouc-laws  that  disturb  our 
peace? 
Think  they  these  mountain-tops  can  shelterthem 
From  oar  revenge,  and  just-assembled  arms? 
Ckar.  Come,  come,  let  us  prepare  to  auswer 
them. 
I  Tan.  Which  be  the  chief  of  these  confounded 

troops? 
I         Ck&r,  Prince,  I  am  one  of  them. 
Ems.  And  I  another. 
Ckar,  I  am  his  friend. 
Eut.  And  I  hb  outrlaw-brother. 
Tan.  How    dare   you  stand  contemptuous 
'gainst  yowr  liege  ? 
Captains,  ye  are  our  men. 

CAtfT.  iW  we  deny: 
I  am  a  stranger,  Tancred. 
Ems,  So  am  I. 
IWm.  Ssch  valour  is  reported  to  appear 

[Apart  to  his  own  people, 
la  the  hns^  deeds  of  these  rude  foresters, 
That  we  could  rather  wish  they  were  our  friends, 
To  dwell  in  cities,  than  keep  out  iu  caves. 
Considering  now  what  wars  we  have  in  hand, 
Their  waitia]  spuits  might  much  advantage  us, 
I       Wooid  they  but  keep  within  some  honoured 
'  bounds. 

We*H  work  them  if  we  can  to  our  alliance. 
And  rather  motion  love,  than  proud  defiance. 
Ckar.  Why  comes  the  County  Palatine  in 
arms. 
To  fight  aemnat  unarmed  foresters  ? 
If  IhoQ  wik  win  renown,  bend  thy  brave  forces 
'Gainst  Pagans  that  besiege  Jerumlem. 
Sfoall  fame  and  honour  canst  thou  win  thee 

here; 
Besides,  our  cheap  lives  thou  shatt  purchase 
dear. 
Ems,  We  have  reform'd  these  villains  since  we 
came, 
Aad  taught  them  manners  and  civilihr : 
All  rape  and  murder  we  repay  with  death ; 
Amongst  us  doth  not  live  a  ravisher. 
Tan,  I  have  heard  no  less  but  that  you  weed 
out  such 
As  pass  the  bounds  of  Christian  honesty ; 
Which  makes  me  rather  offer  peace  than  war. 
But  what  bright  virgin  stands,  so  discontent? 
Char,  Mylifo. 
jEics.  My  love. 

Tan,  The  word  bad  been  well  spent. 
If  I  had  said  mine  too :  for  I  protest, 
Of  all  tlm  number  I  affect  her  best. 


Char,  Believe  me,  ieUow-partner  in  my  rule, 
You  offer  wrone  to  impart  in  this  my  love. 

Eus.  Half  of  all's  mine,  I  claim  it  as  my  due; 
In  which,  bright  virgin,  I  except  not  you. 

Tan,  1  do  contain  my  love  with  much  ado. 
For  her  (methinks)  I  could  turn  out-law  too. 
Eus,  What,  do  you  think  to  have  a  double 
share? 
Half  of  Iter's  mine ;  I  will  not  bate  an  hair. 
Char,  By  thine  own  words  thou  gav'st  me 

half  at  least. 
Eus.,  But  I'll  have  all,  my  title  is  increas'd. 
Tan,  Stay,  captains,  for  our  annual  crown's 
revenues, 
We  would  not  lose  the  weakest  of  you  both. 
So  much  do  we  affect  your  chivalries. 
Let  me  take  up  this  mutual  enmity  : 
Your  quarrel  is  for  her;  both  woald  enjoy  her. 
You  claim  her  as  your  right.         [To  Chables. 
Char.  Tis  true  I  do. 
Tan,  And,  captain,  you  say  she  belongs  to 

you. 
Eus.  True  (valiant  prince),  my  \iopes  shall 
his  destroy ; 
Thou  art  mine  own,  sweet  wench.    **  Heaven 
give  us  joy ! 
Tan.  Then  till  this  strict  contention  ended  be, 
Deliver  this  bright  virgin  unto  me. 
Here  shall  our  former  hate  and  discord  cease ; 
This  lady  shall  be  hostnge  of  your  peace. 
Unto  thy  charge  we  give  ten  thousand  men. 

[To  Charles. 
As  many  soldiers  we  resign  to  thee. 

[To  Eustace. 
Make  me  her  keeper  till  these  wars  be  done ; 
Ye  have  the  price,  I  my  content  have  won. 
Char,  Honour  hath  taught  the  Palatine  to 

speak. 
Eus,  Since  what  we  both  desire,  one  con  but 
have, 
Take  charge  of  her.    Let  me  receive  the  charge 
Of  a  great  army,  and  commanding  power ; 
Before  I  marry,  I  must  win  my  dower. 

Char.  So  say  I  too ;  and,  out-law  life,  adieu. 
Tan.  And  welcome,  love,  which  I  must  keep 
for  you. 
Their  drums  shall  scold,  mine  shall  have  time 

to  cease. 
And  whilst  they  war,  with  her  I'll  make  my  peace. 
Are  you  content,  sweet  lady  ? 

B.  Fran,  I  must  do 
That  wliich  amongst  you  all  best  pleaseth  you. 
I  am  a  prisoner;  prisoners  most  obey ; 
You  say  I  shall,  and  I  must  not  say  nay. 
Char.  Do  so,  sweet  l6ve. 
Eus.  Till  these  wars  ended  be, 
I  pr'ythee,  sweet  love,  keep  thy  heart  to  me. 
Tan.  Come,  captain,  we  bequeath  you  to 
your  chaise. 


*♦  Heaven^^The  first  edition  reads  God* 
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CAirr.  Thtn  shall  ye  on  these  Lombard  cfaam- 
pains  die. 
To  arms,  braTe  soldiers ! 

Eu8,  Strike  up,  warlike  drum ; 
Prepare  Ton,  Christian  princes,  now  we  come. 
God,  otay,  brave  prince  Tancred,  stay,  great 
Norman  duke. 
Out  of  my  zeal  to  God  and  Christendom, 
To  staunch  the  blood  which  should  be  broadi*d 

this  day, 
Unto  the  grief  of  all  that  honoar  Christ, 
And  ioy  to  such  as  lore  idobtry ; 
I  Hiake  this  challenge  general  throogh  the  host 
Of  him  that  interrupts  us  on  our  way. 
If  any  proud  Italian  dare  take  up 
The  honour*d  gage  which  I  have  here  thrown 

down, 
And  fight  a  single  combat  for  our  passage ; 
Thoe  shall  be  made  our  strict  conditions : 
If  him  I  conquer,  all  our  host  shall  march 
Without  least  let  and  contradiction : 
If  I  be  vaoquishM  by  thy  diampion*s  hand. 
Our  army  shall  march  back  out  of  thy  land. 
Char.  A  princely  motion  to  save  Christian 
blood. 
Great  prince  of  Italy,  upon  my  knee 
I  humbly  beg  I  may  thy  champion  be. 

r««.  Thou  haet  tbjf  suit;  thy  valour  hath  been 
try'd: 
With  a  rough  brow  see  thou  confront  his  pride. 
JM.  ThM  what  Sen  thoosand  Christian  lives 
should  right, 
These  two  brave  lords  wM  end  in  single  iight. 
Ton.  It  is  agreed. 

Eu8,  Stand  to*t,  brave  outlaw-brother, 
WottM  I  were  one  6f  them. 
Gay.  And  I  the  other. 
Char,  What  weapon  wilt  thou  use? 
God.  That  which  neat  comes. 
Give  me  this  parciaan ;  uow  strike  op,  droms^ 
Char.  Give  me  this  soldier's ;  trumpet,  sound 
a  charge: 
1*11  stop  the  passage  which  he  seeks  t*  enlarge. 
.   GmL  PrifKes,  stand  off,  my  wi^like  arm  this 

day. 
For  aU  your  troops,  shall  win  a  prosperous  way. 
Ci4ir.  Thou  canst  not  enter,  chough  the  way 
stood  ope ; 
My  heart,  and  tms,  thy  passage  vows  to  stop. 
God.  Yet  will  I  through. 
Char.  Thou  sbak  not,  this  says  nay. 
God.  Oh,  but  behold !  I  have  this  to  hew  my 
way* 

Theyjlght,  and  are  parted  by  Robert  and 
Tancred. 

Tan.  I  would  not  lose  my  champion  &X  the 

worid.  [spent, 

Rob.  Nor  I  this  prince  i  tot  were  these  spirits 


All  Christendom  their  fortunes  might  lamenl. 
Part  them  on  equal  odds,  and  equul  terms : 
Both  alike  valiant,  both  have  hononr  woo. 
More  valorous  Uve  not  underneath  the  sun. 

Tan.  We  will  reserre  their  hanglity  chivalries. 
To  exercise  acainst  God*s  enemies. 

Eut.  They  have  won  honour,  I  have  idly  stood : 
By  my  good  stars  I'll  have  a  challenge  too. 
If  any  in  their  camp  dares  answer  me. 
Give  me  thy  pike,  a  pike  a  prince  may  traU| 
And  at  that  weapon  will  I  challenge  all. 
Great  prince,  these  fiery  princes  that  came 

hither 
To  brave  our  forces,  had  a  champion 
To  challenge  us:  are  we  as  valiant, 
And  shall  we  fail  to  do  the  like  to  them  ? 
Give  me  but  leave,  my  km),  to  send  one  boast 
T*  affright  them,  like  a  devi^  throogh  their  host. 

3'an.  It  pleaseth  us ;  then  when  tlK>u  wilt  begin. 

Rob,   What  champion  shall  we  have  to  an- 
swer him  ? 

Guy.  I  should  esteem  him  my  immortal  foe. 
That  should  attempt  to  take  away  the  honour 
Of  such  a  strong  encounter  from  ray  hand. 
Champion,  appear  betwixt  our  royal  hosts. 
Let's  see  thy  strength  make  good  thy  haug|bty 
boasts. 

Eus.  I  am  here;  stand  thou  forth  on  the  ad-> 
verse  part. 
Survey  me  well,  brave  Hector  I  resemble. 
Whose  very  brow  did  make  the  Greeks  to  tremble. 

Guv.  But  I,  Achilles,  proud  ambitious  boy. 
Will  drag  thy  coarse  about  the  walls  of  Truy. 
Give  me  thy  pike,  V\\  toss  it  like  a  reed. 
And  with  tms  bullrrush  make  mine  enemy  bleed. 
Rapier  and  pike !  is  that  thy  honoured  play  ? 
Look  down,  ye  gods,  this  combat  to  survey. 

Em.  Rapier  and  pike  this  combat  shall  decide; 
Gods,  angtus,  men,  sliatl  see  me  tame  thy  pride. 

Guy.  Thou  do'st  thyself  wrong  to  o*er-<^mrge 
thine  arm 
With  such  a  weapon  as  ihou  canst  not  widd. 
ril  teach  thee ;  thou  shalt  like  my  zany  be. 
And  foign  to  do  ray  cunning  after  me. 

Eut.  Thou  woufd*st  instruct  thy  master  at  this 


thou  th 


Think'st  thou  this  rye-straw  can  o'er-rule  my  arm? 
Thus  do  I  bear  him  when  I  use  to  march ; 
Thus  can  I  fling  him  up,  and  catch  him  thus  t 

[They  tots  their  pika. 
Then  thus,  to  try  the  ^news  of  my  arm. 

Guy.  But  thou  sliould'st  charge  him  tbns,  ad- 
vance him  thus. 
Thus  should*st  thou  take  him,  when  thou  seest 

from  for 
The  violent  horses  run  to  break  our  ranks. 
Eut.  All  that  is  nothing,  I  can  toss  him  tfaos. 
Guy,  1  thus :  'tis  easier  sport  than  the  ^^  ba- 


3S  Balo0H<—u  e.  foot-balL    BahnyfT^     S* 
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£■9.  W«  trifle  tim^  this  shall  thy  rage  with- 
stand. 

Otfjr.  With  this,  oor  host  sfaaU  pierce  thy  sove- 
reign's land. 

They  fight;  Robert  and  the  Palatine  cast  their 
'^^marderi  between  them,  and  part  them, 

Eoh.  That  k>8t  sboold  lose  ten  tlMKisaBd  Pa- 
^ns  lives 
With  the  rich  hoaoar  of  their  overthrow, 
That  sho«ld  hot  Idse  his  champion  iu  this  conhat. 
If  both  should  perish,  oar  brave  Christian  army 
Shotiid  be  more  #eak  by  thousands  than  it  was. 
Tan.  Their  matchless  valour  have  prevailed 
with  U8{ 
Aeely  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  our  land ; 
Our  army  here  we  do  conjoin  with  yours. 
To  lead  theai  to  the  ftir  Jemsalem. 
Bob,  We  pawn  our  faith  to  this  perpetual 
league: 
And  now  we  shew  ourselves  that  Christian  host, 
In  which  true  peace  should  flourish  and  abound ; 
Unco  this  peace  let  dmras  and  trumpets  sound. 
Chaminons,  embrace ;  and  aU  your  stem  debate 

[FUmrith. 
Poor  in  abundance  on  the  Pagans'  heads. 
Princes  and  lords,  let  our  united  bands 
Wis  back  Judea  from  the  Pagans'  hands. 

[Esevmt  marching, 

Manet  the  French  Lady, 

LaAf,  Thnshave  I  mask'd  my  bashful  modesty 
Under  the  habit  of  a  trusty  page, 
And  now  my  servant's  servant  am  I  made. 
Lsve,  that  transform'd  the  gods  to  sundry  shapes. 
Hath  wrought  in  me  this  metamorphosia. 
H y  love  and  lord,  that  honoured  me  a  woman, 
LtMres  me  a  youth,  employs  me  every  where ; 
I  serve  him,  wait  upon  hnn ;  and  he  swears 
He  &voars  both  my  truth  and  diligence : 
And  now  I  have  learnt  to  be  a  perfect  page. 
He  will  have  none  to  truss  his  points  but  me, 
At  board  to  wait  upon  his  cup  but  me. 
To  bear  hit  target  m  the  field  but  me. 
Kay,  many  a  thing,  which  makes  me  blnrii  to 

speak; 
He  w31  have  none  to  lie  with  him  but  me ; 
I  dream  and  dream,  and  things  come  in  my  mind : 
Only  I  hide  my  eyes ;  but  my  poor  heart 
b  barr'd  and  kept  from  love's  "  society. 
like  Tantalus,  such  is  my  poor  repast, 
I  see  the  apples  that  I  cannot  taste. 
Fff  stay  my  time,  and  hope  yet,  ere  I  die. 


My  heart  shall  feast  as  richly  as  my  eye. 

[E»it,    FUmrith. 

Enter  the  Old  Souldait,  the  Young  Sopht, 
tables  and  forms;  and  Moaetes,  Tvrmus^ 
with  Drum  and  Soldiers, 

Soul,  Counsel,  brave  lords;   the  Christian 
army  marcheth 
Even  to  our  gates  with  paces  undistorb'd ; 
The  hollow  mth  resounds  with  wei^  of  arms, 
And  shrinks  to  bear  so  huge  a  multitude. 
They  make  a  valley  as  they  march  along. 
And  raising  hilb  encompass  either  sidow 
Counsel,  brave  lords,  these  terrors  to  decide. 

Sophy,  Jove^s  great  vicegerent  over  all  (he 
world : 
Let  us  confront  their  pride,  and  with  our  powers 
Disperse  the  strength  of  their  assembled  troops. 

Soul,  Sion  is  ours  by  conquest ;  all  J  odea 
Is  the  rich  honour  of  our  conquering  swords. 
Shall  we  not  guard  it  then,  and  make  our  breasts 
The  walls  that  shall  defend  Jerusalem  f 

Sophy,  They  shall  march  over  us,  that  march 
this  way : 
Before  the  Christians  shall  attain  these  walls 
With  dead  men's  fMes  we  will  pave  the  earth. 

Soul,  I  cannot  judge  the  Christians  are  so  mad 
To  come  in  way  of  battle,  but  of  peace. 

Sophy,  They  rather  travel  in  demotion, 
To  pay  their  vows  at  their  Messiah's  tomb. 
And  so,  as  pilgrims,  not  as  soldiers  come. 

Soul,  Your  own  power  blinds  you,  and  hath 
skreen'd  your  eyes. 
My  hairs  do  wear  experience  liverv  j 
But  yours,  the  badge  of  youth  and  idleness. 
Their  army  stands  upon  a  mountain  top, 
like  a  huge  forest ;  their  tall  pikes,  like  pines. 
In  iieieht  do  over-peer  the  lower  trees ; 
Their  horsemen  ride  like  Centaurs  in  the  meads, 
And  scoot  abroad  for  pillage  and  for  prey : 
Courase  is  their  good  captain. 

Sopiy,  Courage !  no. 
Pale  fear,  and  black  destruction,  lead  the  foe. 

Soul,  I  say  again,  the  Christian  princes  lead 
An  army,  for  their  power  invincible. 
Victorious  hope  sits  hovering  on  their  plumes ; 
Their  gikled  armour  shines  against  the  sua, 
Dazsling  our  eyes  from  top  <h  yonder  hill, 
like  the  brisht  streaks  that  flow  from  paradise. 

Sophy,  On,  conquest  worthy  the  brave  Persian 
swords! 
Let  us  descend  from  forth  die  town  and  meet 
them. 


3^  Wvders. — ^Warders  appear  to  have  been  a  kind  of  truncheons  carried  by  the  person  who  presided 
at  these  single  combats.  On  its  being  thrown  down,  both  the  parties  were  obliged  to  cease  firiitinff. 
So,  ia  the  account  given  by  Hall  oi  the  duel  between  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  and  Duke  of  Herdord,7t 
jssaad,  *<  The  Dnke  of  Narffbike  was  not  Ml  set  fonrarde  wteen  the  Kyoge  cast  dMM  his  ««^ 
the  heraultes  cried  ho,  ho.  Then  the  Kyng  caused  their  speres  to  be  taken  firom  them,  4(e."  k^ 
indmctwnt0theHistmyqfHemryir.fo\.3,  SeealsoMrSteevens'sNoteonKtviiMftArd//.  A.l.S.S. 

tr  S»cw<y.^The  first  edition  reads  «a<te/y. 
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Saul.  No. 
Sophy.  Yes. 

Saul.  ^'  Should  Jove  himself  io  thunder  an- 
swer I, 
When  we  say  no ;  we'd  pull  him  from  the  sky. 
Saphy.    Sftould  Souldan^    Sophy,   priest,  or 
presbyter. 
Or  gods,  or  devils,  or  men,  gainsay  our  will, 
Him,  them,  or  thee,  would  the  brave  Persian  kill. 
Mar,  Quench  your  hot  spleens  with  drops  of 
sweet  advice, 
Temper  your  rage  with  counsel,  mighty  kings. 
Soul.  I  say  we  will  make  peace  with  Chris- 
tendom. 
Sophy.  I  say  the  Persian  scorns  to  be  col- 
league. 
Or  to  have  part  with  them  of  Christendom. 
Soul.  Yet  hear  my  age. 
Sophy.  Yet  hearken  to  my  youth.  [age. 

Mar.  My  tongue  give  place  unto  the  Souldan's 
Tur.   But  I  applaud  the  Persian's  youthful 

rage. 
Saul.  Stay,  lords,  our  grave  experience  doth 
foresee 
The  mischiefs  that  attend  on  this  debate. 
We  tread  the  (lath  of  our  dsstruction, 
By  our  dissentions  grow  the  Christians  strong, 
Whom  onr  united  hearts  may  easily  quell. 
Brave  Persian  Sophy,  we  commend  your  hate 
To  them  that  have  abhorr'd  our  Pagan  gods; 
Yet  temper  it  with  wisdom,  valiant  prince. 
Tis  our  security  I  would  increase. 
When  with  my  words  I  mention  gentle  peace. 
Mar.  Experience  doth  instruct  the  Souldan's 
tongue, 
Hearken  to  him,  he  speaks  judicially. 
Sophy.  My  tongue  a  while  gives  licence  to 
mine  ear ; 
Tlie  depth  of  your  grave  wisdom  let  us  hear. 
Soul.  Then  thus,  let's  send  unto  the  Christians' 
h(»t. 
To  know  what  cause  hath  brought  them  thus  far 

arm'd. 
If  peaceably  they  come  to  visit  here 
The  ancient  reliques  of  their  Saviour's  tomb ; 
Peace  shall  conduct  them  in,  and  guard  them  out. 
But  if  they  come  to  conquer  Sion's  hill. 
And  make  irruption  through  our  triple  walls; 
Death  and  despair  shall  ambush  in  their  way, 
And  we  will  seize  the  ensigns  they  display. 
Sophy.  My  youth  yields  willingly  to  your  grave 
years: 
Let  it  be  so.    But  whom  shall  we  elect 
To  be  created  lords  embassadors  ? 

Soul.  Moretes  shall  be  one ;  for  I  am  sure 
He  will  employ  his  tongue,  peace  to  procure. 


Sophy.  Tumus  another;   he  that  all  things 
dares. 
Will  with  defiance  stir  them  up  to  wars. 
Soul.  Moretes  and  brave  Turnus,  speed  you 
straight 
Unto  the  Christian  host ;  say,  if  they  come 
Like  pilgrims,  to  behold  the  sepulchre. 
Our  gates  stand  open  to  receive  them  in; 
And  be  you  painful  to  persuade  a  peace. 
But  if  they  stand  upon  their  liostile  ground. 
Say  that  our  breasts  are  arm^d,  our  swords  are 

keen. 
Bold  are  our  hearts,  and  fiery  is  our  spleeo* 
And  so  be  gQue. 
Mar.  I  to  persuade  a  peace.  [£jnV. 

Tur.  I  go  the  furious  rage  of  war  t'  encrease. 

[Erit. 
SauL  We  will  mean  time  conduct  onr  royal 
hoscs^ 
(One  half  is  nnne,  the  other  you  shall  lead) 
To  intercept  them  ere  they  win  the  sight 
Of  these  invincible  and  high^bnilt  walk. 
Brave  Persians,  we  will  both  in  ambush  lie. 
Sure  now  the  Christians  are  all  come  to  die. 

Enter  Tancred  with  Bella  Franca,  richly 
attired :  the  somewhat  affecting  hinty  though 
the  makes  no  shew  of  it ;  Robert  of  Nor- 
mandy, the  four  Brethren,  and  the  French 
Lady  like  a  Page. 

Tan.  Beholdy  brave  Christian  princes,  all  the 

That  Tancred  can  inherit  in  this  world. 

Eus.  Part  of  it's  mine. 

Char.  And  part  belongs  to  me. 

God.  An  heavenly  mixture  now  beslirew  my 
heart, 
But  Godfrey  with  the  rest  could  cry  half  part. 

Guv.  I  am  all  hers. 

Rob.  That  lady  seems  to  me 
The  fairest  creature  ever  eye  did  see. 

B.  Fran.  Tancred,  of  ail,  thy  face  best  pleaseth 
me.  [In  private. 

Tan.  Fair  lady. 

Eus.  Madam. 

Char.  Mistress. 

God.  Beauteous  love. 

Guy,  Bright  goddess. 

Rob.  Nymph. 

F.  Lady,  Love  whom  ye  will  say  I : 
So  ye  affect  not  my  beloved  Guy. 

Tan.  Lords,  she  is  mine. 

Eus.  When  did  my  interest  cease? 

Char.  When  I  am  here,  you  brother  outlaw, 
peace. 


>"  Skamld  Ja^e  hkmt^^  &c«— The  Souldao  here  is  as  violent  as  Prince  Prettyman  in  The  Rekemti, 
A.  4.  S.  « : 

'<  Durst  any  Ood  be  so  uncivil, 

I'd  make  that  God  subscribe  hhnself  a  devil." 
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God.    Why  should  not  I  enjoy  her  ? 
Rob.  Why  not  I? 
Guy.  She  can  have  none  hut  me. 
Ens.  and  Char,  That  we  deny. 
B,  Fran.  Princes,  what  means  this  frenzy  in 
your  hearts  ? 
Or  hath  some  necromantic  conjurer 
Rais'd  by  his  art  some  fury  in  my  shape. 
To  woric  sedition  in  tlie  Christian  camp  ? 
You  have  confirm'd  by  general  parliament 
A  statute,  tliat  must  stand  inviolate; 
Namely,  that  mutiny  in  prince  or  peasant 
Is  death,  a  kingdom  cannot  save  his  life. 
Then  whence  proceed  these  sccange  contentions  ? 
Char.  I  seiz'd  her  first. 
Eut.  I  first  her  thoughts  did  prove. 
Tan.  I  plead  the  composition  for  my  love. 
Rob.  If  wealth  will  win  the  thoughts  of  that 
chaste  lady, 
m  bid  as  fair  as  any  for  her  love. 
God.  If  valour  may  atchieve  her,  I  'mongst 
many 
Will  bid  more  warlike  blows  for  her  than  any. 
Guy.  Nay,  if  you  go  to  scrambling,  this  for 
me.  [Draws. 

F.  Lady.  Speed  they  that  Ibt,  so  you  re- 
pulsed be. 
B.  Fran.  Yet  hear  me,  princes. 
EuM.  Hence  with  frivolous  words. 
God.  Stand  we. to  prate,  when  others  draw 

theur  swords  ? 
Cbur,  Speak  thou  my  cause.  [Draws. 

Tan.  This  shall  my  pleader  be.  Draws. 

Ens.  Thba  art  for  us.  [Draws. 

Rob.  And^  sword,  speak  tliou  for  me. 
B.  Fran.  He  that  best  loves  me,  pierce  me 
with  his  sword. 
Lest  I  become  your  general  overthrow. 
I  do  conjure  you,  b^  the  love  you  bear  me, 
Either  to  banish  this  hostility, 
Or  all  at  once  to  act  my  tragedy. 
A  blow  is  death  proclaun'd  by  parliament : 
Can  ye  make  laws,  and  be  the  first  that  break 

them? 
Knew  I  that  this  my  beauty  bred  this  strife. 
With  some  bladk  poison  I  would  stain  my  cheeks. 
Till  I  look*d  fooler  than  an  £thiop. 
Still  do  ye  brandish  your  contentious  swords  ? 
This  ni^t  shall  end  my  beauty,  and  to-morrow 
Look  to  behold  my  crystal  «yes  scratched  out, 
My  visage  martyr  d,  and  my  hair  torn  off: 
He  that  best  loves  it,  ransom  it  with  peace, 
I  will  preserve  it,  if  your  fury  cease. 
Bat  ifye  still  persist,  the  heavens  I  call 
As  my  vow's  witness,  I  will  hate  ye  all.  * 
Tan.  To  shew  my  love,  my  sword  shall  sleep 

in  rest. 
God.  m  keep  mine  sharp  for  the  brave  Soul- 
dan's  crest. 


Guy.  Peace,  sword. 

Rob.  The  Norman  Robert  keeps  his  keei^' 
T*  abate  tlie  fury  of  the  Souldan's  spleen.         'f 

Char.  My  sword  cries  truce. 

Evs.  Blade,  when  thou  next  art  seen. 
Thou  mak  St  thy  lord  a  king,  his  love  a  queen. 

B.  Fran.  You   have  r^eem'd  my  beauty^ 
your  last  jar 
Had  made  perfection  with  my  face  at  wan 

Em*.  Lady,  the  virluous  motions  of  your  heart 
Add  to  th*  abundant  graces  of  your  feme. 
It  was  your  beauty  that  did  blind  our  souls, 
And  in  our  close  breast  plac'd  oblivion. 
Tis  true,  we  have  ordain'd  a  strict  decree^ 
That  whosoever  in  our  Christian  liost 
Strikes  with  a  sword  in  hostile  enmity. 
Forfeits  his  life;  then  break  off  this  debate, 
And  keep  our  own  decrees  inviolate. 

Enier,  with  "«  Tucket  before  them,  Turkus 
and  MoaETES. 

Mor.  Health  to  theChristians  from  the  mighty 

Souldan. 
Tur.  Death  and  destruction  from  the  Persian 

Sophy. 
Rob.  That  tongue  brings  peace,  to  thee  will  I 

attend. 
God.  That  tongue  brings  war,  thy  motions  we 

commend. 
Tan.  Speak  peace,  thy  looks  are  smooth,  we'll 

list  to  thee. 
Char.  Speak  war,  bring  war,  and  we  to  war 

Bgree. 
Afor.  The  BabylonianSouldan,  mighty  princes, 
Sends  me  to  know  the  cause  of  this  your  march 
Into  a  land  so  far  remote  from  ye. 
Ifye  intend  to  see  your  prophet's  tomb. 
As  holy  pilgrims,  peace  shall  guard  your  way. 
Eus.  Peace  we  defy;  let's  henr  what  thou 

caust  say. 
Rob.  Proceed,  proceed. 
Guy.  Do  ;  and  I'll  sound  my  drum. 
To  drown  his  voice  that  doth  for  parleance  come. 
Eus.  Why,  I  am  bom  to  nothing  in  this  world 
But  what  mv  sword  can  conquer.    Should  we 

yield 
Our  fortunes  to  base  composition, 
I  have  no  hopes  mine  honour  to  increase : 
Curst  be  his  base  ear  that  attends-  to  peace ! 
Mor.  Let  me  conclude  my  message. 
God.  Pagan,  no; 
War*s  friend  sj^eak  thou ;  I  am  to  peace  a  foe. 
Tur.  The  rersian  Sophy  thus  instructs  my 
tongue : 
That  prince  amongst  you  whose  heroic  breast 
Dares  shew  itself  to  his  triumphant  spear, 
(Excepting  but  the  name  of  Christian) 
Like  to  the  Persian  gods  he  honours  him. 
Butshould  he  know  a  heact  in  these  proud  trpopi^ 


'9  A  tucket.^See  Note  16  to  The  First  Part  qfJenmimo,  Vol.  I,  p^469. 
VOL.    III.  M 


98 


THE  FOURE  PRENTICES  OF  LONDON.    [Hbtwood. 


And  know  dmt  heart  to  he  addict  to  oeace, 
Hc^d  liate  him  like  a  man  that  should  blaspheme. 
n  SfOtt  towers  hang?  hia  Tictorious  flag, 
flowing  defiance  this  way ;  and  it  shows 
Like  a  red  meteor  in  the  troubled  air ; 
Or  like  a  blazing  comet,  that  foretells 
The  fall  of  princes. 

Char,  Thine  own  prince*s  fall, 

Tur,  Then,  in  one  word,  destruction  to  you 

all! 
God.  I  had  not  thought  such  spirits  had  re- 
mained 
Within  the  warlike  breasts  of  Infidels. 

Eus,  Dares  the  majestic  spirit  of  thy  king 
Answer  a  challenge  ?  dares  he  pawn  his  crowu 
Against  the  hasard  of  ten  thousand  lives  ? 
Gwf.  And  who  should  fight  against  him  i 
Eu$.  I. 
Guy,  Thou ! 

Eus,  1,  'gainst  lum,  and  thee,  and  all  the 
world. 
That  interdicts  my  honour. 
Guy.  Me! 

Eui.  Thee.  [A  blow  changed, 

Guy,  Fire,  rage,  and  fury,  all  my  veins  do 
swell ; 
Be  route,  my  tongue ;  bright  sword,  my  fury  tell. 
Eu$,  Fire  mount  'gainst  his  mad  fury,  check 
his  rage, 
Bum  out  then  flame^Jiis  blood  thy  heat  shall 
'suage.        f 
God.  What  have 
our  crests, 
If  finr  this  act  ye  have  not  lost  ^  your  lives. 

Rob.  I  will  not  bear  the  badge  of  Christendom 
In  such  a  Bedlam  mad  society. 

Char.  Cease  to  determine  of  their  hair-bratil 

TiUye  have  sent  the  Pagans  from  our  tents. 

IW  Tis  well  advis'd.    Soldiers,  uke  charge 
of  them. 
Till  we  determine  of  our  embassy. 

Mor.  I  fear  me,  Tumus,  had  yon  known  beibrt 
The  spirits  of  these  haughity  Cliristians, 
V  hav*  been  so  full  of  enviotts  chivalry. 
You  would  have  temper'd  some  part  of  your  rage. 
You  see  they  strive^ond  fight  amongst  themselves, 
To  practise  hate  agaitit  they  meet  with  us. 

'Fur.  Mottles,  no;  we  scorn  ail  Bhject  fears, 
And  they  shaU  koow  our  hearts  as  great  as  theirs. 

Ood.  Itshallbeso.    Attendroe,  Pagan  lords; 
W#  come  not  Vrith  grey  gowns,  and  pilgrin's 


[Titey  fight f  and  are  parted, 
e  ye  (ione?  injustice  stains 


Beads  at  our  sides,  and  sandals  on  our  feet, 
Fear  in  our  bearu,  entreaty  in  o«r  tongues. 


To  beg  a  passage  to  our  prophet's  grave ; 
Bat  our  soft  beaver  fells  we  have  tum'd  to  iron. 
Our  gowns  to  armour,  and  ^  our  shells  to  plumes. 
Our  wttlkins  staves  we  have  changed  to  scymitars; 
And  so  with  pilgrims  hearts,  not  pilgrims  habiu. 
We  come  to  hew  our  way  through  your  main 

armies, 
And  offer  at  the  tomb  our  contrite  hearts 
Made  purple  witli  as  many  Pagans  bloods. 
As  we  have  in  our  breasts  religious  thoughts. 
And  so  be  gone,  no  words  in  trifling  waste. 
Death  follows  after  you  with  wings  of  haste. 
Tur.  That  prince  speaks  musick,  which  doth 

chear  my  heart. 
Mor.  Princes  adieu,  with  terror  I  depart. 

(Ereunt, 
Char.  Now  to  these  other  captain-mutioeera. 
Wliat  shall  be  done  with  tliem  ? 
Eus.  Even  what  you  please. 
We  have  liv'd  witli  pain,  and  we  can  die  with 
ease. 
Guy,  What  God  hath  made,  a  Ood*s  name 
do  you  mar  ? 
Death  is  the  least  I  fear :  now  to  the  bar. 
Rob.  Lords,  give  me  leave  to  temper  our 
decree. 
The  law  is  death,  but  such  is  our  regard 
Of  Christian  blood,  we  moderate  it  thus. 
Because  we  know  your  worths,  your  lives  mre 

sav*d : 
Yet  that  the  world  shall  see  we  prize  our  laws. 
And  are  not  partial  should  we  sit  on  kings; 
We  doom  you  everlasting  banishment 
From  out  Uie  Christian  army. 

Eus.  Banishment! 
This  was  your  doing;  well,  Fll  be  reveng'd : 
By  all  the  hopes  that  I  have  lost,  I  will. 
Princes,  your  dooms  are  upright,  I  obey  them. 
And  voluntarily  exile  myself. 
(Against  m;^  furious  spint)  I  could  weep 
To  leave  this  royal  army,  and  to  lose 
The  honour  promis*d  in  the  Pagans*  deaths. 
Farewel  to  all,  with  tears  of  grief  I  go. 
Ye  are  all  my  friends,  thou  only  art  my  ibe. 

lErU. 
Guy.  Hold  me  so  still;  whereVr  I  next  shaU 
meet  thee, 
This  sword,  like  thunder,  on  thy  crest  shall  greet 

thee. 
Baoish'd  the  camp  I  go,  but  not  so  far, 
But  I  will  make  one  in  this  Christian  war : 
Likean  unknowu  knigia  I  will  bear  a  shield, 
III  it  engraven  the  trade  I  did  ptx)fess. 
When  once  I  was  a  Goldsmith  in  Clieapaide: 
And  if  I  prosper,  to  these  arms  111  add 


^  K««r;~The  first  edition  reads  fJUir.* 
«lI!Li^3i^#ifl  |ij;!!fr:'^'\W«ri>nrton  observes  (Note  to  Hamlei,  A.  4.  S.  5\  "  that  the  chief 
SSTuJli^'^L^  "^^  pilgrims  were  accustom;dtnntcoS^ 

oiHhs£2L?2tt^  SeealsoflrSteeveas 
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Some  honour,  and  the  tcatcheon  I  shall  bear 
SimlJ  to  the  Pagans  bring  pale  death  and  fear. 
Adieu,  brave  Chrtstiaa  lords;  for  I  must  stray, 
A  banbbM  man  can  never  miss  his  way.  [Exit, 
God.  Why  do  you  look  so  sad  upon  their 

griefs? 
Ckar.  Ah,  pardon  me.     My  heart  begpt  a 
thought 
At  their  departure,  which  had  been  of  force 
Thave  scrainM  a  tear  or  two  from  my  moist  eye. 
How  like  was  he  to  Eustace !  he  to  Guy ! 

GwL  A  leaden  weight  of  grief  lies  at  my  heart, 
And  I  could  wish  myself  were  banish'd  too. 
To  bear  them  in  their  sorrows  company. 
Rob.  These,  for  example*s  sake,  must  be  re- 
moved. 
And  though  their  absence  will  much  weaken  us, 
Yet  we  had  rather  put  us  in  God*s  guard. 
Lessening  our  own  strength,  than  to  bear  with 

that 
Which  might  in  time  lead  to  our  overthrow. 
March  forward,  lords ;  our  lore  we  will  defer. 
Prince  Tancred,  till  our  wars  chief  beat  be  spent. 
Keep  still  this  beauteous  lady  in  your  tent. 

[Exeunt,    FUmruh, 

Manent  French  Lady  and  Bella  Franca. 

F,  Ladif,   My  lord  is  banish'd,  what  shall 
♦*  poor  1  do  ? 
There  is  no  way,  but  I  must  after  too. 
But  ere  I  zo  some  cunning  I  must  use. 
To  make  5m  lady  my  lord's  love  refuse. 

£•  Fran,  Fair  youth,  why  have  you  singled 
me  alone  ? 
Is  it  to  share  joy,  or  partake  my  moan  ? 

F.  Lady,  Whetlier  ^ou  please.     Invention, 
help  roe  now,  [Apart, 

To  bring  her  out  of  love  with  my  sweet  lord ; 
For  should  she  love  him  I  were  quite  undone. 
Madam,  in  fiiith,  how  many  suiters  have  jou  ? 
£.  Fran,  More  than  I  wish  I  had ;  first,  the 

French  general. 
JP.  Lad^,  Oh  God,  I  fear:   I  think  I  am 
accurst. 
She  loves  him  best,  because  she  names  him  first. 
B.  From.  The  English  Robert,  County  Pala- 
tine; 
Two  gentlemen  that  took  me  in  the  woods ; 
One  IS  now  banish'd,  but  the  other  still 
Stays  in  the  army ;  then,  the  Boloign  duke. 
X.  Lady,  And  which  of  all  these  is  the  pro- 

perest  man  ? 
B,  Fran,  'Faith,  let  me  hear  thy  judgment. 
F,  Lady.  Prince  Robertis a gallantgentleman: 
But  the  Frendi  lord  uncomely,  and  unshap'd. 
Tancred's  a  proper  man,  but  tlie  French  lord. 
He  hath  no  making,  no  good  shape  at  all. 


I  could  not  love  a  man  of  his  complexion : 
I  would  not  have  him  if  I  were  a  lady, 
Had  he  more  crowns  than  Cssar  conquered. 
B,  Fran,  1  see  no  such  defects  in  that  French 

lord. 
F,  Lady.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  so.    Upon  my  life,  she 
loves  him ! 
I  roust  devise  some  plot,  or  they  will  use 
Some  means  to  meet,  and  marry  out  of  hand. 
Lady,  he  was  my  master ;  but,  belie\'e  me. 
He  is  the  most  insatiate  man  for  women, 
That  ever  breatb'd;  nay,  madam,  which  is  more. 
He  loves  variety,  and  delights  in  change. 
And  I  heard  him  say,  should  he  be  married, 
He'd  make  his  wife  a  cuck-quean. 

B,  Fran,  Why  though  he  do;  'tis  virtue  in  a 
woman. 
If  she  can  bear  his  imperfections. 

F.  Lady.  Upon  my  hfe,  they  are  made  sure 
already. 
She's  pleaS'd  with  any  imperfections. 
What  should  I  do? 

B.  Fran,  Now,  fair  youth,  list  to  me, 
I  will  Kcquaint  the  with  a  secrecy. 
These  lords  so  trouble  me  with  their  vain  suits. 
That  I  am  tir'd  and  wearied,  and*  resolve 
To  steal  away  in  secret  from  the  camp. 

F.  Lady.  My  Guy  is  gone,  and  slie  would 
follow  him ; 
I  must  prevent  it,  or  else  lose  my  love. 

B,  Fran,  Wilt  thou  consort  me,  bear  me 
company. 
And  share  with  me  in  joy  and  misery? 

F,  Lady,  Madam,  I  will.     She  loves  him, 
and  no  wonder. 
Ill  go,  be't  but  to  keep  them  still  asunder. 
B,  Fran,  Then  from  their  tenU  .tliis  night 
we'll  steal  away, 
And  through  the  wide  woods  and  the  forests  stray, 
[Exeunt,    FlouriA. 

Enter  Souldan,  Sophy,  Turnvs,  Morbtes, 
Dtmnu,  Entigm,  and  Soldien. 

Soul,  Then  your  reporto  sound  nought  but 

death  and  war. 
Mor,  The  Christians  would  not  lend  an  ear 

to  peace. 
Sophy.  Since  they  demean  themselves  so  ho- 
nourably. 
This  earth  shall  give  them  honourable  graves. 
Tur.  By  pride  herself  are  their  pitud  ensignt 
bom: 
War  in  their  tongues  sits ;  in  their  fiaices  scorn. 

iSor</.  Our  resolutions  shall  control  base  fears. 
We  are  proud  as  they ;  our  swords  shall  answer 
I  theirs. 


^  Pot  /^— This  expression  is  ridiculed  in  The  Rehearealy  A.  3.  S.  5 : 

<*  Pray  let  us  two  this  single  boon  obtain. 
That  you  will  here,  ^ith  poor  m,  still  reraahi." 
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Sophy,  Didst  thou  deliver  oor  strict  embassy  ? 
Tur.  I  did,  my  lord. 
Snol,  Did  they  not  quake  to  bear  it  ? 
Tur,  No  more  tban  rocks  sbake  witb  a  puff 
of  breatli ; 
Tbey  come  resolv*d,  and  not  in  fear  of  death. 
Sophjf,  Look*d  tbey  not  pale  f 
Tur,  With  fury,  not  with  fear. 
Tbey  were  mad,  because  your  forces  were  not 
there. 
Soul,  Did  ^ou  not  dasb  their  spirits  T  fell  not 
their  eyes 
Down  to  the  earth,  when  tbou  didst  speak  of  us  ? 
Wept  not  a  fearful  murmur  through  their  host. 
When   thou    did'st  number  our    unnumbered 

power  ? 
Did  not  their  faint  swords  tremble  in  their  hands 
At  that  name  Souldan  ? 

Sophy,  Or  when  tbou  nam*dst  me, 
My  power,  my  strength,  my  matcliless  chivalry ; 
Fell  they  not  flat  upon  the  earth  with  fear  ? 
Tur.  No,  but  their  proud  hearts  bounded  in 
their  breasts, 
Their  plumes  flew  bravely  on  their  golden  crests : 
And  tbey  were  ready  to  have  fallen  at  jar. 
Which  of  thein  first  should  with  the  Persian  war. 
Mor,  There  was  no  tongue  but  breathed  defi- 
ance forth : 
I  could  not  see  a  face  but  menac*d  death : 
No  hand,  but  brandished  a  victorious  sword. 
They  all  cry  battle,  battle;  peace  defy ; 
And  not  a  heart  but  promised  victory. 

Soul,  There*8  not  an  heart  shall  scape  our 
tyranny, 
Since  they  provoke  our  indignation : 
Like  die  vast  ocean  shall  our  courage  rise, 
.  To  drown  their  pride,  and  all  their  powers  sur- 
prize. 
Sophy,  My  scymitar  is  like  the  bolt  of  Jove, 
That  never  toucheth  but  it  strikes  with  death. 
Oh  how  I  long  till  we,  with  spears  in  rests. 
Strike  out  the  lightning  from  tlieir  high-plumM 
crests. 
Soul,  I  would  bum  off  this  beard  in  such  a 
flame. 
As  I  could  kindle  with  my  puissant  blows ; 
Yet  the  least  hair  I  value  at  more  worth 
Than  all  the  Christian  empire. 

Sophy,  Speak,  brave  Souldan, 
^^  Shall  our  bar*d  horses  clhnb  yond*  mountain 

tops. 
And  bid  tliMD  battle  where  they  pitch  their  tents? 


SouL  ^Courage  cries,  on;  but  good  advice 
saith,  stay. 
Experience  bids  us  fight  anotlier  way. 
Why  should  we  tire  our  troops  in  search  of  them. 
That  witb  audacious  boldness  seek  out  us  ? 
Let  us  stand  to  receive  them  when  they  come. 
And  with  a  grove  of  pikes  growing  on  this  earth, 
Where  now  no  tree  appears,  toss  up  their  bodies, 
Whose  coarses  by  your  strong  arms  kept  aloof 
May  hang  like  bloody  pendants  on  your  staves. 

Sophy.  Oh  sight  best  pleasing  to  the  Persiau 
gods! 

Tur»  In  the  skies  forehead  shall  the  bright 
sun  stand 
Amazed  to  view  that  glorious  spectacle. 
And  with  the  pleasing  sight  forget  bis  way. 
To  grace  our  trophy  with  perpetual  day. 

Mor,  But  how  shall  we  receive  their  armed 
troops? 
What  special  order  will  your  grace  assign 
To  them  that  shall  command  your  companies? 

Soul,  It  shall  be  thus.    This  way  the  Chris- 
tians march ; 
The  body  of  our  Host  shall  stay  behind, 
To  be  a  strength  to  fair  Jerusalem. 
But  we  with  certain  soldiers  secretly 
Will  lie  in  ambush :  the  great  Persian  Sophy, 
With  Tumus,  and  a  chief  command  of  men. 
Shall  puard  that  way :  myself,  and  thou  Moretes, 
Will  keep  this  passage  with  a  troop  select. 
To  seize  on  their  fore-runners,  scouts,  and  spies. 
Assist  us.  Fate  ;  ere  lon^  the  world  shall  know 
.  Our  elories  by  the  Christians'  overthrow. 
This  is  my  quarter :  these  my  men  shall  be. 
•  Sophy,  Moretes,  thou  and  these  shall  follow 
me.  [Ex€unt. 

Enter  Robert  of  Normandy. 

Rob,  Oh,  whither  will  blind  love  conduct  my 
steps? 
Prince  Tancred's  dear,  and  English  Robertas  joy, 
Is  fled  in  secret,  and  hath  left  our  tents. 
Thus,  like  an  errant  and  adventurous  knight, 
I  have  left  the  host  to  follow  her  fair  search. 
And  durst  not  trust  the  air  with  my  intent. 
This  way,  they  say,  she  went ;  the  camp's  secure. 
This  way,  unknown,  in  secret  I  pursue  lier. 

Enter  Charles; 

Char,  This  way  my  love  went  like  a  ahoodog 
star. 
Whose  blazing  train  doth  gild  the  firmament. 


^'^  Shall  our  har'd  korsetf  Sec, — The  bar*d  horses  are  the  barbed  horses,  i.  e.  horses  adorned  witli 
trappings.    So  in  The  Mkacki  qf  Moset,  by  Drayton : 

<<  There  floaU  the  bar*d  steed  with  his  rider  drowned." 
See  Note  on  King  Richard  III,  Sbakspcare,  Vol.  VII.  p.  4.  edit  1778.      S. 
**  Courage  criee,  &c.— So,  in  The  Rehcartal,  A.  5.  S.  5  : 

"  Shall  I  to  honour,  or  to  love  give  way  ? 
Go  on^  cries  honour  ;  tender  love  satfe,  nay,'* ' 
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Such  i^orioiis  beauty  adds  she  to  the  way, 
Making  the  dark  ni||ht-patb8  shine  bright  as  day. 
Ye  bonoored  arms  tarewel,  and  camp  adieu, 
I  do  forsake  myself  her  to  pursne. 

Rob.  Behold  a  traTeller !  I  will  enquire 
If  chance  hath  cast  his  eye  upon  my  love. 

Ckar.  I  was  about  to  ask  of  yonder  roan. 
Whether  her  beauty  had  enrich'd  his  sight: 
fittt  'tis  my  rival  Robert ;  Charles,  obscure  thee ; 
For  should  be  see  thee,  he  would  quickly  judge 
What  adamant  had  drawn  me  to  these  woods. 
One  case  I  see  hath  made  us  errauts  both. 
To  be  found  wandering  tlius  I  should  be  loth. 

Koh,  Love  that  drew  me  hath  drawn  that 
knight  along, 
Being  but  a  child,  a  giant*8  not  so  strong. 

Enter  SovhDAV,  Mobetes,  and  Soldiers. 

Soul.  Stand,  Christians ;  by  your  crosses  on 
your  breasts 
Ye*re  mark'd  for  death,  and  base  destruction. 
Rob,  What  are  ye,  that,  like  cowards,  with 
such  odds 
Assault  us  thus  unfumisb'd  for  the  wars. 
Soul,  I  am  the  Souldan;  these  my  men  at 
arms. 
That  lie  to  intercept  you,  and  prepare 
For  TOUT  accursed  lives  this  fatal  snare. 
Ciar.    The  Souldan,   the  grand  enemy  to 
Christ, 
The  devil's  lieutenant,  viceroy  under  him ! 
Brave  English  Robert,  since  our  frowning  stars 
Have  brought  us  to  this  narrow  exigent. 
And  trained  us  hither  with  a  chain  of  love 
To  periiih  by  the  swords  of  infidels. 
Stand  foot  to  foot. 
Rob.  Tush,  I  am  Pagans'  swords  proof;  and 
my  stars 
Have  mark'd  me  for  a  conqueror' in  these  wars. 
Soul.  Upon  them,  soldiers;  pity  they  despise. 
Scarce  can  the  world  afford  a  richer  prize. 

[Alarum, 

Theifjight,  and  are  both  taken, 

i  Char.  Thou  glorious  eye  of  heaven,  be  ever 

I  blind; 

I       Mask  thy  bright  face  in  clouds  eternally; 
[       Dark  vapours  and  thick  mists  thy  front  embrace ; 
And  never  shine  to  look  on  my  disgrace. 

Rob.  A  prisoner,  Robert !  this  my  comfort  be : 
He  makes  me  bound  that  best  can  set  roe  free. 
SouL  Take  them  to  guard,  this  entrance  to 
our  wars 
Is  foil  of  spirit,  and  begets  much  hope. 
We  will  not  yet  examine  what  ye  are. 
Till  tortures  wrine  it  from  your  slavish  tongues. 
That  d<nie,  your  bloods  these  champions  shall 
embrue ;  [crew. 

Mean  time  we'll  wait  for  more  of  your  loose 


Enter  Gut  with  his  shieldy  and  a  Page  brings 
his  sword  and  target :  in  each  of  his  hands  a 
pole-axe. 

Ouy.  I  am  tum'd  wild  man  since  I  usM  these 
forests; 
And  I  have  won  more  weapons  in  these  woods. 
From  out-laws,  whom  my  sword  hath  vanquished. 
Than  I  can  carry  on  my  back  with  ease. 
I  have  swords,  targets,  pikes,  and  partisans. 
Pole-axes,  maces,  clubs,  and  horsemen's  staves, 
t>arts,  halberds,  long  swords,  pistols,  petronels. 
All  which  I  have  conquered.    At  this  mountain 

ridge 
Two  villains  with  these  weapons  set  upon  me : 
But  with  my  sword  I  made  them  turn  their 

heels. 
And  leave  these  trophies  which  I  thus  support 
And  bear  upon  my  shoulders  conqueror-hke. 
What !  do  I  see  an  ambush  ?  by  their  arms 
Thev  should  be  Pagans:  Robert  prisoner ! 
With  him  a  Christian  leader  !  Oh,  my  God  ! 
Thou  hast  either  brought  me  to  revive  my  name 
By  rescuing  these,  or  here  to  die  with  shame. 
Come  life,  come  death ;  a  banish'd  man  will  try 
To  live  with  honour,  or  with  honour  die. 
Robert,    break  from   thy  guard,    make  them 

dismayed. 
Receive  these  weapons,  God  hath  sent  thee  aid. 

Rob.  ♦*  God,  and  Saint  George. 

Char.  Now  by  the  Souldan's  crown. 
If  I  can  wield  this  weapon,  he  shall  down.*^ 

Guy.  The  Christian's  God  for  us. 

Soul.  What,  are  they  free? 
Alarum  drums,  the  heathen  powers  for  me. 

[They  fight ;  the  Pagans  are  beaten  off, 
Guy  departs  suddenly. 

Rob.  Some  angel,  in  the  habit  of  a  knight, 
Hath  rescued  us :  such  heavy  downright  blowi 
Could  never  come  from  any  mortal  arm. 
For  every  blow  he  reach'd  was  certain  death. 

Char,  What  is  that  power,  if  heavenly  power 
he  be, 
That  we  may  laud  and  praise  his  deity? 

Rob.  Departed  on  a  sudden  ere  we  know. 
To  whom  our  freedoms  and  our  lives  we  owe ! 

Char,  By  that  inscription  graven  on  his  shield, 
We  may  perhaps  descry  him  in  the  camp ; 
Cease  admiration  then :  let  these  events 
Hasten  our  steps  back  to  survey  our  tenu. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  severally  Godfrey  and  Tancred. 

Tan,  Godfrey ! 
God.  Xancred ! 

Tan.  Well  met,  my  lords,  in  these  unpeopled 
paths: 
What  hath  your  love  made  you  to  leave  the  field? 


45  G9df  and  Saint  George.—Ste  Note  9  to  the  Pinner  qf  Wak^ld,  Vol.  I.  p.  446. 
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God.  Godfrey  oe*er  dreamt  to  have  met  with 

Tancred  here  : 
The  lady  that  hath  fled  from  our  chaste  love 
(Whom  Tancred  I  do  more  affectionate, 
Because  she  much  resembles  my  fair  sister) 
Hath  caused  me  so  much  to  forget  myself, 
And    play   the   wanderer   in  these  unknown 

woods —  [Soft  march. 

But  soft,  that  drum  should  speak  the  Pagan's 

tongue: 
I  fear  we  are  betray'd ;  ay,  ay,  'tis  so : 
Tancred,  we  are  round  compast  by  the  foe. 

SouLDAK,  SOPBT,  iind  Soldicrt,  encampau  the 
Christian  Princa :  Enter  Eustace,  and  set 
themfree, 

Eu$.  Thank  me  for  this ;  for,  next  th'  Al- 
mighty powers,  [lives. 
I  have  been  the  means  to  save  your  desperate 
Now,  Christian  Princes,  I  am  quit  witli  you 
For  fdl  the  grace  you  have  done  me  in  the  camp ; 
And  now  you  owe  me  for  my  banishment. 
And  though  you  have  exiPd  me  from  your  tents. 
You  have  not  power  to  keep  from  the  wars. 
Upon  this  tliield  I  bear  tlie  Grocers'  arms. 
Unto  which  trade  I  was  enroKd  and  bound : 
And,   like  a  strange  knight,   I  will  aid  the 

Christians : 
Thou  trade,  which  did*st  sustain  my  poverty, 
Did'st,  helpless,  help  me;  though  1  left  thee  then. 
Yet  that  the  world  shall  see  I  am  not  ingrate, 
Or  tcovning  that,  which  gave  ray  fortunes  breath, 
I  will  enlarge  these  anns,  and  make  their  name 
The  original  and  life  of  all  my  fame. 
But  I  am  tir'd  with  travel,  shield  lie  there : 
Ob  that  I  could  but  see  that  lustly  spirit. 
My  arch-^,  rival  in  my  banishment. 
To  be  reveng*d,  and  end  my  hostile  hate ! 
lil  dream  I  flght  with  him  to  ease  my  spleen, 
And  in  that  thought  I  lay  me  on  this  green. 

[Sleepn. 

Enter  Our  with  a  Taper  and  his  Shield, 

Guy,  Anns,  ye  are  full  of  hope  and  sweet 
success. 
The  famous  art,  whose  honoured  badge  ye  are. 
First,  when  I  liv'd  'roongst  London-prentices, 
Gave  me  an  honest  and  a  pleasant  life. 
Now  in  tliese  woods  have  won  me  fame  and  ho- 
nour: 
And  I  have  rescued  princes  with  this  sliield : 
And  princes  are  indebted  to  these  arms. 
And  if  I  live,  in  memory  of  this. 
Within  tlieir  fair  hall  shall  this  scutcheon  hang 
Till  some  smooth  pen  historify  my  name. 
What  object's  that  ?  a  knight  asleep  or  dead  ? 
Oh,  "ds  the  bass  and  ground  of  all  my  hate ; 
ril  kill  the  villain :  oh  dishonoured  thought ! 
Art  thou  not  son  unto  the  Boloign  duke, 


And  canst  tbou  hatch  dishonour?  Arch-foe,  Hve, 
I  scorn  advantage,  should  I  flght  with  Mars. 
He  bears  this  shield  I  will  exchange  with  his. 
And  leave  a  motto  written  in  mine  own 
Shall  make  him  quake  to  read.  Beswift  my  pen, 
T'affright  his  setise  when  he  shall  wake  again. 
'TIS.  done.    Then  go  with  me ;  and  mine  stay 

here. 
Which  in  despight  of  thee,  base  knight,  I  wear. 

[EiU, 
Eus,  The  hours  bave  ovefwrun  me  with  swift 

pace, 
And  time  hath  fastened  to  him  swallows*  wings. 
Come  sword,  come  shield ;   but  soft,  thou  art  a 

stranger. 
And  pardon  me  good  shield,  I  know  thee  not. 
What  have  we  here  ? 

Ask  not  who  that  shield  doth  owe. 
For  he  is  thy  mortal  foe : 
And  where'er  he  sees  that  shield^ 
Citify  borough,  grove^  or  field. 
He  that  hears  it,  bears  his  bane, 
By  his  hand  he  must  be  slain. 
J%ine,  in  spite  of  thee,  ht*U  bear, 
(If  thou  dar^sl)  his  scutcheon  wear. 
He  writ  this,  that  thy  shield  will  keep. 
And  might  have  slain  thee  being  asleep, 

Tis  a  fine  fellow ;  by  this  light,  he  is 

An  honest  rogue,  and  hath  a  good  conceit. 

Wear  it  ?  Til  wear  it.    If  I  do  not !   well. 

He  needed  not  to  have  put  in  the  ^  word  ; 

For  I  dare ;  dare  I  ?  he  shall  see  I  dare. 

Belike  he  fears  I  dare  not  challenge  mine. 

Were't  fastened  to  tlie  arm  of  Belzebub, 

I  would  fight  with  him  with  firebrands  tor  my 

shield. 
But  dares  he  wear  mine?  on  my  life  he  dares: 
I  love  him  like  my  brother  for  this  act : 
And  I  will  bear  tiiis  shield  with  as  much   pride, 
As  sate  I  in  a  chariot  by  Jove*s  side. 
Shine  bright,  my  stars,  to  do  me  some  fair  grace. 
Bring  us  to  meet  in  some  auspicious  place. 

[ExU. 

Enter  Bella  Frakca  and  the  French  Lady 
flying,  pursued  by  the  Clown. 

Clown.  Nay,  you  cowardly  lady,  that  run 
away  from  the  camp,  and  dare  not  stand  to  it, 
I  am  glad  I  have  light  on  you;  choose  your 
weapon,  choose  your  weapon ;  I  am  a  soldier, 
and  a  mftrtial  man,  and  I  will  ofier  you  the 
right  of  arms:  if  you  vanquish  me,  1*11  be  your 
captive;  if  you  be  cast  down,  I'll  carry  yon  back 
prisoner. 

F.  Lady.  I  wear  a  weapon  that  I  ditfe  not 
draw !  I 

Fie  on  this  womanish  fear;  what  shall  I  do ? 


^  IfM— i  e.  dmt;  which  is  put  in  the  margin  of  both  the  qatrtos  as  part  of  tbe  text. 
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B.  Fr(m,  Some  of  my  Other's  spirit  revives  in 
me; 
Give  me  thy  weapon,  boy,  and  thon  sbalt  see, 
I  for  OS  both  will  win  sweet  liberty. 

Ciown.  I  was  never  so  over>re«ch*d ;  and,  but 
for  shame,  and  that  I  am  a  man  at  arms,  I 
would  run  away,  and  take  me  to  my  legs.  Have 
at  thee,  sweet  lady. 

As  ihey  fight,  Eustace  cwnes  in. 

Eus.  Base  villain,  dar'st  tbou  offer  violence 
Unto  a  lady ;  stay,  maintain  tby  cbaMenge. 

Clomn.  Von  think  yon  have  a  fool  in  hand ; 
no,  by  my  ftuth,  not  L  If  yon  have  any  basH 
ness  to  the  camp,  fiurewel ;  I  am  running  thither 
is^  as  I  can.  [Exit: 

Eml  Mount  up,  my  sool,  unto  the  height  of 

jo;  J 

SaTiQg  my  foe,  whose  honoured  shield  I  bear, 
None  livmg  did  I  more  desire  to  meet. 
B,  Fran.  Saving  those  Christian  lords  that 
seek  my  k>ve. 
None  living  did  I  more  desire  to  shun. 
£«f.  Weil  met,  brave  Saint,  in  these  un- 
peopled paths, 
Fear  no  rude  force,  for  I  am  civil  bom. 
Descended  fh>m  a  princely  parentage, 
And  though  an  exile  from  the  Christian's  camp, 
Yet  in  my  heart  I  wear  the  cross  of  Christ, 
Even  in  as  deep  a  crimson  as  the  best. 
lo^e  me,  though  I  am  landless,  and  remote 
From  the  fair  cHme  where  first  I  breath^  this 

air; 
Yet  know  I  bear  a  kingdom  in  this  sword, 
^,  ere  I  die,  look  to  behold  this  front 
dsptl'd  and  circled  with  a  royal  crown. 
o.  Fran,  I  never  mark'd  this  gallant  half  so 
much: 
He  hath  my  brotbei^s  eye,  my  father's  brow, 
And  be  is  Eustace  all  from  top  to  toe. 

£iti.  I  had  a  sister,  lady,  with  that  red 
^  Rives  a  crimson  tincture  to  your  cheek ; 
With  MKh  a  bam!  hid  in  a  elove  of  snow, 
•^  spake  all   mosick,    like   your    heavenly 

tongue ; 
And  for  her  mke,  fair  saint,  I  honour  you. 
B.  Fran.  I  had  a  brother,  bad  not  the  rude 
seas 
Dqmr'd  me  of  hira,  with  that  manly  look, 
Tbst  |5nu:e,  that  courage,  I  behold  m  you. 
A  prince,  whom  bad  tl^  rude  seas  never  seen, 
K«vn  such  another  had  young  Eustace  been, 

Fut,  Eustace !  even  such  an  accent  gave  her 
.    ...      tongue, 

oo  did  roy  name  sound  in  my  sister's  month, 
^  Bella  Franca,  were't  thou  not  obscur'd 
Within  a  cloud  and  mask  of  poverty ; 
&ch  ftune  ere  this  had  th\  rare  virtues  won. 
Thus  had  thy  beauty  check'd  th'  all-seeing  son. 
B.  Fran.  It  is  my  brother  Enstace. 
Fttt.  View  her  we!I. 
^agine  her  but  thus  attir'd,  and  she 
<*oakl  Bella  Franca  and  my  sister  be. 


B.  Fran.  But  strip  my  brother  from  his  pren- 
tice coat. 
His  cap,  hb  common  soldier's  base  disguises 
Even  such  a  gallant  as  this  seems  to  me, 
Such  would  my  brother,  my  sweet  Eustace,  be. 

Eus.  Sister  1 

B.  Fran.  Brother ! 

Eus.  Make  me  inunortal  then;  by  heaven  I 
vow, 
I  am  richer  tlian  the  Persian  Sophy  now. 

B.  Fran.  All  Asia  flows  not  with  more  plen- 
teous treasure. 
Than  I,  to  embrace  my  brother,  my  hearth 

pleasure. 
IIow  did  you  scape  the  waves? 

Eu$.  How  have  you  past 
The  perilous  land,  and  crost  the  seas  so  vast? 

B.  Fran.  Where  are  ray  brothers^  Eustace  ? 

Eu$.  Ob,  those  words 
Pierce  to  my  heart  like  darts  and  pointed  swords; 
Omit  these  passions,  sister,  they  are  dead. 
But  to  forget  these  griefs,  what  youth  is  this? 

F.  La^'  Page  to  the  Prince  of  France. 

Eus.  Tis  he  I  hate. 
As  chief  occasion  of  roy  banishment. 

B.  Fran,  Yet,  my  sweet  brother,  do  not  blame 
the  youth. 
Full  well  he  Imth  demean'd  himself  with  rae. 
He  never,  since  we  entred  in  these  woods, 
Leh  me  in  my  distress ;  when  we  alone 
Sit  in  these  desarts,  never  by  rude  force 
Did  do  me  the  least  shame,  or  violence. 

F.  Ladjf.  A  good  cause  why  I  lead  so  chaste  a 
life, 
A  jealoos  man  mav  trust  me  with  his  wife. 

Eus.  Well,  sirrany  for  your  truth  and  honesty 
I  pardon  thee,  though  I  detest  thy  lord. 

F.  Lady*  Then  let  me  cliange  my  habit, 
gentle  sir. 
Lest  in  tms  shape  I  chance  to  nseet  my  master. 
Then,  if  you  pleAse^  I'll  cloatii  me  like  a  lady, 
And  wait  upon  your  sister  in  your  tent. 

Eus.  Nay,  if  it  please  thee,  I  am  well  content. 

F.  Lady.  My  plot  is  good ;  well,  howsoe'er  it 
prove, 
Twill  either  end  my  life,  or  win  roy  love,      [^o 

Eus.  Come,  best  part  of  myself,  we  now  will 
To  wail  our  fortunes,  and  discourse  our  woe. 
I  will  disguis'd  unto  the  famous  siege, 
And  in  these  arms  make  known  my  vabui^s  proof: 
You  shall  in  secret  in  my  teat  abide. 
I  to  atchieve  fSune  will  my  spirito  employ. 
After  Uiis  grief  my  heart  divmes  much  joy. 

Enter  Robert  and  Tancred,  Oodfrey  and 
Charles,  with  their  Shields  and  ScutcheorUf 
Drum  and  Soldiers ;  Godfrey's  Shield,  having 
a  Maidenhead  with  a  Crown  in  it;  Charles's 
Shield  the  Haberdashers*  Arms. 

Rob.  Behold  the  high  walls  of  Jemsalem, 
Which  Titus  and  Vespasian  once  brake  down : 
From  off  these  turrets  have  the  ancient  Jew» 
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Seen  worlds  of  people  mustering  on  these  plains. 
Oh,  princes,  which  of  all  your  eyes  are  dry, 
To  look  upon  this  temple,  now  destroyed  ? 
Yonder  did  stand  the  great  Jehovah's  house. 
In  midst  of  all  his  people,  there  he  dwelt : 
Vessels  of  gold  did  serve  his  sacrifice. 
And  with  him  for  the  people  spake  the  priests. 
There  was  the  ark,  the  shewbread,  Aaron*s  rod, 
Sanctum  tanctorum,  and  the  Cherubins. 
Now  in  that  holy  place,  where  God  himself 
Was  personally  present.  Pagans  dwell ; 
False  ^ods  are  rear*d,  each  temple  idols  bears. 
Ob,  who  can  see  this,  and  abstain  from  tears  ? 
God,  This  way,  this  sacred  path  our  Saviour 

trod, 
When  he  came  riding  to  Jerusalem, 
Whilst  the  religious  people  spread  his  way 
With  flowers  and  garments,  and  Hosannn  cry*d. 
Yonder  did  stand  the  great  church,  where  he 

taught. 
Confuting  all  the  Scribes  and  Pharisees. 
This  place  did  witness  all  his  miracles : 
Withm  this  place  did  stand  the  judgment  seat, 
Where  Pontius  Pilate  with  the  elders  sate, 
Where  they  condemn'd  him  to  be  whipp'd  and 

crown'd, 
To  be  derided,  mock'd,  and  crucified, 
His  hands  bor'd  through  with  nails,  his  side  with 

speais. 
Oh,  who  can  see  this  place,  and  keep  his  tears  ? 
Char,  On  yond'  side  of  the  town  he  died  for  us : 
At  whose  departure  all  these  walls  did  shake, 
And  the  destroyed  temples  veil  did  rend : 
The  groves  are  to  be  seen,  from  which  ghosts  rose: 
There  stood  the  cross,  there  stands  the  sepulchre: 
The  place  still  bears  the  name  of  Dead  meiCs 

bona. 
And  still  the  tomb  our  Saviour*s  livery  wears. 
What  eye  can  see  it,  and  not  melt  iu  tears? 

Tan.  No  soldier  but  shall  look  with  reverence 
Upon  these  foir  and  glorious  monuments. 
To  swear,  or  speak  prophanely,  sliall  be  death. 
I  cast  my  heart  as  low  as  to  this  earth. 
And  wish  that  I  could  march  upon  my  knees. 
In  true  submission,  and  right  holy  zeal. 
Oh,  since  our  wars  are  ^^  God's,  abandon  fears. 
But,  in  contrition  weep  repentant  tears. 

Rob,  Sound  a  parlee;  I  see  your  hearts  are 

fir'd, 
Your  souls  with  victory  from  heaven  illipir*d. 

Sound  a  parlee.  Enter,  upon  the  wdlU,  Soul- 
dan,  Sophy,  Turn  us,  Moretes.  Soldiers, 
Flourish. 

Soul,  Why  swarm  these  Christians  to  our  city 
walls? 
Look  (foreigners),  do  not  the  lofty  spires. 
And  these  cloud-kissing  turrets  that  vou  see. 
Strike  deadly  terror  in  your  wounded  souls  ? 


Go,  Persian,  flourish  my  vermillion  flag. 
Advance  my  standard  high,  the  sight  whereof 
Will  drive  these  strag^lei^  in  disordered  ranks. 
And  ill  a  hurl  v  burly  throng  them  hence. 

P.  Sophy,  See  how  tliey  quake,  to  view  our 
martial  looks  1. 
As  when  a  sturdy  Cyclops  rears  aloft 
A  boisterous  truncheon  *noongst  a  troop  of  dwarfs. 

Cod,  Souldan  and  Sophy,  ye  damn'd  hell- 
hounds both, 
tSo  quakes  the  eagle  to  behold  a  gnat. 
The  lion  to  behold  a  marmoset. 
Fll  beard  and  brave  you  in  your  own  belief. 
As  when  the  heathen  god,  whom  you  call  Jove, 
Warr'd  with  the  giant,  great  £ncehidus, 
Andflun^him  from  Olympus  two^topp'd  nioont. 
The  swains  stood  trembling  to  behotct  his  fall. 
That  with  his  weight  did  make  the  earth  to  groan. 
So,  Souldan,  look,  when  I  have  scal'd  these  walls. 
And  won  the  place  where  now  thou  staod'st 

secure, 
To  be  hurlM  head-long  from  the  proudest  tower, 
In  scorn  of  thee,  thy  false  gods,  and  their  power. 

Chw,  We  will  assail  you  like  rebounding  rocks, 
Bimdied  against  the  battlements  of  heaven : 
We'll  turn  thy  city  into  desart  plains : 
And  thy  proud  spires  that  seem  to  kiss  the  clouds 
Shall  with  their  gilt  tops  pave  the  miry  streets, 
As  all  too  base  for  us  to  march  upon. 
Seest  thou  this  shield  ?  however  this  device 
Seems  not  to  rank  with  emperors;  Souldan,  know 
This  shield  shall  give  thy  fatal  overthrow. 

Soul,  Such  peals  of  thunder  did  I  never  hear, 
I  think  that  very  words  these  walls  will  tear. 

God,  This  shield  you  see  includes  two  myste* 
A  virgin  crown'd,  it  is  the  Mercers  Arms,  [ries, 
Withal  tlie  picture  of  my  love  that's  fled. 
Both  these  I'll  grace,  and  add  to  them  tby  bead. 

Sophy,   Methinks  I  see  pale  death  fly  fiporo 
their  words : 
Their  speech  so  strong ;  how  powerful  nre  their 
swords  1 

Char,  Since  first  I  bore  this  shield,  I  quartered 
With  this  red  lion,  whom  I  singly  once  [it, 

Slew  in  the  forest ;  thus  much  have  I  already 
Added  unto  the  Haberdashers  Arms. 
But  ere  I  leave  these  fair  Judaan  bounds. 
Unto  this  lion  I'll  add  all  your  crowns. 

Tur,  Send  for  some  prisoners;  martyr,  torture 
them 
Even  in  the  face  of  all  the  Christian  host. 

Soul,  It  shall  be  so,  Moretes,  bring  them  forth. 

Rob.  No  drop  of  blood  falls  from  a  Christiaa 
heart. 
But  thy  heart's  blood  shall  ransom. 

Enter  some  bringing  forth  Old  EarlofBoLOlQUf 
and  other  Prisoners  bound. 

Soul,  Bring  them  forth, 


^7  G«^«.— The  second  edition  reads  Hit. 
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DevMe  new  tortures:  oh,  for  some  rare  artist, 
That  could  invent  a  deatli  more  terrible 
Than  are  the  everlasting  pangs  of  hell ! 

O.  £.  Bol.  Oh,  brethren,  let  not  me  move  you 
to  ruth : 
Happy  is  he  that  suffers  for  the  troth. 
The  joys  to  come  exceed  the  present  grief; 
Secure  yoursdves,  for  Christ  is  my  relief. 
Go(L  Why  shrinks  the  warm  blood  from  my 

troubled  heart  ? 
Char,   Why  starts  my  hair  up  at  this  Iieavy 

sight? 
God,  Say,  father,  are  not  you  the  Boloign  earl  ? 
O.  E,  Bol.  Fair  son,  I  was  the  happy  Boloign 

But  now  my  son 

C&ar,  Call  no  man  son  but  me. 
Father^  my  sword  shall  win  you  liberty.        [be : 
God.  Peace,  forged  bastard,  whatsoe'er  thoii 
My  reverend  father,  call  none  son  but  me, 
For  in  this  sword  doth  rest  thy  liberty. 
Ckar.   Such  mercy,  as  my  sword  affords  to 
Pagans, 
He  finds  that  calls  me  bastard ;  I  am  Charles, 
Father,  you  know  me  since  I  rescued  you, 
I  am  your  only  son,  the  rest  are  dead. 
O.  E.  Bol.  I  know  thee,  Charles. 
God.  But,  father,  I  am  Godfrey; 
Jiat  by  my  valour  have  regain'd  your  right; 
Have  got  your  dukedom  from  th'insulting  French, 
And  am  myself  invested  Boloign's  Duke. 
O  E.  Bol.  I  knowc  thee,  Godfrey. 
Ckar.  Godfrey! 
God.  Brother  Charles ! 
Tbe  confident  assurance  of  thy  death 
Made  me  to  give  the  lye  to  my  own  thoughts. 

p^^^'  The  sel^^ame  strong  opinion  blinded 
^  for  my  brother  I  had  chidlengM  thee,  [me, 
wocher,  vou  might  have  known  me  by  the  arms 
Whidi  I  have  bom  in  honour  of  my  trade. 

God.  Ah,  but  ♦»  the  resolution  of  thy  death 
Made  me  to  lose  such  thought* 

iW.  Let  us  rejoice. 
And  to  your  plausive  fortunes  give  our  voice. 
God.  Prince  Robert,  did  the  time  afford  us 
leave, 
We  would  discourse  the  sum  of  our  escapes : 
Bat  to  our  Other's  rescue. 
Ckar.  Yield  him,  slaves. 
SouL  Tush,  we  will  keep  him  sjjight  of  all 

your  braves. 
God.  Be  that  our  quarrel. 
CAor.  With  courage,  courage  strives, 
c^?**^  ft*"^  Christ,  our  father,  and  our  lives. 
Sop^.  Here  stands  my  ensign,  and  by  it  a 
crown. 
That  you  shall  know  the  Persian  honourable, 

[Sett  up  hit  standard  and  crown. 


He  that  can  fetch  this  ensign  from  the  walls, 
(Which  I  myself  will  guard,)  and  leave  some  token 
Behmd  iiim,  that  his  sword  hath  conquered  it. 
He  shall  enjoy  them  both. 
Soul.  And  here  stands  mine, 

.  t*^^'*  ^P  ^**  standard  and  crown. 
The  Babylonian  emperor's  royal  standard. 
By  it  I  plant  the  rich  Sicilian  crown. 
Guarded  by  me  and  my  all-conquering  troops. 
He  that  but  leaves  a  note  he  hath  been  here. 
And  scapes  unslain,  although  he  win  them  not. 
That  Christian  will  I  honour. 
Rob.  Drums,  alarum. 
Soul.  As  loud  and  proud  defiance  our  drum 

sounds. 
God.  For  Christ,  my  father,  conquest,  and  two 
crowns.  [ExeuHt.    Alarum. 

The  Chrisliant  are  repulted.  Enter,  at  two 
several  doors,  Guy  and  Eustace,  climb  up 
the  walls,  and  beat  the  Pagans,  take  away 
the  crowns  on  their  heads,  and  in  the  stead 
hang  up  the  contrary  shields,  and  bring  away 
the  ensigns,  flourishing  them  several  ways. 

Enter  Souldan,  Sophy,  Moretes,  Turnus, 
with  Soldiers, 

Soul.  Now  the  first  wall  is  won,  the  ensigns 
seiz'd,, 
The  crowns  snrpriz'd,  the  Christians  have  the 

day: 
What,  shall  we  leave  the  town  ? 
AIL  Aye,  leave  the  town. 
Sophy.  Tis  best,  'tis  best  to  take  us  to  the 

field. 
Tur.  I  think  'tis  best  that  we  make  good  the 
breach. 
And  have  no  thought  of  marching  towards  the 

field : 
We  leave  a  place  of  much  security. 
All.  Why  then  make  good  the  breach. 
So9il.  It  shall  be  so. 
Gather  our  forces  to  make  good  the  breach. 
Sophy.  Tush,  why  should  we  be  pent  up  in  a 
town? 
Let's  ope  the  gates  and  boldly  issue  out, 
Leaving  some  few  pikes  to  make  good  the  breach. 
What  say  you,  lords  ? 
Xord^.^hen  let  us  issue  out. 
All.  Se^  ope  the  gates,  and  let  us  issue  out. 
Soul.  And  so  expose  us  to  the  general  spoiL 
Keep  the  ^tes  shut,  defend  tliem  manfully. 
These  Chnstians  fight  like  devib ;  keep  fast  the 

gates, 
And  once  again  let  us  make  good  the  wall. 
All.  Make  good  the  walU,  make  good  the 
walls.  lEseuut^ 


*•  ne  remlutUn — i.  e.  the  conviction,  the  being  assured. 
IhdaefB  Old  Plays,  Vol  IL  p.  18«.  edit.  Itm 

VOL.    Ill, 


See  Note  23  to  ToNcrcd  mid  GUmimda, 
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Enter  at  one  door  Robert  and  Charles,  they 
meet  Eustace  with  his  Trophy :  enter  at  ano^ 
ther  door  Godfrey,  Tanceed;  they  meet 
Guy  with  his  Trophy, 

Rob*    Triumphant  honour  hovers  o'er  our 
arms: 
What  gallant  spirit  bravely  hath  born  hence 
The  emperor's  standard,  slaughtered  his  proud 

guard, 
And  in  the  stead  thereof  hung  up  his  shield  ? 

Eus.  Witness  this  royal  crown  upon  my  head, 
I  seiz'd  the  ensign,  I  hung  up  that  shield. 

God,  What  puissant  arm  snatch'd  hence  the 

Sophy's  standard  ? 
Guy,  This  crown  upon  my  head  says  it  was  I. 
Char.    Forgetful  Charles^  brave  Robert  see 
the  knight. 
Whose  valour  freed  us  from  the  Souldan's  hands. 
Rob,  Renowned  Christian,  ever  honoured  be. 
It  was  thy  sword  procured  us  liberty. 

Eut.  By  heaven  not  I,  I  never  came  in  place, 
Where  Robert,  or  that  gallant,  were  distressed  : 
But  there  are  others  thankless,  whom  I  freed. 
And  now  too  proud  forget  that  honoured  deed. 
God.  Twas  he  releas'd  us;  honoured  stran- 
ger, thanks ; 
But  they  are  idle  offerings  from  true  hearts. 
Prince  Tancred  and  myself  owe  thee  our  lives. 
Guy,  You  mock  me,  princes,  never  did  my 
sword 
Drink  drop  of  Paeans*  blood  to  set  you  free : 
But  Robert  and  that  prince  unthankful  be. 
Char,  Whose  shield  is  that? 
Eus,  Mine. 

Char.  Then  to  you  we  owe 
Thanks  for  our  lives,  the  Pagans'  overthrow. 

Eus,  The  shield  I  challenge,  but  the  act  den^, 
I  never  gave  you  life  or  liberty. 
God.  Whose  shield  is  that  r 
Guy.  Mine. 

God.  Then  by  thee  we  live, 
Thou  didst  our  desperate  lives  and  freedom  give. 
Guy.  What  mean  you,  princes,  to  deride  a 
stranger  ? 
These  eyes  did  never  see  )rou  two  in  danger. 
Eus.  Who  owes  that  shield  ? 
Guy.  li  and  who  owes  that? 
Eus,  I. 

Guy.  Thou  know'st  me  then. 
Eus,  Thanks  fortune,  that  I  do. 
Guy,  Have  at  thee,  slave. 
Eus.  Brave  foe,  have  at  thee  too. 

[Fight f  and  are  parted  by  the  Prince. 
God,  Whate'er  your  quarrel  be,  contend  no 
more. 
He  draws  his  sword  '^nst  me  that  fights  again : 
For  I  am  foe  to  all  dissension. 
Char.  So  are  we  all,  then  end  these  wars  in 
words. 
The  Pagans  have  employment  for  your  swords. 
Eus.   For  one  blow  more,    take  here  my 
crown  amongst  you^ 


Now  that  my  spleen  is  up,  it  will  not  down, 
m  give  you  all  I  have  for  one  bout  more. 
Guy.  Lords,  take  mine  too :  by  heaven  FU 
pawn  my  life 
Against  the  Souldan's  head,  to  bring  it  you. 
So  you  will  let  us  try  this  mastery. 

Kob.  Kingdoms  nor  crowns  can  hire  it  at  our 
hands, 
It  shall  not  be,  we  say  it  shall  not  be. 
What,  are  you  lords?  we  charge  you  by  his 

honour, 
Whom  in  your  outward  habit  you  profess, 
To  tell  us  both  what  and  from  whence  ye  are. 
Guy,  You  charge  us  deeply.    I  a  banish'd 
man. 
Whom  you  for  mutiny  expulst  the  camp. 
Yet  was  I  leader  of  ten  thousand  French, 
But  thought  by  you  unworthy  of  these  wars. 
Since  my  exile  (prince  Robert  view  me  well) 
I  freed  you  two  from  base  captivity. 
'Twas  I  that  brought  you  weapons  in  the  woods. 
And  then  you  term'd  me  some  celestial  power; 
But  being  now  in  safety,  you  forget 
Your  dangers  past,  and  cancel  that  great  debt. 
Eus.  Nay,    I  am  sure  you  long  to  know 
me  too. 
I  am  your  out-law  brother,  one  of  your  leaders, 
Baiiish'd  with  him :  that  from  the  Persian's  rage 
Freed  Tancred,  and  that  valiant  man  at  arms; 
However  now  they  can  forget  my  prowess. 
What  need  you  more,  I  am  he  that  won  this 

crown. 
And  from  these  high  walls  pluck'd  that  en^gn 
down. 
Rob,  You  have  redeem'd  all  your  offences 
past, 
Desen'ing  best  in  this  society  : 
But  when  you  freed  me,  you  did  bear  that  shield  ? 
Guy.  I  did,  but  since  exchang'd  it  with  my 

foe. 
God.  And  you  did  bear  that  shield  ? 
Eus.  True,  I  did  so. 
Ah,  had  I  been  awake,  thou  know'st  my  mind, 
Thou  hadst  writ  thy  ruin  in  blood. 
Guy,  Thy  words  are  mine. 
Char,  Leave  brother  Godfrey,  and  the  Bo- 

loign  duke. 
Eus,  How ! 
Guy.  What! 

Char.  Do  YOU  not  know  these  faces? 
God.  Brother  Charles. 
Eus.  Brother ! 
Guy,  Charles ! 

God,  I'll   question   with  them,    for  may   it 
not  be 
They  might  escape  the  seas  as  well  as  we  ? 
I  had  a  brother,  sir,  resembled  you. 

Eus.  I  had  a  brother  too  resembled  yoo. 
Char.  The  Boloigu  duke,  if  ever  you   have 
heard 
Of  such  a  man,  h»d  once  a  son  like  you. 

Guy.  Aye,  and  another  son  as  much  like  yoo. 
God.  My  brother's  name  was  Eustace. 
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Ens,  Godfrey  mine. 

Guy,  ITiat  duke  call'd  his  son  Charles. 

Char,  Mine  call'd  his  Guy. 

God.  My  brother  Eustace ! 

£us.  Godfrey! 

Char.  Guy! 

Guy,  And  Charles! 

All.  Brothers ! 

Rob.  This  accident  breeds  wonders  in  my 

thoughts. 
God,  Oh,  let  me  curse  that  head  that  envied 

thee. 
Guy,  Nay  curse  my  heart  that  emulated  thee. 
Eus,  My  brother  out-law,  and  my  own  true 

brother  ? 
Char.  For  ever  thus  let  us  embrace   each 

other. 
God.  When   I  was  cast  upon  the  Boloign 
strand, 
I  thought  none  had  escaped  the  seas  but  I. 
Criiy,  When  I  was  thrown  upon  the  French 
king's  coast, 
I  thought  none  had  escap*d  the  seas  but  I. 
Char.  I  thought  the  seas  had  favoured  none 
but  roe, 
When  I  attain*d  the  shores  of  Italy. 
Eus,  Ireland  took  me,  and  there  I  first  touched 
ground, 
Presuming  that  my  brothers  all  were  drown'd. 
Rob.  Were  ye  the  four  young  London  Pren- 
tices, 
That  in  the  ships  were  wreck*d  on  Goodwin's 

sands  ? 
Were  said  to  have  perish*d,  then  of  no  repute  ? 
Now  come  the  least  of  you  to  lead  an  host. 
And  to  be  found  the  sons  to  a  ]^eat  duke  ? 
God,  Witness  my  shield  the  trade  I  have 

profest. 
Guy,  Witness  my  shield  I  am  one  among 

the  rest. 
Char,  Witness  thou  mine. 
Eus.  And  witness  thou  for  me. 
Rob.  We  witness  all  your  martial  chivalry. 
Eus.  And  now,  my  foe,  turn'd  brother,  end 
our  hate. 
And  praise  that  power  divine  who  guides  our 
state. 
Guy,  Divide  we  hands  and  hearts  :  what  ha* 
tred  rests, 
Pour  out  in  thunder  on  the  Pagans'  crests. 
Eus,  Our  joys  are  not  at  fuU,  they  shall  not 
yet 
Know  where  my  sister  and  their  love  remains. 
Until  these  wars  have  end.    Oh,  had  our  God 
Not  laid  oar  fortunes  open,  but  a  brother 
Been  brought  in  triumph  to  a  sister's  bed, 


Clouds  of  despair  had  mask'd  our  sun  of  joy. 
Yet  will  I  keep  her  secret,  and  the  rather. 
To  crown  our  haps  when  we  have  freed  our 
father. 

Enter  Turn  us. 

Tur.  Christians,  once  more  defiance  in  my 
tongue 
Sounds  dismal  terror  in  your  fearful  ears. 
The  princes  whom  I  serve  grieve  they  have  mur'd 
Such  an  huge  army  in  n  wall  of  stone, 
And  they  are  thus  resolv'd ; 
To  leave  all  place  of  scom'd  advantages. 
And  in  a  pitched  field  end  this  glorious  war. 
Say,  will  ye  meet  them  ? 

nob.  Though  he  trust  his  strength. 
Yet  will  we  meet  his  forces  face  to  face, 
When  the  dry  earth  shall  quaffyour  bloods  apace. 
Guy.  And  tell  thtt  Souldan  from  a  Cbnstian 
prince. 
That  won  from  him  these  colours,  and  this  crown, 
In  that  pitch'd  field  my  head  this  crown  shall  bear, 
And  scarf-like  these  athwart  my  breast  I'll  wear. 
*  Eus.  This  for  the  Persian's  sake  I'll  wear  in 
sight. 
And  under  his  own  ensign  this  day  fight. 

Char.  Go  tell  the  Souldan  that  he  wears  my 
crown. 
Fortune  hath  given  it  me,  it  is  mine  own. 
God.  If  thou  bast  more  to  say  concerning 
war, 
Omit  thy  braves  and  trifling  circumstance : 
We'll  meet  you  sooner  than  you  can  desire. 
Be  gone,  be  gone,  our  hearts  are  all  on  fire. 
Tur,  Brave  lords,  our  conquests  will  be  ho- 
nourable, 
Because  we  have  to  deal  with  honoured  foes : 
Our  pikes  stand  to  receive  you  like  a  wood. 
We'll  **  fleck  our  white  steeds  in  your  Christian 
blood. 
Tan,  Prepare  to  meet  them,  and  appoint  our 
powers. 
This  day  the  city  and  themselves  are  ours. 
Rob,  Thou  under  whom  we  fight,  this  day  de- 
fend us. 
For  unto  thy  protection  we  commend  us. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  at  one  door,  with  Drum  and  Colours^ 
Souldan,  Sophy,  Moretes,  Turnus,^  and 
Soldiers, 

Soul,  Great  monarchs,  kings,  and  princes  of 
the  east. 
Ye  come  t'  encounter  with  a  valiant  foe ; 
Such  as  have  swam  huge  rivers,  dim  b'd  the  Alps; 
That  can  endure  sharp  hunger;  such  as  shrink  noc 


^  FUek — i.  e.  dapple,  spot.    So,  in  Romeo  and  Juliet,  A.  2.  S.  3 : 

"  And  flecked  darkness  like  a  drunkard  reeli«'* 
See  Note  tbereon  in  Sbakspeare,  Vol.  X.  p.  62.  edit  1778.      S. 
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To  have  their  bloods  sod  with  the  dog-days  heat, 
Nor  to  be  curdled  with  cold  Saturn's  rod.    . 
What  honour  were  it  for  an  host  of  giants, 
To  combat  with  a  pigmy  nation  ? 
No,  lords,  the  foe  we  mast  encounter  with, 
Is  full  of  spirit  and  majestick  spleen, 
Strong,  ijardy,  and  their  hearts  invincible. 
Destroy  Ctfese,  and  you  win  yourselves  a  name, 
And  all  the  nations  of  the  earth  shall  fear  you. 

Sophif,  The  more  renown'd  the  foe  is,  the 
more  famous 
Shall  be  our  conquest,  the  more  ^reat  their  fall. 
Come,  lords,  divide  we  our  battalions. 

Soul.  Be  yours  the  vaward. 

Sophy,  I  will  give  the  charge.  [battle ; 

SouL  Tumus,  have  you  the  rere-ward,  I  the 
Moretes,  thou  this  day  shalt  lead  the  horse ; 
Take  thou  the  cornet,  Turnus,  thou  tlie  archers. 
Be  thine  the  ^^  guidon,  I  the  men  at  arms, 
Be  mine  this  ensign. 

Sophy,  Then  mount  our  cannons,  let  our  flank- 
ing pieces 
Rail  on  the  Christian  army  with  wide  months. 
For  I  this  day  #ill  lead  the  forlorn  hope : 
''  The  camisado  shall  be  given  by  me. 

Tur.  Already  they  have  plac'cl  their  battery. 
Their  ordinance  stand  fit  beat  to  the  flanks. 

Soul,  My  canfloneers  need  no  instruction. 
Come,  let  us  line  our  pikes  with  musketeers. 
And  \o  attend  the  Christian's  fatal  charge. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  marching,  Robert,  Takcred,  Godfrey, 
Guy,  Charles,  Eustace,  Drum  and  Soldiert, 

Bob,  Princes,  this  day  weareespous'd  to  death: 
A  better  place  to  die  in,  than  this  vale. 
In  which  our  Saviour's  sepulchre  remains. 


What  man  in  all  our  army  could  desire  ? 
Speak,  how  have  you  disposed  our  officers? 
God,  Your  grace  is  captain  general  of  the  army. 
Guy.  And,  Godfrey,  you  high  marshal,  and 
roaster  of  the  camp ; 
And  as  assistants  you  have  under  you 
The  serjeant-major,  quarter-master,  pfovost, 
And  ^^  captain  of  the  spions. 

God.  My  brother  Guy,  chief  general  of  tlie 
horse, 
To  serve  him  his  lieutenant  colonel 
Captains  and  ^^  scout-masters. 

Em.  My  brother  Charles,  general  of  the  artil- 
lery ;  [tions. 
Under  him  his  lieutenant  commissaries  of  muni- 
Gentlemen  of  the  artillery,  colouel  of  pioneers, 
'♦Trench-masters,  and  '' carriage-masters. 
Char.  My  brother  Eustace,  treasurer  of  the 
camp; 
And  under  him  the  auditors,  muster-masters,  and 
commissaries. 
Eus,  Prince  Tancred  is  our  royftl  secretary, 
Without  whom  nothing  is  concluded  on. 
Thus  are  the  special  offices  disposed. 

Tan,   Princes,  what  order  take  you  for  tlie 

assault  ? 
Hoh,  One  half  maintain  the  battery,  beat  the 
walls. 
Whilst  the  other  keeps  them  play  in  the  open 
fields. 
God.  We  shall  not  need  to  block  the  breach 
with  forts. 
Victuals  and  forage  are  at  pleasure  ours. 
'^  Stockadoes,  '^  palizadoes,  stop  their  waters. 
Bulwarks  and  '^  curtains  all  are  batterM  down, 
And  we  are  safejntrench'd  by  pioneers. 
Our ' 'casemates,  ^cavaliers  ana  *'  counterscarfs 


^  Gtddom, — A  standard,  ensign,  or  banner,  under  which  a  troop  of  men  of  arms  serve. 

''  The  CamtMuh.—From  the  Spanish  Caineisa,  a  shirt:  a  sudden  assaulting,  or  surprisal  of  the 
enemy ;  so  termed,  because  the  soldiers  who  execute  it  most  commonly  wear  skirts  over  their  armour, 
or  take  their  enemies  in  their  shirts.    See  Cotgrave. 

5*  Captain  qf  the  spians. — Espions,  Fr.  spies,  troops  of  observation. 

55  Scout-masters. — It  was  the  duty  of  these  oflicers  to  attend  lo  the  scouts,  and  to  place  the  watch 
at  night.  See  a  particular  account  of  it  in  Digges's  Arithmeticall  TKeatisef  named  StroHoticoSy  4to. 
1590.  p.  116. 

'♦  Trench-masters, — ^The  trench-master  "  hath  commaundement  over  all  the  pioners,  and  is  to  give 
(Krection  particularly  for  all  earth  workes  (whether  they  be  trenches  for  inclosing  the  camp,  or 

sconces  to  be  made  against  the  enemy,  or  defences  for  the  artilleric)." Digges's  ^ratioticos,  1590, 

•p.  113. 

''  Carriage-masters, — The  office  of  the  carriage-master  **  is  chiefely  to  see  good  order  observed 
both  in  the  marching  and  lodging  of  the  carriages,  that  they  clog  not  up  the  wayes,  nor  one  hinder 
auotlter  in  marching," Digges^s  Stratioticos,  1590.  p.  Ill, 

^^  Stockadoes. — In  a  pamphlet  published  in  the  last  century,  I  find  a  list  of  requisites  to  be  carried 
into  the  field,  with  a  train  of  artillery.    Among  other  articles  are  400  stockadoes. 

^7  Palizadoes. — **  A  defence,  or  wall  of  pales,  or  stakes,  or  the  pointed  stakes  in  a  fortification, 
which  hinder  the  enemy  from  scaling  the  work.  A  term  in  war:  it  is  also  taken  for  great  posts  set 
up  in  the  entry  to  a  camp  for  a  defence  against  great  shot." Blount. 

SB  Curtains, — That  part  of  the  wall  or  rampart  that  lies  between  two  bastions. 

'9  Casemates, — ^A  casemate,  from  the  Fr.  ehasmate, ''  a  loop-hole  in  a  fortified  wall  to  shoot  out  at ; 
or,  in  fortification,  a  place  in  a  ditch  out  of  which  to  plague  the  assailants." Blount. 

^  Cavaliers, — Cavaliers  in  fortification  are  heaps  or  masses  of  earth,  raised  in  a  fortress  to  lodge 
the  cannon  for  scouring  the  field,  or  opposing  a  commanding  work,    'rhcse  cavaliers  are  sometimes 
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Are  well  sorveyM  by  all  our  engineers, 
Fortifications,  ramparts,  ^^  parapets ; 
That  we  at  pleasure  may  assault  the  way, 
Which  leads  unto  the  gate  Antiochia. 
Guif,  Whilst  you  ^^  intend  the  walls,  shall  my 
^  hard  horse 
Give  a  brave  onset,  shivering  all  their  pikes, 
Arm'd  with  their  ^'  greaves  and  ^*  maces,  and 

broad  swords-, 
Proof  ^'  cuirasses,  and  *•  open  burganets. 
Char,  Yet  let  us  look  our  battle  be  well 
mann'd 
With  sljot,  bills,  halberds,  and  proof  targetteers. 
Eus.  No  man  but  knows  his  charge.    Bro- 
thers and  friends. 
See  where  they  stand  for  us;  this  night  shall 

hide 
All  their  brieht  glory  which  now  swells  with 
pride. 
Soui,  Christians  ! 
fas.  Pagans ! 
Soui.  Behold  our  camp. 
Rob.  Souldan,  survey  ours  too. 
Soul.  From  Ganges  to  the  bay  of  Calecut, 
From  Turkey  aud  Uie  threefold  Araby ; 
From  Saoxin  eastward  unto  Nubia's  bounds. 
From  Lybia  and  the  land  of  Mauritans, 
And  from  tlie  Red  Sea  to  the  Wilderness, 
Have  we  unpeopled  kingdoms  for  these  wars, 
To  be  reveiig'd  on  you  base  Christians. 
Rob,  From  England,  the  best  brood  of  mar- 
tial spirits, 
Whose  walls  the  ocean  washeth  white  as  snow. 
For  which  you  strangers  call  it  Albion ; 
From  France,   a    nation    both  renown'd   and 
fear*d; 


From  Scotland,  Wales,  even  to  the  Irish  coast; 
Beyond  the  pillars  great  Alcides  rear'd ; 
At  Gades  in  Spain  unto  the  Pyreue  hills ; 
Have  we  assembled  men  of  dauntless  spirits, 
To  scourge  jou  hence,  ye  damned  infidels. 
Sophjf,  Within  our  troops  are  sturdy  bands  of 
Moors, 
Of  Bab^flonians,  Persians,  Bactrians, 
Of  Grecians,  Russians,  of  Tartarians,  Turks, 
Even  from  the  floods  that  grow  from  Paradise 
Unto  this  place  where  the  brook  Kedroii  runs. 
Guy.  Within  our  troops  are  English,  French, 
Scotch,  Dutch, 
Italians  of  prince  Tancred's  regiment. 
Even  from  the  seas  that  wall  in  Albion, 
As  far  as  any  river  or  brook  runs. 
That  Christian  drinks  on,  have  we  people  here, 
Tur.  To  make  our  streets  red  with  your  Chris- 
tian blood. 
Char,  To  drown  you  slaves  in  a  vermillion 

,  flood. 
Mor,  To  burn  your  bodies  o'er  your  prophet's 

grave. 
Eus.  To  lead  your  emperor  captive  like  a 

slave. 
Soui.  To  make  your  guide  trot  by  ray  chariot- 
wheel. 
Tan.  To  lash  your  armour  with  these  rods  of 
steel.  [powers, 

Sohpy,  Then  to  extirp  you  all,  ye  Persian 
Assbt  our  courage,  make  the  conquest  ours. 
Rob,  God  match  thy  might  with  theirs,  pro- 
tect us  too ; 
To  let  this  people  know  what  thou  canst  do. 
Soul,  A  charge  I    a  charge  !    rail  drums,  and 
cannons  roar; 


of  a  roond,  sometimes  of  a  square  fignre,  the  top  being  bordered  with  a  parapet  to  cover  the  camion 
tkcretn  mounted.    A  cacalier  is  sometimes  called  a  double  bastion. 

^  CtmMterseaifs, — A  amuterscarfy  or  amtramure,  is  **  an  out-wall  compassing  the  walls  of  the  city, 
aid  placed  before  them  for  the  more  safe-gnard." Blount. 

^  Pvapets. — ^A  parapet  is  ''  a  wall  or  defence  breast  high,  on  the  upper  part  of  a  rampire,  to  de« 
fcad  from  the  enemies  shot." Blount. 

^  bdeml — i.  e.  pay  attention  to.    So,  in  Massinger's  Emperor  of  the  Eatt,  A.  1.  S.  1 : 

"  When  you  please. 
You  may  intend  those  royal  exercises 
Suiting  your  birth  and  greatness." 

Ben  Jonson's  Poetaster^  A.  1*  S.  2  :^-''  Send  Janus  home  his  back-face  again,  and  look  only  forward 
CO  the  law,  inUnd  that." 
Marstott'f  iVhaJt  You  WiU^  A.  3.  S.  1 ; 

"  Now  is  my  fury  monnted,  fii^e  yoor  eyes, 
Intend  yonr  senses,  bend  your  listning  up, 
For  ril  make  greatnesse  quake." 

«♦  BcnL— See  Note  43,  p.  9«. 

^  Gtmm*— i.  e.  armoor  for  the  legs. — Minshieu.  See  also  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  Second  Part  ^f 
tang  Henry  IV.  A.  4.  S.  1. 

^  Mmu94 — ^Tmochions. 

^  Cmirnnes  or  corslets.  '<  Armour  for  the  breast  and  back.  Cuirace  a  cittr,  i.  e.  leather,  be- 
caate  in  times  past  they  were  made  of  leather,  or  for  that  they  are  now  of  metal,  and  tied  on  with 
Icalfccr." Mjmshibu. 

^  Open  ^wyofietJ.— Helmets.    See  Mr.  Steevens's  Note  on  Anionii  and  CUopoira^  A.  !•  S.  5. 
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Christians,  at  home  your  friends  abroad  deplore. 
God.  Christians  at  home  abroad  our  con- 
quest's fame : 

Thou  God  of  hosts^  this  day  make  known  thy 
name. 

Alarum.  Join  battle :  the  Christians  are  beaten 
off.  The  SouLDAN  victoriously  leads  off"  his 
Soldiers  marching. 

Enter  Charles  and  Godfrey  with  pistols. 

Char.  Oh,  ^  heaven,  that  multitude  should 

more  than  manhood, 
That  we  should  thus  be  bom  down  with  a  press, 
Be  throng'd  and  shouldered  from  the  place  we 

keep! 
God.  For  every  man  we  lead,  the  foe  hath  ten, 
Their  weapons'  tops  appear  above  their  heads 
In  as  tliick  number  as  the  spikes  of  grain 
Upon  a  well-tiird  land :  they  have  more  lives 
Than  all  our  tired  arms  could  send  to  d^ath, 
If  they  should  yield  their  bare  breasts  to  our 

swords. 
Char.  What  should  we  do  ^  we  are  encom- 

pass*d  round, 
Girded  with  thousand  thousands  in  a  ring  : 
And  like  a  man  left  on  a  dangerous  rock. 
That  waits  the  climbing  tide  rise  to  destroy  him, 
What  way  soe'er  he  looks^  sees  nought  but 

death : 
So  we ;  the  bloody  tide  grows  up  apace. 
Whose  waves  will  swallow  us  and  all  our  race. 
Where's  Guy  and  Eustace  ? 

God.  Gone  to  scale  a  tower 
In  which  our  father  lies :  oh,  I  did  see  them 
Cut  down  a  wood  of  men  upon  the  sudden. 
Their  swords  cut  lances,  as  a  scythe  cuts  grass : 
Their  valour  seems  to  me  miraculous. 
Thou  Saviour  of  the  world,  whose  cross  we  bear, 
Infuse  our  hearts  with  courage,  theirs  with  fear. 

[Escunt. 

Enter  Sodldan,  Sophy,  and  Soldiers.  Alarum. 
Enter  Guy  and  Eustace  with  their  Father. 

Eus.  A  Sion,  a  Sion. 

Guy.  A  Jerusalem. 

Eus.  A  father,  and  in  him  a  crown  of  joy. 

Guy,  A  Sion,  a  Jerusalem,  a  father. 

Eus.   Through  their  decurians,   centurions, 

and  legions. 

Captains  of  thousands,  and  ten  thousands  guards, 

We  have  ventured  even  upon  the  cannons  mouth. 

And  scal'd  the  bulwarks  where  their  ordnance 

play'd. 
The  strength  of  armies  triumphs  in  those  arms, 
We  have  surpriz'd  the  fortress  and  the  hold  : 
My  shield  I  have  had  cut  piece-meal  from  mine 

arm. 
But  oow  you  would  have  taken  me  for  an  archer, 


So  many  arrows  were  struck  here  and  there. 
The  Pagans  thought  to  make  a  quiver  of  me. 

Alarum ;  enter  Pagans. 

See,  brother,  how  the  foe  fresh  forces  gather ! 

A  Sion,  a  Jerusalem,  a  father. 

[Every  one  by  turn  takes  up  their  Father ^  and 
carries  him.  Enter  the  two  Brothers,  they 
aid  and  second  them^  and  with  a  shout 
carry  him  away. 

Alarum;  en^er  Souldan,  Sophy. 

Soul.  An  engineer,  call  forth  an  engineer. 
Sophy.  Why,  what  to  do,  my  lord  ? 
Soul.  I'll  make  these  turrets  dance  among  the 
clouds, 
Before  the  Christians  shall  inhabit  them. 

Sophy.  Yet  there  is  hope  of  conquest ;  fight, 

brave  Souldan. 
Soul.  These  Christians  rage,  like  spirits  €:on- 
jur'd  up. 
Their  thundering  ordnance  spit  huge  clouds  of 

fire, 
They  run  against  the  walls  like  iron  rams. 
And  bear  them  down  afore  them  with  their 
breasts. 
Sophy,  Fortune,  thou  art  too  envious  of  our 
glory. 
Behold  the  two  great'st  emperors  of  the  earth. 
The  Babylonian  Souldan,  and  great  Sophy  ; 
Unveil  thine  eyes,  and  look  upon  our  fialls. 
Soul.  Fortune  and  fkte,  and  death^  the  devil 
and  all. 
Oppose  themselves  against  us. 

Enter  Moretes  and  Turnus. 

Now  what  news  ? 

Mor.  Denth. 

Sophy.  What  news  bring'st  thou  ? 

Tur.  Confusion. 

Soul.  That  death  was  once  my  slave,  hat  now 
my  lord. 

Sophy.  Confusion  was  once  page  unto   my 
sword. 
Is  the  day  lost  ? 

Tur.  Lost. 

Soul.  Must  we  needs  despair  ? 

Alor.  Despair. 

Soul.  We  will  not,  we  will  die  resolvedly. 
The  palace  we  will  make  a  slaughter-house. 
The  streets  a  shambles,  kennels  shall  run  hiood. 
Down  from  Mount  Sion,  with  such  hideous  noise 
As  when  great  showers  of  water  fall  from  hills. 

Sophy.  Through  which  way  did  they  uiake  ir- 
ruption first  ? 

Tur.  Tbroufrh  the  gate,  calFd  Antiochia. 
The  self-same  breach  that  Roman  Titus  made» 
When  he  destroyed  this  city,  they  burst  ope. 


^  Bettcen, — God;  first  edition. 
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SauL  There  is  some  virtue  io  the  cross  they 
wear, 

It  makes  tiiem  strone  as  lions,  swift  as  roes. 

Tb^  resolutions  make  them  conquerors. 

Tbejr  have  ta'en  our  royal  standard  irom  the  walls, 

Id  place  whereof  they  have  advanced  their  cross. 
I        Sophy.  I  will  not,  I  survive  so  foul  a  shame, 
I     Once  more  unite  our  powers,  (I  mean  ourselves, 
I     For  all  powers  else  have  failed  us);  bravely  fight, 

That  our  declining  sun  may  make  their  night ! 

Enter  the  four  Brethren, 

Soul,  Christians,  base  Christians,  hear  us  when 
we  call. 
Eternal  darkness  shall  confound  you  all. 

Alarum, — The  four  Brethren  each  of  them  kill  a 
Fagan  King^  take  offiheir  Crowns,  and  exeunt, 
two  one  watfy  and  two  another.     Retreat, 

Enter  Robert,  Tanceed,  Godfrey,  Guy, 
Charles,  Eustace,  Old  Earl,  Drum,  Colours^ 
and  Soldiers, 

Rob.  Now  smooth  again  the  wrinkles  of  your 
brows, 
And  wash  the  blood  from  off  vour  hands  in  milk : 
With  penitential  praises  laud  our  God, 
Ascribe  all  glory  to  the  heavenly  powers, 
Smce  Sion  and  Jerusalem  are  ours. 

Tan.  We  do  abhor  a  heart  puff'd-up  with 
_  pride. 

That  attributes  these  conquests  to  our  strength ; 
Twas  God  that  strengthened  us  and  weakened 

them. 
And  gave  us  Sion  and  Jerusalem. 

God.  Thou  that  doth  muster  angels  in  the  sky. 
That  in  thyself  bast  power  of  victory. 
Make  thy  name  shine  bright  as  the  noon-tide  sun, 
bioce  Sion  and  Jerusalem  are  won. 
0.  E.  Boi,  My  former  want  hath  n<Jw  suffi- 
cient store. 
For,  having  seen  this,  I  desire  no  more. 
How  fair  and  smooth  my  stream  of  pleasure  runs, 
To  look  at  once  on  Sion  and  my  sons ! 

Gny.  Showers  of  abundance  rain  into  our  lips^ 
To  make  repentance  grow  within  our  hearts. 
What  greater  earthly  bliss  could  heaven  pour 

down. 
Than  Sion,  our  dear  father,  and  this  town  ? 
Ckar.  Then,  to  confirm  these  conquests  God 
hath  given  us, 
SeaI'd  with  the  blood  of  kings  and  emperors, 
^  OS  elect  a  king,  that  may  maintain 
Our  honours  with  the  deaths  of  monarchs  slain. 

Etts.  Call  forth  the  patriarch  of  Jerusalem, 
His  right  hand  must  bequeath  that  dipiity. 
God,  With  tears  I  speak  it,  lagging  in  the 
train 
Of  the  distressed  Souldan  he  was  slain. 
Rob,  Prais'd  be  our  God,  we  have  reveng'd 
his  death ! 
^^nat  potentates  consort  him  to  liis  grave. 


Char,  What  man,  for  gravity  and  sanctity, 
May  we  think  worthy  of  this  honoured  place  ? 
Kob,  Whose  years,  devotion,  and  most  sacred 
life. 
Better  can  fit  that  holy  place,  than  his 
Whose  worthy  sous  have  brought  to  end  these 

wars? 
Princes  join  hands,  invest  him  all  at  once. 

[Flourish, 
O,  E.  Bol.  My  fervent  zeal  bids  I  should  not 
deny  : 
It  hrings  my  soul  to  heaven  before  I  die. 

Eus,  But,  princes,  whom  will  ye  elect  the 
king. 
To  guard  this  city  from  succeeding  peril  ? 
God,  Robert  of  Normandy. 
Rob.  Oh,  chuse  prince  Tancred  rather. 
Tan.  Too  weak  is  my  desert,  and  I  refuse  it. 
Eus.  Then  put  it  to  most  voices. 
All.  Robert  of  Normandy. 
Rob.   Princes,  we  much  commend  you  for 
your  loves : 
But  letters  from  England  tell  me  William's  dead, 
And  by  succession  left  the  crown  to  me. 
I  say  prince  Godfrey  hath  deservM  it  best. 
Tan.  So  Tancred  says. 
AIL  And  so  say  all  the  rest. 
God.  Princes,  ye  press  me  down  with  too 
much  honours, 
And  load  a  soul  that  cannot  bear  them  up. 
Dissuade  me  not,  no  counsel  I  will  hear. 
Behold  a  crown  which  Godfrey  means  to  wear ! 
[A  crown  of  thorns. 
This  made  the  blood  run  from  our  Saviour's 

brow, 
No  crown  but  this  can  Godfrey's  heart  allow. 
Prayers  are  my  pride,  devotion  draws  my  sword, 
No  pomp  but  this  can  Boloign*s  soul  afford. 
My  vow  s  irrevocable,  state  I  refuse ; 
No  other  crown  but  this  will  Godfrey  chuse. 

Tan,  If  he  refuse  the  place,  elect  prince  Guy ; 
Most  voices  :  shall  he  have  the  scepter  ? 
All,  I. 

Rob.  Then  crown  him  straight,  and  henceforth 
let  his  name 
Be  through  the  world  call'd  Guy  of  Lessingham. 
All  these  desire  it,  I  consent  with  them ; 
Long  live  prince  Guy,  king  of  Jerusalem. 

[Flourish. 
Guy,  The  crown  is  burst,  and  parted  from  my 
head; 
I  fear  the  heavens  are  angry  with  your  choice. 
0.  JB.  Bol,  Son  Guy,  they  are  not.     By  divine 
instinct 
The  heavens  have  lent  me  a  prophetic  spirit. 
This  shews  thy  troublous  reign;  mutinies  from  far 
Shall  fright  thy  towns  and  provinces  with  war. 
Guy.  If  it  be  nothing  else,  crown  me  again, 
We  have  a  heart  our  kingdom  to  maintairf. 
What  honours  do  my  brothers'  heads  await  ? 
Rob,   Prince  Eustace,  you  shall  wear  this 
crown  of  state, 
Be  kingof  Sicil;  and  command  that  isle. 
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Lord  Charles,  the  crown  of  Cyprus  longs  to  you. 
That  in  the  fight  the  king  of  Cyprus  slew. 
One  general  voice  at  once  proclaim  them  kings. 

[Flourish. 

Char,  In  memory  of  this  solemnity, 
Here  will  I  leave  this  scutcheon  born  by  nie ; 
That  in  what  coast  soeVr  my  bones  be  laid, 
This  shield  may  be  an  honour  to  my  trade* 

Eus.  Mine  shall  hang  there,  a  trophy  of  my 
fame, 
My  trade  is  famous  by  kinv  Eustace  name. 

Gui/.  In  memory  a  king  hath  bom  this  shield, 
I  add  these  challices  to  this  argent  field. 

God.  In  honour  of  my  first  profession, 
That  shield  in  all  these  wars  by  Godfrey  born, 
I  crown  this  maid*s  head  with  a  wreath  of  thorn. 

O.  E.  BoL  Oh,  were  my  daughter  here  this 
joy  to  see ; 
How  light  her  soul !  how  glad  would  my  heart  be ! 

Tan,  Would  I  had  now  my  love  ! 

Guy.  Or  I  that  dame. 
That  adds  to  beauty's  sun  a  brighter  flame. 

Rob.  Were  the  fair  virgin  here,  I  would  renown 
Her  glorious  beauty  with  the  English  crown. 

Eus.  Princes,  Til  fit  you  all,  lady  come  forth. 

Enter  Bella  Franca, 

B.  Fran.  The  lovely  princes. 

Tan.  Fair  Mistress ! 

Char.  Lady ! 

God,  Madam ! 

Guy.  Honoured  Saint ! 

B,  Fran,  Nay,  pardon  me,  love  comes  not 
by  constraint. 
But  princes,  will  you  grant  me  patience. 
Before  I  part,  I  mean  to  please  you  all. 
First,  holy  Patriarch,  tell  me  of  all  others 
Whom  in  the  world  you  most  desire  to  see. 

0,  E.  Boi.  My  daughter. 

JB.  Fran.  Prince  Godfrey,  Charles,  and  Eus- 
tace, whom  say  you  ? 

All.  Next  yourself  our  sister. 

B.  'Fran.  And  whom  you  ? 

Tan.  My  love. 

B.  Fran.  Who's  that? 

Tan.  Your  honoured  self,  fair  maid. 

JB.  Fran.  Nay,  I'll  make  good  the  words  that 
I  have  said. 
Father,  I  give  a  daughter  to  your  hand : 
Brothers,  behold,  here  doth  your  sister  stand. 
Tancred,  behold  the  lady  you  once  seiz'd, 
OnJY  I  leave  prince  Robert  here  displeas'd. 

O.  E.  Bol.  My  daughter  Bella  Franca! 

Brother.  Sister ! 

Tan.  Love! 

O.  E.  Bol.  I  am  too  happy,  and  too  full  of  joy. 
Heaven  pours  on  me  more  good  than  I  can  bear : 
I  that  .before  was  starv*d,  now  surfeit  here. 


Rob,  Princes,  and  lady,  nothing  can  displease 
For  we  partake  in  all  tins  glad  content,  [us, 
And  witli  applause  rejoice  this  accident. 
Tancred,  rejoice  y(»ur  love,  and  you  your  friends, 
Where  you  begin  with  marriage,  our  love  ends. 
Kings,  and  kings'  peers,  to  heaven  ascribe  the 

g»ory. 
Whilst  we  to  chronicles  report  this  story. 

Guy.  Make  love  unto  my  sister!   'tis  most 
strange : 
Now,  Guy,  I  would  thou  hadst  thy  French  love 

here; 
My  heart  should  grant  her  what  I  then  refus*d. 
Now  having  got  this  state  of  dignity, 
I  grieve  that!  have  so  obdurate  been. 
But  for  amends  would  make  her  Siou's  queen. 

Eus.  And  well  remembred,  brother,  I  must 
now 
Entreat  you  for  a  pretty  boy  your  page, 
That  hath  on  some  occasion  stray'd  from  you. 

Guy.  Oh,  brother,  where's  the  villain  ? 

Eus.  Pardon  him,  and  I  will  tell  you. 

Guy.   Great  were  th'  offence,  I  would  not 
clear  for  you. 

Eus.  The  poor  boy,  brother,  stays  within  my 
tent, 
But  so  disguis'd  you  cannot  know  him  now. 
For  he's  tum'd  wench;  and, but  I  know  the  wag 
To  be  a  boy,  to  see  him  thus  transtbrmM 
I  should  have  sworn  he  had  been  a  wench  indeed. 

Guy.  Pray  let  me  see  him,  brother,  in  that 
habit, 
I  would  not  lose  the  villain  for  more  gold 
I'han  Sion  would  be  sold  for ;  he  will  blush 
To  be  ta'en  tardy  in  his  maid's  attire. 

Eus.  You  have  pardoued  him  } 

Guy.  I  have. 

Eus,  Then,  Jack,  appear. 

Enter  tfie  French  Lady. 

Nay,  blush  not  to  be  in  your  woman's  geer. 

Guy.  Leap  heart,  dance  spirit,  be  merry  jo- 
cund soul, 
Tis  she  undoubtedly. 

F.  Lady.  You  know  me  then  ! 

Guy.  I  do ;  'twas  that  disguise. 
That  all  this  while  liath  blinded  my  clear  eves. 

Eus.  Fie,  are  you  not  asham'd  to  kiss  a  boy. 
And  in  your  arms  to  grasp  him  with  such  joy? 

Guy.  She  is  no  hoy,  you  do  mistake  her  quite. 

Eus.  A  boy,  a  page,  a  w^tail  by  this  light. 
What  say  you,  sister  ? 

B.  Fran.  Sure  he  told  me  so. 
For  if  he  be  a  maid,  I  made  him  one. 

Eus.  Do  not  mistake  the  sex,  man,  for  he*s 
none. 
It  is  a  rogue,  a  wag,  his  name  is  Jack, 
A  notable  dissembhug  lad,  a  ^°  crack. 


7^  A  crack, — Mr  IVrwhitt  says,  *'  this  is  an  old  Islandic  word,  signifying  ahoy  or  diUd.  One  of  the 
fabulous  kings  and  heroes  of  Denmark,  called  Ihvlf,  was  sunitmed  JCro^r."  See  Uie  story  in  Eddtu 
Fabk  6Sj  Note  to  The  Second  PartrfKUig  Hemy  IV.  A.  5.  8.  ft.  ^^ 
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Gtf|iu  Brother,  'tis  you  that  are  deceived  in  her, 
Besbrew  her,  she  hath  been  my  bedfellow 
A  year  and  more,  yet  I  had  not  the  grace 
Brothers,  receive  a  sister ;  reverend  father, 
Accept  a  daughter,  whilst  I  take  a  wife, 
And  of  a  great  king's  daughter  make  a  queen. 
This  is  the  beauteous  virgm,  the  French  lady. 
To  whom  my  fortune  stillremains  in  debt. 

Eus.  A  lady  !  then  I  cry  you  mercy,  brother; 
A  nlJaut  bride !    would  I  had  such  another ! 

F.  Lady,  A  wondrous  change !  she  that  your 
page  hath  been 
Is  DOW  at  length  transform'd  to  be  your  queen. 
Pardon  me,  Guy,  my  love  drew  me  along. 
No  shameless  lust. 

Guy.  Fair  saint,  I  did  you  wrong. 
If  fortune  had  not  been  your  friend  .in  this. 
Yon  had  not  lain  thus  long  without  a  kiss. 
Father,  embrace  her;  brothers,  sister,  all. 

0.  £.  BoL  This  fortune  makes  our  joys  mere 
cofnical. 


I  The  fame  of  our  success  all  Europe  rings : 
The  father,  patriarch,  sees  his  sons  all  kings. 
'Rob.  The  heavens  are  full  of  bounty;  then, 

brave  princes, 
First  in  the  Temple  hang  these  trophies  up. 
As  a  remembrance  of  your  fortunes  past. 
You  good  old  fother,   wear  your  patriarch's 

robes ; 
Prince  Godfrey,  walk  you  with  your  crown  of 

tluims ; 
Guy  with  his  lady;  Tancred  wiih  his  wife; 
Charles  with  his  crown  of  Cyprus;  and  young 

Eustace 
Crown'd  with  the  rich  Sicilian  diadem ; 
I  with  the  honour  of  the  Pagans*  deaths. 
So  in  procession  walk  we  to  Christ's  tomb. 
With  humble  hearts  to  pay  our  pilgrim's  vows. 
Repair  we  to  our  countries,  that  once  done, 
For  Sion  and  Jerusalem  w[%  won. 

[  Exeunt  amnes. 


This  Play,  aft  Mr  Warton  observes,  is  burlesqued  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Knight  of  the 
Burning  FestU.  It  is  a  mixture  of  the  droll  and  serious,  and  was  evidently  intended  to  ridicule 
the  reigning  fashion  of  reading  Romances.    Note  to  T/ie  Second  Part  of  King  Henry  IV,  A.  3.  S.  2. 


EDITIONS. 


(1.)  "  The  Foure  Prentises  of  London.  With  the  Concjuest  of  Jerusalem.  As  it  has  bene  di- 
veiic  times  acted  at  the  Red  Bull,  bv  the  Queenes  Majesties  Servants.  Written  by  Thoms^s 
Hejwood.    Primed  at  London  for  J  .W.  1615.  4to." 

(e.)  "  The  Foure  Prentises  of  London.  With  the  Concjuest  of  Jerusalem.  As  it  hath  beene  di- 
vers times  acted  at  the  Red  Bull,  by  the  Queenes  Majesues  Servants,  witli  good  applause.  Writ- 
ten and  newly  revised  by  Thomas  Hey  wood.    Printed  at  London  by  Nicholas  Okes.     1632.  4lo." 


Hie  word  is  often  used  in  ancient  writers.    So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  DevU  ii.an  Ass,  A*  3.  S.  8 : 


"  If  we  could  get  a  witty  boy  now  Engine, 
That  were  an  excellent  cracky  I  could  instruct  him 
To  the  true  height." 


MawBger's  Utmatwral  Combat,  A.  1.  S.  1 : 


"  Here's  a  CTwfe/ 

I  think  they  suck  this  knowledge  in  their  milk.'' 


VOL,    III. 


THE    ANTIQUARY. 


SHAKERLEY  MARMION. 


Srakerley  Mabmion  was  bom  at  Aynho,  near  Brackleyy  in  the  county  of  Nortkagmpton^ 
where  hi$  father  was  lord  of  the  manors  ana  in  posteuion  of  a  considerable  estate.  He  received  the 
early  part  of  his  education  at  the  free  school  at  Thame  in  the  county  ofOxford^  under  the  cart  cf 
Richard  Boucher,  commonly  called  Butcher,  the  master  thereof,  in  the  year  1617,  he  became  a 
gentleman  commoner  of  Wadham  College  in  Oxford,  and  in  1624  '  took  the  degree  of  master  i^  arts. 
Anthony  Wood  *  says,  that  he  was  **  a  goodly  proper  gentleman,  and  had  once  in  hts  possession  seven 
hundred  pounds  per  annum  at  least.**  The  whole  of  this  ample  fortune  he  dissipated  ;  after  which 
he  went  into  the  Low  Countries ;  but  not  meeting  with  promotion  according  to  his  expectation^  he 
returned  to  England,  and  was  admitted  one  of  the  troop  raised  by  Sir  John  Suckling  for  the  noe  of 
Kine  Charles  the  First,  in  his  expedition  against  the  Scots,  in  the  year  1639 ;  but  falling  sick  at 
York,  he  returned  to  London,  where  he  died  in  the  same  year?  Besides  several  poems,  scattered 
about  in  different  publications,  he  wrote  three  plays,  viz. 

(1.) ''  nollands  Leaguer,  an  excellent  comedy,  as  it  hath  bin  lately  and  often  acted  mnth  great  ap^ 
plause  by  the  high  and  mighty  Prince  Charles  his  servants,  at  the  private  houu  in  Sali^nry- 
court:*    163«.    4to. 

To  the  Dramatis  Persona  of  this  play,  the  names  of  the  several  performers  are  added, 

Oldys,  in  his  MS.  Notes  on  Langbaine,  says,  there  is  a  tract  in  prose  called  Hollands  Leaguer,  or 
an  Historical  Discourse  of  the  Life  and  Actions  of  Doona  Britannica,  the  Arch  Mistress  of  tht 
wicked  Women  of  Eutopia ;  wherein  is  detected  the  notorious  Sin  of  Pandarism,  and  the  execrmUf 
Life  of  the  luxurious  Impudent.    4to.    16SS.  I 

(S.)  ''  A  Fine  Con^anion,  acted  before  the  King  and  Queene  at  White^ll,  and  sundrie  HmetL 
with  great  applause,  at  the  private  house  in  Salisbury-court,  by  the  Prince  his  servants/*  1633.   4A| 

(3.)  **  The  Antiquary,  a  comedy,  acted  by  her  Atajesties  servants,  at  the  Cockpit.**    1641.    4/0. 

He  also  published  '*  Cupid  and  Psiche ;  or  an  eptck  poem  of  Cupid  and  his  Mistreu,  as  it  w4 
lately  presented  to  the  Prince  Elector.** 

Prefixed  to  this  are  complimentary  verses,  by  Richard  Brome,  Francis  Tuckyr,  Thomas  KtMeM 
and  Thomas  Heywood.  ^--^^ 

Wood  says,  he  Irft  some  things  in  MS,  ready  for  the  press,  which  were  either  lost  or  in  obMcut\ 
hands. 


Langbaine,  |>.  545. 

Athina  Oxomensis, 

icr  who  squandered 

'ed  Wood's  account 

3  Oldys'  BIS.  Notes  to  Langbaine. 


*  Athena  Oxtmiensis,  VoL  II.  p.  19.  Oldys,  in  his  MS.  Notes  on  Langbaine,  says,  it  was  our  aathod 
father  who  squandered  away  his  fortune ;  but  as  he  quotes  no  authority  for  this  assertion,  I  have  iS 
lowed  Wood's  account.  ^ 


THE    ANTIQUARY. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONS. 


Veterano,  the  Antiquary, 

Oasparo,  a  Magninco  of  Pita, 

LoREszOy  an  old  Uentleman, 

MociNico,  an  old  Gentleman  that  would  appear 
young. 

Lionel,  Nephew  to  the  Antiquary, 

Petrucio^  a  foolUh  GentUittan,  Son  to  Oas- 
paro. 

AuRELio,  a  young  Gentleman, 


AvRELio*8  Father,  in  the  Ditguiu  qfa  Braivo, 

Hit  Boy. 

Petro,  the  Antiquary*t  Boy. 

JEuiLtAy  Wife  to  Lorenzo. 
LucRETiA,  Daughter  to  Lorevzo. 
Angelia,  Sitter  to  Lionel,  in  the  Ditguite  qf 
a  Page. 

A  Cook, 
I\Kfo  Servants, 


SCENEr-PISA. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  LioNEii^oiu/  Petrucio. 

Lion.  Nowy  sir,  let  me  bill  you  welcome  to 
jwu  country,  and  the  longine  expectation  of 
duse  friends,  that  have  almost  Innguish'd  for  the 
si^ht  of  YOU.  I  must  flatter  him,  and  stroke 
lum  too,  be  will  give  no  milk  else.  [Atide. 

Pet.  I  have  calculkted,  by  all  the  rules  of  rea- 
son and  art,  that  I  shall  be  a  great  man  ;  for 
what  singular  quality  concurs  to  perfection  and 
•dvaocement,  diat  is  defective  in  me  ?  Take  my 
feature  and  proportion,  have  they  not  a  kind  of 
sweetness  and  harmony,  to  attract  the  eyes  of 
the  beholders  ?  the  confirmation  of  which,  many 
authenticaljudgments  of  ladies  have  seal'd  and 
tubichb'd  to. 


Lion.  How  do  yon,  sir  ?  are  yon  not  well  ? 
Pet,  Next,  my  behaviour  and  discourse,  ac- 
cording to  the  court-garb,  ceremonious  enough, 
more  promising  than  substantial,  able  to  keep 
pace  vnth  the  best  hunting  wit  of  them  all ;  be- 
sides, nature  has  blessed  me  with  boldness  suffi- 
cient and  fortune  with  means;  what  then  should 
hinder  me  ?  nothin|;  but  destiny,  villainous  des- 
tiny, that  chains  virtue  to  darkness  and  obscu- 
rity. Well,  I  will  insinuate  myself  into  the  court, 
and  presence  of  the  Duke,  and  if  he  have  not 
the  grace  to  distinguish  of  worth,  his  ignorance 
upon  him. 

Lion,  What,  in  a  muse,  sir  ? 

Pet,  Cannot  a  gentleman  ruminate  over  his 
good  parts,  but  you  must  be  troubling  of  him  ? 

Lion.  Wise  men  and  fools  are  uike  ambi* 


*  The  scene  however  seems^to  be  laid  at  Venice.    The  Rialto  is  mentioned  in  Act  Firtt,  and  Venice 
ii  again  spoken  of  in  Act  Third,  as  where  the  transactions  of  the  play  are  earned  OBt     S.  P* 
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tious ;  this  travelliDg  ^  motioo  has  been  abroad 
in  (juest  of  strange  fashions,  where  his  spungy 
brain  has  8uck*d  the  dregs  of  all  the  folly  he 
could  possibly  meet  with,  and  is  indeed  more  ass 
than  he  went  forth.  Had  I  an  interest  in  his 
disgrace,  Vd  rail  at  him,  and  perhaps  beat  him 
for  it;  but  be  is  as  strange  to  roe,  as  to  himself, 
therefore  let  him  continue  in  his  belov'd  sim- 
plicity. [Atide, 

Pet.  Next,  when  he  shall  be  instmcted  of  my 
worth,  and  eminent  sufficiencies,  he  cannot  dig- 
nify me  with  less  employment  than  the  dignity 
of  an  embassador :  How  bravely  shall  I  benave 
myself  in  that  service  !  and  what  an  ornament 
unto  my  country  may  I  arrive  to  be,  and  to  my 
kindred !  But  I  will  play  the  gentleman,  and 
neglect  them  ;  tliat*s  the  first  thmg  Til  study. 

Lion.  Shall  I  be  bold  to  interrupt  you,  sir  ? 

Pet,  Presently  Til  be  at  leisure  to  talk  with 
you :  'tis  no  small  point  in  state  policy,  still  to 
pretend  only  to  be  thought  a  man  of  action, 
and  rather  than  want  a  colour,  be  busied  with  a 
man*s  own  self. 

Lion.  Who  does  this  ass  speak  to  ?  surely  to 
himself:  and  His  impossible  he  should  ever  be 
wise,  that  has  always  such  a  foolish  auditory. 

[Aiide. 

Pet,  Then,  with  what  emulons  courtship  will 
they  strive  to  entertain  me  in  foreign  parts ! 
And  what  a  spectacle  of  admiration  shall  I  be 
made  amongst  those  who  have  formerly  known 
me  !  How  dost  thou  like  my  carriage  ? 

Lion.  Most  exquisite  !  believe  me. 

Pet,  But  is  it  adorn *d  with  that  even  mixture 
of  fluency  and  grace,  as  are  required  '  both  in  a 
statist  and  a  courtier? 

Lion.  So  far  as  the  divine  prospect  of  my  un- 
derstanding guides  me,  'tis  without  parallel, 
most  excellent;  but  I  am  po  profess*d  critick  in 
the  mystery. 


Pet.  Well,  thou  hast  linceus*  eyes  for  obser- 
vation, or  could*st  ne'er  have  made  such  a  cun- 
ning discovery  of  my  practice.  But  will  the 
ladies,  think  you,  have  that  apprehension,  to 
discern  and  approve  of  me  ? 

Lion.  Without  question ;  they  €annoc  be  so 
dull  or  stony-hearted,  as  not  to  be  infinitely 
taken  with  Your  worth :  Why,  in  a  while,  you 
shall  have  them  so  enamour'd,  that  they'll  watch 
every  opportunity  to  purchase  your  acquaiotr- 
ance ;  then  again  revive  it  with  often  banquet- 
ting  and  visits :  nay,  and  perhaps  invite  others, 
by  their  foolish  example,  to  do  the  like ;  and 
some,  that  despair  of  so  great  happiness,  will 
inquire  out  your  haunts,  and  walk  there  two  or 
three  hours  together,  to  get  but  a  sight  of  you. 
'  Pet.  Oh  infinite !  I  am  transported  with  the 
thought  on't !  It  draws  near  noon,  and  I  ap- 
pointed certain  gallants  to  meet  me  at  tlie  five» 
crown  ordinary ;  after,  we  are  to  wak  upon  the 
like  beauties  you  talk'd  of,  to  the  publick  thea- 
tre. I  feel  of  late,  a  strong  and  witty  genius 
growing  upon  me,  and  I  begin,  I  know  not  how, 
to  be  in  love  with  this  foolish  sin  of  poetry. 

Lion.  Are  you,  sir?  there's  great  hopes  of  you. 

Pet.  And  the  reason  is,  because  they  say,  'tb 
both  the  cause  and  effect  of  a  good  wit,  to  which 
T  can  sufficiently  pretend ;  for  nature  haa  not 
plaY*d  the  step-dame  with  me. 

Lion.  In  good  time,  sir. 

Pet.  And  now  you  talk  of  time,  what  time  of 
day  is  it  by  your  watch  ? 

Lion.  I  have  none,  sir. 

Pet.  How,  ne'er  a  watch  ?  oh  monstrous  ! 
how  do  you  consume  your  hours  ?  Ne'er  a  watch ! 
'tis  the  greatest  solecism  in  society  that  e'er  I 
heard  of:  ne*er  a  watch  ! 

Lion.  How  deeply  you  conceive  of  it ! 

Pet.  You  have  not  a  gentleman,  tliat's  a  true 
gentleman,  witliout  one :  *tis  the  main  appendix 


^  MoHon,— Motion  is  a  jmppet.    In  Ben  Jonson's  Eweiy  Man  out  qfhi$  Humour ^  A,  4.  S,  5,  Captain 
Pod,  the  celebrated  owner  «f  a  puppet-shew,  and  bis  motumf  are  mentioned. 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Rule  a  H'ife  and  hose  a  Wife,  A.  2  : 

"  If  he  be  that  motion  that  you  tell  me  of, 
And  make  no  more  noise,  I  shall  entertain  him." 

7^  Queen  qf  Corinth,  by  the  same,  A.  1.  S.  3  : 

'^  Good  friends,  for  half  an  hour  remove  your  motUm,** 
Dekkar*s  VilUaues  ditcwoered  by  lanthome  and  candU4ight,  1620,  ch.  4. 

**  This  labour  being  taken,  the  master  of  the  motion  hearkens  where  such  a  nobleman,  SiC.    Tike 
motion  is  presented  bdfore  him." 

<  Both  in  a  ttatiot  and  a  compter. — ^A  ttatitt,  is  a  ttatetman.    So,  in  Ben  Jonson^s  Ct/nthia^^ 

ReeeU,  A.  ft.  S.  3 : 

*^  Next  is  your  9tatitt*a  force,  a  serious,  solemn,  and  supercilious  face,  full  of  formal  and  square 
gravity.** 

The  Magnetick  Lady,  by  the  same,  A.  1.  S.  7  ; 

« he 

Will  screw  yon  out  a  secret  from  Sijtatist.** 
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to  a  plnsb  lining :  besides^  it  helps  moch  to  dis- 
ooarse ;  for,  wmle  others  confer  notes  together, 
we  confer  our  watches,  and  spend  good  part  of 
the  day  with  talking  o^  it. 

Lion.  Well,  sir,  because  Til  be  no  longer  des- 
titote  ofsoofti  a  necessarj  implement,  I  have  a 
soit  to  yon. 

Pet,  A  suit  to  me  !  Let  it  alone  till  I  am  a 
great  man,  and  then  I  shall  answer  yon  with  the 
greater  promise,  and  less  performance. 

Uon.  I  hope,  sir,  you  nave  that  confidence,  I 
will  ask  nothing  to  your  prejudice,  but  what  shall 
some  way  recompense  the  deed. 

Pet.  What  ist  ?  Be  brief,  I  am  in  that  point 
a  conrtier. 

Lion.  Usurp  then  on  the  proffered  means. 
Shew  yourself  forward  in  an  action 
May  speak  you  noble,  and  make  me  your  friend. 

Pet.  A  friend  !  what's  that  ?  I  know  no  such 
thing. 

Lion.  A  &ithful,  not  a  ceremonious  friend ; 
But  one  that  will  stick  by  you  on  occasions, 
And  Tindicate  your  credit,  were  it  sunk 
Below  all  scorn,  and  interpose  his  lite 
Betwixt  you  and  all  dangers :  Such  a  friend). 
That  when  he  sees  you  carried  by  your  passions 
Headlong  into  destmctioti,  will  so  follow  you, 
That  he  will  guide  you  from't;  and  with  good 

counsel 
Redeem  yon  from  ill  courses:  and,  not  flatteriog 
Your  idle  hamonr  to  a  vain  expence. 
Cares  not  to  see  you  perish,  so  he  may 
Sustain  himself  a  while,  and  raise  a  fortune. 
Though  mean,  out  of  your  ruins,  and  then  laugh 
at  you. 

Pet.  Why,  be  there  any  such  friends  as  these  ? 

Liom.  A  world ; 
They  walk  like  spirits,  not  to  be  discem*d ; 
Sobble  and  soft  like  air,  have  oily  balm 
Swimming  o'er  their  words  and  actions ; 
Bot  below  it  a  flood  of  gall. 

Pet.  Well,  to  the  purpose,  speak  to  the  pur- 
pose. 

Lion.  If  I  stand  link'd  unto  you. 
The  Gordian  knot  was  less  dissoluble, 
A  rock  less  firm,  or  center  moveable. 

Pet.  Speak  your  demand. 

Lkm.  Do  ity  and  do  it  freely  then ;  lend  me  a 
hundred  duckets. 

Pet.  How  is  that  ?  lend  you  a  hundred  duck- 
ets !  Not  a  —  I'll  never  have  a  friend  while  I 
breathe  first ;  no,  I'll  stand  upon  my  guard :  I 
give  all  the  world  leave  to  whet  their  wits  against 
me,  work  like  moles  to  undermine  me,  yet  111 
fpom  all  their  deceits  like  a  liilk>ck :  I  tell  thee, 
YU  not  buy  the  small  repentance  of  a  friend  or 
whore,  at  the  rate  of  a  livre. 

Lkm.  What's  thu  ?  I  dare  not 
Trust  mj  own  ears,  silence  choak  up  my  anger; 
A  hi^td,  and  wliore !  are  they  two  parallels, 
Or  to  be  nam'd  together  ?   May  he  never 
Ikve  better  friend,  that  knows  no  better  bow 
To  value  them  i   Well^  I  was  ever  jealous 


Of  his  baseness,  and  now  my  fears  are  ended.  ] 

Pox  o'  these  traVels,  they  do  but  corrupt 

A  good  nature;  aud  hb  was  bad  enough  before. 

Enter  Angelia. 

Pet.  What  pretty  sparkle  of  humanity  have 
we  here? 
Whose  attendant  are  you,  my  little  knave  ? 

Ang.  1  wait,  sir,  on  master  Lionel. 

Ldon.  Tis  well  you  are  come.   What  says  the 
gentleman  ? 

Ang.  1  delivered  your  letter  to  him;  he  is 
very  sorry  he  can  furnish  you  no  better;  he  has 
sent  you  twenty  crowns,  he  says,  towards  the 
laree  debt  he  owes  you. 

Pet.  A  fine  child  !  and  delivers  his  tale  with 
good  method :  Where,  in  the  name  of  Gany* 
mede,  had'st  thou  this  epitome  of  a  seivitor  ? 

Lion.  You'd  little  think  of  what  consequence 
and  pregnancy  this  imp  is :  you  may  hereafter 
have  both  cause  to  know,  and  love  him.— -^ 
Wlrnt  gentlemen  are  these  f 

Enter  Gasparo  and  Lobenzo. 

Pet.  One  is  my  father. 

Lor.  I  hear,  your  son,  sir,  is  return'd  firom  . 
travel. 
Grown  up  a  fine  and  stately  gentleman, 
Outstrips  his  compeers  in  eacn  liberal  science. 

Gas.  I  thank  my  stars,  he  has  improv'd  hit 
time 
To  the  best  use,  can  render  an  account 
Of  all  bis  journey :  how  he  has  arriv*d, 
Through  strange  discoveries  and  compendious 

ways. 
To  a  most  perfect  knowledge  of  himself: 
Can  give  a  model  of  each  prince's  court, 
And  is  become  their  fear.     He  has  a  mind 
Equally  pois'd,  and  virtue  without  sadness; 
Hunts  not  for  fame^  through  an  ill  path  of  life  ; 
But  is  indeed,  for  fill  parts,  so  accomplish'd, 
As  I  could  wish  or  frame  him. 

Lor.  These  are  joys. 
In  their  relation  to  you,  so  transcendent. 
As  than  your  self  I  know  no  man  more  happy  ; 
May  I  not  see  your  son  ? 

(ra$.  See  where  he  stands, 
Accompanied  with  young  Lionel,  the  nephew 
To  Veterano  the  great  antiquary. 

Lion.  I'll  be  bold,  by  your  favour,  to  endear 
Myself  in  his  acquaintance.    Noble  Petrucio, 
Darling  of  Venus,  minion  of  the  Graces, 
Let  me  adopt  me  heir  unto  your  love : 
That  is,  yours  by  descent,  and  which  your  fatheri 
A  grave  wise  man,  and  a  Magnifico, 
Has  not  disdain'd. 

Pet.  1  am  much  bound  to  you  for  it 

Lor.  Is  that  all? 

Pet,  See  the  abundant  ignorance  of  this  a^e ! 
he  cites  my  father  for  a  precedent :  alas,  he  is  a 
good  old  man,  and  no  more;  there  he  stands,  he 
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has  not  been  abroad,  nor  known  the  worid ;  there- 
fore, I  hope,  will  not  be  so  fooHshly  peremptory, 
to  compare  with  me  for  iudgmenty  tliat  have  tra- 
Tel*d,  seen  fashions,  and  been  a  man  of  intelli- 
gence. 

Lor,  Signior,  yoar  ear;  pray  lei's  counsel  you. 
Fet,  Counsel  me!  the  Use  trespass  asaio; 
sure  the  old  man  doats!  Who  counseird  me 
abroad,  wheo  I  had  none  bat  mine  own  natural 
wisdom  for  my  protection?  Yet,  I  dare  say,  I 
met  with  more  perils,  more  variety  of  allure- 
ments, more  Circes,  more  Calipsos,  and  the  like, 
than  e*er  were  feigo*d  upon  Ulysses. 

Lor,  It  shew'd  great  wisdom,  that  you  could 
avoid  them. 
Give  o'er,  and  tempt  your  destiny  no  further; 
Tis  time  now  to  retire  unto  yourself: 
Settle  your  mind  upon  some  worthy  beauty ; 
A  wife  will  tame  all  wild  affections : 
I  have  a  daughter,  who,  for  youth  and  beauty, 
Might  be  desir'd,  were  she  ignobly  bom ; 
And  for  her  dowry,  that  shall  no  way  part 

you: 
If  you  accept  her,  here,  before  your  friends, 
I  will  betroth  her  to  you. 

Fei.  I  thank  you,  sir,  you'd  have  me  marry 
your  daughter ;  is  it  so  ? 

Lor,  With  your  good  liking,  not  otherwise. 

Fet.  You  nourish  too  sreat  an  ambition;  what 
do  you  see  in  me„to  make  such  a  motion  ?  No, 
be  wise  and  keep  her ;  were  I  married  to  her,  I 
should  not  like  her  above  a  month  at  most. 

Lor,  How  !  not  above  a  month  ? 

Fet,  I'll  tell  you,  sir,  I  have  made  an  eiperi- 
ence  that  way  on  my  nature :  when  I  have  nir'd 
a  creature  for  my  pleasure,  as  'tis  the  fashion  in 
many  places,  for  the  like  time  that  I  told  you  of, 
I  have  been  so  tired  with  her  before  'twas  out, 
as  no  horse  like  roe,  I  could  not  spur  my  affection 
to  go  a  jot  further. 

Ga$,  Well  said,  boy !  thou  art  e*en  mine  own 
son;  when  I  was  young,  'twas  just  my  humour. 

Ition,  You  give  yourself  a  plausible  commends. 

Fet,  I  can  make  a  shift  to  love ;  but  having 
enjoy'd,  fruition  kills  mv  appetite:  no,  I  must 
have  several  objects  of  beauty,  to  ketp  my 
thoughts  always  m  action,  or  I  am  nobody. 

Gat,  Still  mine  own  flesh  and  blood  ! 

Fet,  Therefore  I  have  chose  honour  for  my 
mistress,  upon  whose  wings  I  will  mount  up  to 
the  heavens;  where  I  will  6x  myself  a  constella- 
tion, for  all  this  under-world  of  nnortals  to  won- 
der at  roe. 

Gat,  Nay,  he  b  a  mad  wag,  I  assure  you,  and 
knows  how  to  put  a  price  upon  his  desert. 

Fet,  I  can  no  longer  stay  to  dilate  on  these 
vanities ;  therefore,  plants,  I  leave  you.  [Exit, 

Lor.  What,  is  he  gone  ?  Is  your  son  gone  ? 

Gat,  So  it  seems.  Well,  gallants,  where 
shall  I  see  you  anon  ? 

Lor,  You  shall  not  part  with  us. 

Gat,  You  shall  paroon  me,  I  must  wait  upon 
my  son.  [Exit, 


Lor,  Do  you  hear,  signior?  A  pretty  pre- 
ferment ! 

Lion,  Oh,  sir,  the  lustre  of  good  clothes,  or 
breeding, 
Bestow'd  upon  a  son,  will  make  a  rustick. 
Or  a  mechanick  father,  to  ^mmit 
Idolatry,  and  adore  his  own  issue. 
Ang,  They  are  so  well  match'd,  'twere  pity 

to  part  them. 
Lor,  Weil  said,  little-one,  I  think  thou  art 
wiser  than  both  of  them . 
But  this  same  scorn  I  do  not  so  well  relish  ; 
A  whoreson  humorous  fantastic  novice. 
To  contemn  my  daughter !    lie  is  not  worthy 
To  bear  up  her  train. 

Lion,  Or  kiss  under  it. 
Will  you  revenge  this  injury  upon  him  ? 

Lor,  Revenge !    Of  all  the  passions  of  my 
blood, 
'Tis  the  most  sweet.      I  should  grow  fat  to 

think  on't. 
Could  you  but  promise. 

lAon,  Will  you  have  patience  ? 
Be  rul'd  by  me,  and  I  will  compass  it 
To  your  full  wish.     We'll  set  a  nait  afofe  biro. 
That  be  shall  seize  as  sharply  as  Jove's  eagle 
Did  snatch  up  Ganymede. 

Lor,  Do  but  cast  the  plot, 
I'll  prosecute  it  with  as  much  disgrace 
As  hatred  can  suggest. 

Lion.  Do  you  see  this  page,  then  F 
Lor,  Ay,  what  of  him  r 
Lion,  That  face  of  his  shall  do  it. 
Lor,  What  shall  it  do?    Methinks  he  has  a 
pretty  innocent  countenance. 
Lum,  Oh !  but  beware  of  a  smooth  look  at 
all  times. 
Observe  what  I  say :  he  is  a  siren  above. 
But  below  a  very  serpent.    No  female  scorpion 
Did  ever  carry  such  a  sting,  believe  it. 

Lor,  What  should  I  do  with  him  ?  I 

Lion,  Take  him  to  ^rour  bouse,  1 

There    keep    him    privately,    tUl  I  make  all  | 

perfect. 
If  ever  alchymist  did  more  rejoice 
In  his  projection,  never  credit  me. 

Lor,  You  shall  prevail,  upon  my  fiiitb,  beyond 
My  undersjtanding :  and,  my  dapper  'squire. 
If  you  be  such  a  precious  wag,  I'll  cherish  you. 
Come,  walk  aloiur  with  me.    Farewel,  sir. 

Lion,  Adieu.  [Eoreiifi^ Lorenzo aiu/AvcELia. 
Now  I  most  travel,  on  a  new  exploit, 
To  an  old  antiquary ;  he  is  my  uncle. 
And  I  his  heir.    Would  I  could  raise  a  fortune  ^ 
Out  of  bis  ruins !    He  is  grown  obsolete. 
And  tis  time  he  were  out  of  date.    Thej  sajr 

he  sits 
All  day  in  contemplation  of  a  statue 
With  ne'ei^a  nose,  and  doats  on  the  decays 
With  greater  love  than  the  selAlov^d  Narciasiis 
Did  on  his  beauty :  How  shall  I  approach  him  i 
Could  I  appear  Imt  like  a  Sibyl's  son. 
Or  with  a  tace  nigged  as  father  Nilos 
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Is  piotw^d  on  ^tue  bangiogs,  there  were  hope 
He  might  look  on  me.    How  to  win  his  love 
I  know  not.    If  I  wist  he  were  not  precise, 
rd  lay  to  pnrcbnse  tome  stale  interladea, 
And  give  him  them :  books  that  have  not  attain*d 
To  the  Platonic  jear,  but  wait  their  coarse. 
And  bappr  honr,  to  be  reviv'd  a^ain : 
Then  would  I  induce  him  to  believe  thej  were 
Some  of  Terence's  hundred  and  fifty  comedies 
That  were  lost  in  the  Adriatic  sea. 
When  he  retamM  from  banishment.    Some  such 
Gallery  as  this  might  be  inforced  upon  him. 
m  first  talk  with  hit  mnn,  and  then  consider. 

[Exit. 

£]i^€r  LoRBKZOy  Gasparo,  MoClNIGOy 
and  Akgblia. 

Xor.  How  hap't  yon  did  return  again  so  soon, 
sir? 

Gas.  m  tell  you,  sir:  As  I  fbllow'd  my  son 
From  the  Rialto,  near  unto  the  bridge, 
We  were  encountered  by  a  ^  sort  of  gallants^ 
SoDSofClarissimos,  and  Procurators 
That  knew  him  in  his  travds  :  whereupon 
He  did  insinuate  with  his  eyes,  unto  me, 
I  should  depart  and  leave  them. 

Lor,  'Seems  be  was  aahamM  of  your  company. 

Gas.  like  will  to  like,  sir. 

Lor.  What  grave  and  youthful  gentleman's 
that  with  yon  ? 

Gat.  Do  you  not  know  him  ? 

Lor.  No. 

Gas.  Not  Signior  Modnigo  i 

Lor.  Yon  jest,  I  am  sure. 

Gas.  Ay,  and  there  hancs  a  jest: 
For,  going  to  a  courtezan  tnis  morning, 
In  his  own  proper  colour,  his  grey  beard. 
He  Imd  th'  lU  luck  to  be  refus*d ;  on  which. 


He  went  and  dy'd  h,  and  came  back  again, 
And  was  again,  with  the  same  scorn,  rejected  ; 
Telling  bim»   that  she  bad  newly  deny'd  his 
fiither. 
Lor.  Wnsthat  her  answer? 
Gas.  It  has  bo  troubled  him. 
That  he  intends  to  marry.    What  think  you,  sir. 
Of  bis  resolution  ? 

Lor.  By*r  lady,  it  shews 
Great  haughtiness  of  courage;  a  man  of  his 

years 
That  dares  to  venture  on  a  wife.. 

Moc.  A  man  of  my  years !    I  feel 
My  limbs  as  able  as  the  beat  of  them ; 
And  in  all  places  else,  except  my  hair. 
As  green  as  a  bay-tree :  and  for  the  whiteness 
Upon  my  head,  although  it  now  lie  hid, 
What  does   it  signify,    but  like  a  tree  that 

blossoms 
Before  the  fruit  come  forth  ?    And,  I  hope,  a 

tree 
That  blossoms,  is  neither  dry  nor  withered. 
Lor.  But  pray,  what  piece  of  beauty's  that 
you  mean 
To  make  the  object  of  your  love? 
^  Moc,  Ay,  there 

You  'pose  me ;  for  I  have  a  curious  eye. 
And  am  as  choice  in  that  point  to  be  pleased. 
As  the  roost  youthful.      Here,    one's  beauty 

takes  me; 
And  there,  her  parentage  and  ^[ood  behaviour: 
Another's  wealth  or  wit:  but  I'd  have  one 
Where  all  these  graces  meet,  as  in  a  center. 
Gas.  You  are  too  ambitious.    Youll  hardly 
find 
Woman  or  beast  that  trots  sound  of  all  foUr : 
There  will  be  some  defect. 
'  Moc,  Yet  this  I  resolve  on. 


*  A  ami, — ^A  company.  See  note  4  to  Gammer  OwrtmCs  Needle,  Vol.  I.  p.  102. 
'  Mae,  Yet  ikU,  &c^— This  is  taken  from  Chaucer : 

^  But  one  thing  warn  I  you,  my  frendis  dere, 

I  woll  none  old  wife  have  in  no  manere. 

She  shall  not  passin  sixtene  yere  certeine, 

OUiJUiy  mid  ffongJUth  woU  I  haoefuUfame.*' MercheaWs  TUe,  L  930. 

WUdi  Mr  Pope  bath  modernised  in  tiie  following  manner : 

**  One  caution  yet  is  needful  to  be  told. 

To  guide  your  choice ;  This  wife  must  not  be  old : 

There  goes  a  saying,  and  'twas  shrewdly  said, 

aidjiskai  <fl6Je,  hd  youngJUsk  ta  bed." Jamury  and  J%,  I.  99. 

^  For  sondry  scholis  maketh  sotiU  darkis. 

Woman  of  many  scholis  half  a  dark  is : 

But  certainly  a  yong  thing  may  men  gye. 

Right  as  men  may  warm  wax  vrith  hondis  phe." Mardtmd's  Takf  L  943. 

*'  No  crafty  widows  shall  approach  my  bed ; 
Those  are  too  wise  far  batdielors  to  vred. 
As  subtle  clerks  by  many  schools  are  made, 
Twioe-marry'd  dames  are  mistresses  o'  tfa'  trade : 
But  young  and  tender  virgins,  mrd  with  ease. 
We  farm  like  wsa^  and  mould  them  as  we  please." 

Jamuny  and  Mojf,  I,  t06. 
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To  have  a  maid  tender  i>fag«  and  fair. 
Old  fish  and  yoang  flesh,  that's  still  my  diet. 

Lor,  What  think  you  of  a  widow  ? 

ilfoc.  By  no  means : 
They  are  too  politic  a  generation ; 
Prord  so  by  similies.    Many  voyages 
Make  an  experienced  seaman ;  many  offices 
A  crafty  knave :  so,  many  marriaees, 
A  subtle  cunnins  widow.    No,  1*11  have  one 
That  I  may  mould,  like  wax,  unto  my  humour. 

Lor.  This  doating  ass  is  worth,  at  least,  a 
million ; 
And  though  he  cannot  propagate  his  stock, 
Will  be  sure  to  imiluply.     I'll  offer  him  my 

daughter. 
By  computation  of  age,  he  cannot 
Live  past  ten  years;   by  that  time  shell  get 

strength 
To  break  this  rotten  hedge  of  matrimony 
And  after  have  a  fair  green  field  to  walk  in. 
And  wanton  where  she  please.    Signior,  a  word ; 
And  by  this  guess  my  love :  I  have  a  daughter. 
Of  beauty  fresh,  of  her  demeanour  gentle, 
And  of  a  sober  wisdom :  you  know  my  estate. 
If  you  can  fancy  her,  seek  no  further. 

Moc.  Thauk  you,  signior ;  pray  of  what  age 
Is  your  daughter  ? 

jLot.  But  sixteen,  at  the  most. 

Moc.    But  sixteen !  Is  she  no  more  ?    She  is 
too  youn^  then. 

Gas.  Yon  wish*d  for  a  young  one,  did  you  not? 

Moc.  Not  that  I  would  have  her  in  years. 

Gat,  I  warrant  you  ! 

3foc.  Well,  mark  what  I  say :  When  I  come 
to  her, 
Shell  ne'er  be  able  to  endure  me. 

Lor,  ril  trust  her. 

Gat,    1  think  your  choice,  sir,  cannot  be 
amended, 
She  is  so  virtuous  and  so  amiable. 

Moc,  Is  she  so  fisiir  and  amiable?  Ill  have  her. 
She  may  ^w  up  to  what  she  wants ;  and  then 
I  shall  enjoy  such  pleasure  and  delight, 
Such  infinite  content  in  her  embraces, 
I  may  contend  with  Love  for  happiness ! 
Yet  one  thing'  troubles  me. 

Gat,  What's  that? 

Moc.  I  shall  live  Ijoys. 

So  well  on  earth,  I  ne'er  shall  think  of  any  other 

Gat.  I  wish  all  joy  to  you ;  but  'tis  in  tb' 
power 
Of  fhte  to  work  a  miracle  upon  you. 


You  may  obtain  the  grace,  with  other  men. 
To  repent  your  bargain  before  you  have  weH 
seal'd  it. 
Lor,  Or  she  may  prov«  his  purgatory,   and 
send  him 
To  heaven  the  sooner. 

Gat.  Such  like  effects  as  these 
Are  not  unheard  of  in  nature. 
Moc.  For  all  these  scruples, 
I  am  resolv'd.    Briuj;  me,  that  I  may  see  ber  ; 
Young  handsome  ladies  are  like  prizes  at  a  horse- 
race, where 
Every  well-breath'd  gentleman  may  put  in  for 
his  share.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Duke  and  Leonardo. 

Leon,  But  are  you  resolv'd  of  this  course,  sir? 

Duke.  Yes,  we'll  be  once  mad  in  our  days, 
and  do  an  exploit  for  posterity  to  talk  of.  Will 
you  join  with  me  ? 

Leon.  I  am  at  your  Giace's  dispotfii^. 

Duke.  No  grace,  nor  no  respect,  I  beeeech 
you,  more  thfui  ordinary  friendship  allows  of; 
'tis  the  only  bar  to  hinder  our  designs. 

Leon.  Then,  sir,  what  fashion  you  are  pleas'd 
to  appoint  me,  I  will  be  glad  to  put  on. 

iJuke.  Tis  well.  For  my  part,  I  am  deter- 
mined to  lay  by  all  ensigns  of  my  royalty  for  a 
while,  and  walic  abroad  under  a  mean  coverture. 
Variety  does  well ;  and  'tis  as  great  delight, 
sometimes,  to  shrowd  one's  head  under  a  coarse 
roof,  as  a  rich  canopy  of  ^old. 

Leon.  But  what's  your  intent  in  this  ? 

Duke.  1  have  a  longing  desire  to  see  the 
fashions  of  the  vulgar ;  which,  should  I  affect  in 
mine  own  person,  I  mightdivert  them  from  their 
humours.  The  face  ofgreatness  would  affiright 
them,  'as  Cato  did  the  Floralia  from  the  theatre. 

Leon,  Indeed  familiarity  begets  boldness. 

Duke,  'Tis  true,  indulgency  and  flattery  take 
away  the  benefit  of  experience  from  princes ; 
which  ennobles  the  fortunes  of  private  men. 
'   Leon.  But  you  are  a  duke,  sir ;  and  this  de- 
scent from  your  honour  will  undervalue  you. 

Duke,  Not  a  whit :  I  am  so  toil'd  out  with 
grand  affairs,  and  dispatching  of  embassaf^es, 
that  I  am  readv  to  sink  under  the  burden.  Why 
may  not  an  AUas  of  state,  such  as  myself,  that 
bears  up  the  weight  of  a  commonwealth,  now 
and  then,  for  recreation's  sake,  be  glad  to  ease 
his  shoulders?  Has  not  Jupiter  thrown  away 
his  rays  and  his  thunder,  to  walk  among  mortals  ? 


*  Am  Cato  did  ike  fTMvZia.— The  Floralia  or  feast  of  Flora,  Goddess  of  Flowers,  were  celebrated 
withpnblick  sports  on  the  5th  of  the  Kalends  of  May.  The  chief  part  of  the  **  solemnity  was  ma- 
naged by  a  companv  of  lewd  strumpets,  who  ran  np  y^d  down  nakea,  sometimes  dancing,  somethnes 
Hj^ting,  or  acting  the  mimick.  However  it  came  to  pass,  the  wisest  and  gravest  Romam  were  not 
for  discontinuing  this  custom,  though  the  most  indecent  imaginable  :  for  Partiut  CM*,  when  he  was 
present  at  these  games,  and  saw  the  people  ashamed  to  let  the  women  strip  while  he  was  there,*  im- 
mediately went  out  of  the  theatre  to  let  the  ceremony  have  its  course." 

Kennef  s  ii^maii  Anti^mtiet,  p.  f  97. 
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Does  not  Apollo  safier  hmaetf 4a  be  deprivVI  of 
bo  quiver,  that  he  may  waken  up  hm  muse 
sometimes,  and  sing  to  his  harp  ? 

I^on.  Nay,  sir,  to  come  to  a  more  familiar 
example :  I  have  heard  of  a  noblemao  that  has 
been  drunk  with  a  tinker,  and  of  a  maguifico 
that  has  play'd  at  '  blow-point. 

Duke.  Very  good  then,  take  our  degrees  alike, 
and  the  act's  as  pardonable. 

Lean  In  a  humour,  sir,  a  roan  may  do  much. 
Bat  how  will  yuu  prevent  their  discovery  of 
you? 

Duke,  Very  well:  the  alteration  of  our  clothes 
will  abolish  suspicion. 

Leon.  And  how  for  our  faces  ? 

Duke.  Thfy  shall  pass  witliout  miy  seal  of 
disguise.  Who  ne'er  were  thought  on,  will  ne*er 
be  mistrusted. 


Leon,  Come  what  will,  greatness  ctin  justify 
any  action  whatsoever,  and  make  it  thought 
wisdom ;  but  if  we  do  walk  undiscern*d,  'twill 
be  the  better.  It  tickles  me  to  think  what  a 
mass  of  delight  we  shall  possess,  in  being,  as 
'twere,  the  invisible  spectators  of  their  stradge 
behaviours.  I  heard,  sir,  of  an  antiquary,  who^ 
if  Ite  be  as  good  at  wine  as  at  history,  he  is  sure 
an  excellent  companion;  and  of onePetrucio, 
who  plays  the  eagle  in  the  clouds:  and,  indeed, 
divers  others,  who  verify  the  proverb,  So  many 
men,  so  tnant/  humours, 

Duke,  %U1  these  we'll  visit  in  order :  but 
how  we  shall  comply  with  them,  'tis  as  occasion 
shall  be  offer'd ;  we  will  not  now  be  so  serious 
to  consider. 

Leon.  Well,  sir,  I  must  trust  to  your  wit  to 
manage  it.    Lead  on,  I  attend  you.  [Exit. 


ACT  IL 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  AuasLio,  and  Musicians. 

Aur.  This  is  the  window :  now,  my  noble  Or- 
pheus, 
As  thou  idFect'st  the  name  of  Rarity, 
Strike  with  the  soul  of  musick,  that  the  sound 
May  bear  my  love  on  his  bedewed  wing. 
To  charm  her  ear :  as  when  a  sacrifice, 
With  his  perfumed  steam,  flies  up  to  heaven. 
Into  Jove  s  nostrils,  and  there  throws  a  mist 
On  his  enraged  brow.    Oil  how  ray  fancy 
Labours  with  the  success !  [Song  above. 

Enter  Lucrbtia. 

Luc.  Cease  your  fool's  note  there ;  I  am  not 
in  tune. 
To  dance  after  your  fiddle.     Who  are  you  ? 
What  sancy  £;room,  that  dares  so  near  mtrude. 
And  with  offensive  noise,  grate  on  my  ears  ? 
Aur,  What  more  than  earthly  light  breaks 
through  that  window  ? 
firiprhter  than  all  the  glittering  train  of  nymphs 
That  wait  on  Cynthia,  when  she  takes  her  pro- 
gress 
In  punoit  of  the  swift  enchased  deer, 
Over  the  Cretan  or  Athenian  hills ; 


Or  when,  attended  with  those  lesser  stars. 
She  treads  the  azure  circle  of  the  heavens  ? 

Luc,  Hey-day,  this  is  excellent  I  What  voice 
is  that  ? 
Oh,  is  it  you  ?    I  cry  you  mercy,  sir : 
I  thought  as  much;   these  are  your  tricks  Still 

with  me : 
You  have  been  sotting  on't  (ill  night  with  wine, 
And  here  you  come  to  finish  out  your  revels : 
I  shall  he,  one  day,  able  to  live  private, 
I  shall,  and  not  be  made  the  epilogue 
Of  all  your  drunken  meetings.  For  shame,  away ! 
The  rosy  morning  blushes  at  thy  baseness. 
Julia,  go  throw  the  musick  a  reward, 
And  set  them  hence. 

Aur,  Divine  Lucretia, 
Do  not  receive  with  scorn  my  proffer*d  service : 
Oh  turn  again,  though  from  your  arched  brow. 
Stung  with  disdain,  and  bent  down  to  your  eye, 
You  shoot  me  through  with  darts  of  cruelty. 
Ah  foolish  man,  to  court  the  flame  that  bums 
him ! 

Luc,  What  would  this  fellow  have? 

Aur,  Shine  still,  fair  mbtress ; 
And  tliough  in  silence,  yet  still  look  upon  me: 
'^  Your  eye  discourses  with  more  rhetorick 
Thau  all  the  gilded  tongues  of  orators. 


*  Blfiw-^oint.-^o,  in  J%e  Retumfrom  Parnassus,  A.  S.  S.  1 : 

** my  mistress  upon  good  days  puts  on  a  piece  of  a  parsonage ;  and  we  pages  pUty  at  Uow- 

pnat  for  a  piece  of  a  panonage." 

Donne's  Poems,  1719,  p.  119  : 

shortly,  boys  shall  not  play 


At  span-counter,  or  blow-poiHt,  but  shall  pa> 
Toll  to  some  courtier." 

'^  Vmir  eye  discourses,  Sec, — So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Every  Man  out  of  his  Humour,  A.  3.  S.  3: 

** Yon  shall  see  sweet  silent  rhetorique  and  dumb  eloquence  speaking  in  her  eye ;  bat  when  she 

VOL.  iir,  p 
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Luc.  Out  of  my  pity,  not  my  love,  I'll  answer; 
You  cume  to  woo  me,  and  speak  fair ;  'tis  well : 
You  think  to  win  me  too :  you  are  deceived ; 
For  when  I  bate  a  person,  all  his  actions, 
Though  ne'er  so  good,  prove  but  his  prejudice: 
For  iliitteries  are  like  sweet  pills;  though  sweet, 
Yet  if  they  wiirk  not  straight,  invert  to  poison. 

Aur,  Why  do  you  hate  me,  lady?  Was  there 
pver 
Woman  so  cruel,  to  hate  him  that  lov'd  her? 
Oil,  do  not  so  degenerate  from  nature. 
Which  formed  you  of  a  temper  soft  as  silk  ! 
And  to  the  sweet  composure  of  your^ody. 
Took  not  a  drop  of  gall,  or  corrupt  humour ; 
But  all  your  blood  was  clear  and  purified. 
Then  as  your  limbs  are  fair,  so  be  your  mind ; 
Cast  not  a  scandal  on  her  curious  hand, 
To  say,  she  made  that  crooked,  or  uneven ; 
For  virtue  is  the  best,  which  is  deriv'd 
From  a  sweet  feature.  Women  crown  their  youth 
With  the  chaste  ornaments  of  love  and  truth. 

Luc.  This  is  a  language  you  are  studied  in, 
And  you  have  spoke  it  to  a  thousand. 

Aur,  Never,  never  to  any ;  for  my  soul  is  cut  &o 
To  the  proportion  of  what  you  are, 
That  all  the  other  beauty  in  the  world. 
That  is  not  found  within  your  face^  seems  vile. 
"  Oh  that  I  were  a  veil  upon  that  face, 
To  hide  it  from  the  world ;  methioks  I  could 
Envy  the  very  sun  for  gazing  on  you  ! 

Luc,  I  wonder,  that  a  fellow  of  no  worth. 
Should  talk  thus  liberally :  be  so  impudent, 
After  so  many  slightings  and  abuses 
Extorted  from  me,  beyond  modesty. 
To  press  upon  me  still :   Have  not  I  told  you 
My  mind  in  words,  plain  to  be  understood, 
How  much  I  hate  you  ?    Oan  I  not  enjoy 
The  freedom  of  my  chamber,  but  you  umst 
Stand  in  my  prospect?    If  you  please,  I  will 
Resign  up  all,  and  leave  you  possession. 
What  can  I  suffer,  or  expect  more  grievous. 
From  the  enforcement  ol^an  enemy? 

Aur,  Do  not  Insult  upon  my  sufferings; 


I  had  well  hop*d,  I  should  receive  some  comfort 
From  the  sweet  influence  of  your  words  or  looks ; 
But  now  roust  fly,  and  vanish  like  a  cloud, 
Chas*d  with  the  wind,  into  the  colder  regions. 
Where  sad  despair  sits  ever  languishing; 
There  will  I  calculate  my  injuries. 
Sum*d  up  with  my  deserts  :  Then  shall  I  find 
How  you  are  wanting  to  all  ^ood  and  pity. 
And  that  you  do  but  juggle  with  our  sense; 
That  you  appear  gentle  and  smooth  as  water. 
When  no  wind  breathes  on  it ;  but  indeed. 
Are  far  more  hard  than  rocks  of  adamant : 
That  you  are  more  inconstant  than  your  mistress. 
Fortune,  that  guides  you :   that  your  promise 
Are  all  deceitful ;  and  that  wanton  Love, 
Whom  former  ages,  flattering  thc^  vice. 
And  to  procure  more  freedom  for  their  sin. 
Have  term*d  a  God,  laughs  at  your  perjuries. 

Luc.  You  will  do  this  :  why  do  so,  ease  your 
mind. 
So  I  be  free  from  you.  There^s  no  such  torment. 
As  to  be  troubled  with  an  insolent  lover. 
That  will  receive  no  answer :  bonds  and  fetters. 
Perpetual  imprisonment,  are  not  like  it : 
Tis  worse  than  to  be  seiz*d  on  with  a  fever, 
A  continual  surfeit.  For  heaven's  sake,  leave  me. 
And  let  me  here  no  more  of  you. 

Aur.  Is  this  the  best  reward  for  all  ray  hopes. 
The  dear  expences  of  youth  and  service. 
Spent  in  the  execution  of  your  follies? 
When  not  a  day  or  hour,  but  witnessed  With  me. 
With  what  great  study,  and  affected  care. 
More  than  of  fame  or  honour,  I  invented 
New  ways  to  fit  your  humour ;  what  observance. 
As  if  you  were  the  arbitress  of  courtship, 
I  sout^ht  to  please  you  with :  laid  out  for  fashions. 
And  bought  them  for  you ;   feasted  you  with 

banquets ; 
Read  yon  asleep  i'  th'  af^moon  with  pamphlets ; 
Sent  you  elixirs  and  preservatives, 
Paintmgs  and  powders,  that  would  have  restored 
Old  Niobe  to  youth ;  the  beauty  you  pretend  to. 
Is  all  my  gift.     Besides,  I  was  so  simple^ 


speaks  herself,  such  an  anatomy  of  wit,  so  fine  wtz'd  and  arteriz'd,  that  'tis  the  goodliest  model  of 
pleasure  that  ever  was  to  behold." 

Shakspeare's  Romeo  tmd  Juliet,  A.  9.  S.i: 

"  She  speaks,  yet  she  says  nothing ;  What  of  that? 
Her  eye  discourses,  I  will  answer  it.'* 

And  Pope,  in  his  translation  of  the  Hiad: 

"  Persuasive  speech,  and  more  persuasive  sighs, 
Silence  that  spoke,  and  eloquence  qfeyes.** 

**  Oh  that  I  were,  &c.>— Borrowed  from  Shakspeare's  Romeo  and  Juliet,  A.  2.  S.  2 : 

''  O,  that  I  were  a  glove  npon  that  hand. 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek." 

Which,  Mr  Steevens  observes,  hath  been  ridicnled  by  Shirley,  in  The  School  qfCompUmants: 

'*  Oh  that  I  were  a  flea  upon  that  lip,  &c/' 
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'*  To  wear  your  foolish  colours,  cry  your  wit  up, 
And  judgmenty  when  you  had  none,  aud  swore 

to  it; 
Drank  to  your  health,  whole  nights,  in  '^  Hip- 

pocras, 
Upon  my  knees,  with  more  religion 
Than  e'er  I  said  aiy  prayers,  which  Heaven  for- 
give me. 
iMCn  Are  these  such  miracles!    'Twas  but 
your  duty, 
The  tributary  homage  all  men  owe 
Unto  our  sex :  Should  we  enjoin  you  travel, 
Or  send  you  on  an  errand  into  France, 
Only  to  fetch  a  bnsket  of  musk-melons. 
It  were  a  favour  for  yon.     Put  tlie  case 
That  I  were  Hero,  and  you  were  Leander ; 
If  I  should  bid  you  swim  the  Hellespont, 
Only  to  know  my  mind,  methinks  yon  might 
Be  proud  of  the  employment :   Were  you  a  Pu- 
ritan, 
Did  I  command  you  wait  me  to  a  play, 
Or  to  the  church,  though  you  had  no  religion. 
You  might  not  questfon  it. 
Aur.  Pretty,  very  pretty  ! 
Lac.  Aud  then,  because  I  am  familiar. 
And  deign,  out  of  my  nobleness  and  bounty. 
To  grace  your  weak  endt^avours  with  the  title 
Of  courtesy,  to  wave  my  fan  at  you. 
Or  let  you  kiss  my  hand ;  must  we  strait  marry  ? 
I  may  esteem  you  in  the  rank  of  servants. 
To  cast  off  when  I  please,  neVr  for  a  husband. 
Aur.   If  ever  devil  damned   in   a  woman's 
tongue, 
Tn  m  thine ;  I  am  glud  yet  you  tell  me  this, 
I  might  have  ebe  proceeded,  and  gone  on 
'*  In  the  lewd  way  of  loving  you,  and  so 
Have  wandered  farther  from  myself:  But  now 
111  study  to  be  wiser,  and  henceforth 
Hate  the  whole  gang  of  you ;  denounce  a  war, 
Ne*er  to  be  reconciPd,  and  rejoice  in  it ; 
Aod  count  myself  bless'd  for*t ;   and  wish   all 

men 
May  do  the  like,  to  shun  you :    For  my  part, 
Ifwhen  my  brains  are  troubled  with  late  drinking, 
(C  shall  have  else  the  grace,  sure,  to  forget  you,) 
Then  but  my  labouring  fancy  dream  of  you, 
nt  start,  affirighted  at  the  vision. 

Luc.  'Las  !  how  pityfully  it  takes  it  to  heart ! 
It  would  be  angry  too,  il'  it  knew  how. 

A«r.  Come  near  me,  none  of  you  ;  if  I  hear 
The  sound  of  your  approach,  I'll  stop  my  ears; 


Nay,  ril  be  angry,  if  I  shall  imagine 

That  any  of  you  thiuk  of  ine :  and,  tor  thy  sake. 

If  I  but  see  the  picture  of  a  womun, 

I'll  hide  my  face,  and  break  it.    So  farewel. 

[Exit  LUCRETIA. 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Mocinigo,  and  Angelia. 

Lor.  What  are  you,  friend,  and  what's  your 
busuiess  ? 

Aur.  Whate'er  it  be,  now  'tis  dispatch'd. 

Lor.  This  is  rudeness. 

Aur.  The  Btter  for  the  place  and  persons  then. 

Lor.  How*8  that? 

Aur.  You  are  a  nest  of  savages,  the  house 
Is  more  inhospitable  than  the  quicksands  : 
Your  daughter  sits  on  that  enchanted  bay, 
A  Siren  like,  to  entice  pa^seneers; 
Who  viewing  her,  through  a  false  perspective. 
Neglect  the  better  trafficK  of  their  life : 
But  yet,  the  more  they  labour  to  come  near  her. 
The  further  she  flies  back ;  until  at  last. 
When  she  has  brought  them  to  some  rock  or 

shelf, 
She  proudly  looks  down  on  the  wreck  of  lovers. 

Lor.  Why,  who  has  injur'd  you? 

Aur.  No  matter  who : 
I'll  first  talk  with  a  sphinx,  ere  converse  with 
you. 

Lor.  A  word  :  Expound  your  wrongs  more  to 
the  full. 


If  you  expect  a  remedy. 
Aur.  lh\ 


II  rather 

Seek  out  diseases,  choose  my  death,  and  pine. 
Than  stay  to  be  cur'd  by  you.  lExit. 

Enter  Emilia  and  Lucbetia. 

Lor.  If  you  be  so  obstinate. 
Take  your  course— Why,  wife  Emilia, 

Daughter  Lucretia What's  the  matter  here 

With  this  same  fellow?  do  you  owe  him  money? 

Luc.  Owe  him  money,  sir!    Does  he  look 
like  one 
That  should  lend  money  ?  He  is  a  gentleman. 
And  they  seldom  credit  any  body* 

Lor.  Well,  wife. 
Where  was  your  matron's  wisdom,  that  should 

keep 
A  vigilant  care  upon  your  house  and  daughter. 
And  not  have  suffer'd  her  to  be  surpriz'd 
With  every  loose  aspect,  and  gazing  eye. 
That  suck  in  hot  and  lustful  motions  ? 


'^  r«  wear  yowfooliMh  eohurs. — So,  in  Love's  Labour'^  LoMt,  last  edit.  Vol.  II.  p.  43S : 
^  And  wear  his  colours  like  a  tumbler*s  hoop." 

See  a  Note  on  this  passage. 

n  Hifpoenu. — *^  A  compound  wine,  mixed  with  several  kinds  of  spices.  Blouut's  GlosBogntpMa, 
Kneeling  to  drink  healths  was  formerly  the  common  practice  of  drinkers.  So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Cya- 
tkm'M  lUrOSy  A.  2,  S.  2 :"  ... 

«  He  is  a  great  proficient  m  all  the  illiberal  sciences ;  as  cheatmg,  dnnkmg,  swaggenng,  whormg 
mi  sBcfa  like  ;  netser  Imeels  but  to  drink  healths,  nor  prays  but  for  a  pipe  of  pudding  tobacco." 

«*  Im  the  lewd  iwry— i.  e.  idle. 
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You  were  best  tarn  bawd,  and  prostitute  ber 
beauty. 
>£ffu7.  You  were  best  turn  an  old  ass. 
And  meddle  with  your  bonds  and  brokage. 
Lor.  What  was  his  business  ? 
Luc,  To  tell  you  true,  sir,  he  is  one  of  those, 
Whom  love  and  fortune  have  conspir'd  to  fool, 
And  make  the  subject  of  a  woman's  will ; 
His  idle  brain,  bemg  void  of  better  reason, 
Is  fiird  with  toys  and  humours ;  and  for  want 
Of  other  exercise,  he  takes  great  pains 
Fpr  the  expressing  of  bis  folly :  Sometimes 
With  starts  and  sighs,  hung  bead,  and  folded 

arms, 
Sonnets  and  pitiful  tunes ;  forgetting 
All  due  respect  unto  himself,  and  friends. 
With  doating  on  a  mistress :  she  again, 
As  little  pitying  him,  whose  every  frown 
Strikes  him  as  dead  as  fate,  and  makes  him  walk 
The  living  monument  of  his  own  sorrow. 

Lor.  I  apprehend,  he  came  a  wooing  to  thee. 
Tis  so,  and  thou  did'st  scorn  him,  girl :  'twas 

well  done. 
Y\\  ease  thee  of  that  care :  see,  I  have  brought 
A  husband  to  thy  band.    Look  on  him  well ; 
A  worthy  man,  and  a  Clarissimo, 

Luc,  A  husband,  said  you !    Now  Venus  be 
propitious : 
lie  looks  more  like  the  remedy  of  love, 
A  julep  to  cool  it.     She  that  could  take  fire 
At  such  a  dull  flame,  as  his  eyes,  I  should 
Believe  her  more  than  touchwood  ! 

Moc.  A  ravishing  creature ! 
If  her  condition  answer  but  her  feature, 
I  am  fitted,     iler  form  answers  my  affection ; 
'5  It  arrides  me  exceedingly.     I'll  speak  to  her. 
Fair  mistress,  what  your  father  has  proposed 
In  the  fair  way  of  pontmct,  I  stand  ready 
To  ratify ;  and  let  me  not  seem  less 
In  your  esteem,  because  I  am  so  easy 
In  my  consent.    Women  love  out  of  fancy ; 
Men  from  advice.  * 

Luc,  You  do  not  mean  in  earnest? 
Now,  Cupid,  deliver  me ! 

Moc,  How,  not  in  earnest ! 
As  I  am  strong  and  mighty  in  desires, 
You  wrong  me  to  question  it. 

Luc,  Good  sir,  consider 
The  infinite  distance  that  is  between  us 
In  n^e  and  manners. 

Moc,  No  distance  at  all  i 
My  age  is  youthful,  and  your  youth  is  aged. 
Luc,  But  you  are  wise,  and  will  you  sell  your 
freedom 
Unto  a  female  tyranny,  in  despair 
^'er  to  be  quit  ?     You  run  a  strange  adventure, 
VVithout  perceiving  what  a  certain  hazard 


A  creature  of  my  inclination 
Is  apt  to  draw  you  to. 

Moc,  I  cannot  think  it. 

Luc.  Tis  strange  you'll  not  believe  me,  unless 
I  la^ 
My  imperfection  open.    I  have  a  nature 
Ambitious  beyond  tliought,  quite  giv'n  over 
To  entertainments  and  expence :  no  bravery 
Tliat's  fashionable  can  escape  me ;  and  then. 
Unless  you  are  of  a  most  settled  temper. 
Quite  without  passion,  I  shall  make  you 
Horn-mad  with  jealousy. 

Moc.  Come,  come,  I  know 
Thou'rt  virtuous,  and  speakest  this  but  to  try  me : 
You  will  not  be  so  adverse  to  your  Ibrtune, 
And  all  obedience,  to  contradict 
Wliat  your  father  has  set- down. 

Luc.  These  are  my  faults 
I  cannot  help,  if  you  will  be  so  good 
As  to  dispense  with  them. 

Moc.  With  all  my  heart.    I  forgive  thee  be- 
fore thou  offend'st. 

Luc,  Then,  I  am  mighty  stubborn  and  sel^ 

wiird. 

And  shall  sometimes  e'en  long  to  abuse  you ; 
And  for  my  tongue,  'tis  like  a  stone  thrown  down. 
Of  an  impetuous  motion,  not  to  be  still'd. 

Moc.  All  these  cannot  dismay  me;  for  con- 
sidering 
How  they  are  passions  proper  to  your  sex. 
In  a  degree  they  are  virtues. 

Luc,  Oh  my  fate  ! 
He  will  not  be  terrified.    Then,  not  to  feed  you 
With  further  hopes,  or  pump  for  more  excuses. 
Take  it  in  brief,  though  I  am  loth  to  speak. 
But  yoq  compel  me  to  it ;  I  cannot  love  jou. 

Lor,  How  do  you  speed,  sir?  Is  she  tractable  ? 
Do  you  approve  of  ber  replies  ? 

Moc,  I  know  not. 
Guess  you :  she  said  she  cannot  love  me ;  nnd  'tis 
The  least  thing  I  should  have  mistrusted ;  I  dnrst 
Have  sworn,  she  would  ne'er  have  made  scruple 
on'c. 

Lor,  Not  love  you !  Come,  she  must  and  shall. 
Do  you  hear,  housewife  ? 
No  more  of  this,  as  you  affect  my  friendship. 
What,  shall  I  bring  here  a  right  worshipful  pnetor 
Unto  my  house,  in  hope  you  v^ill  be  rul'd. 
And  you  prove  recreant  to  my  commands  ? 
By  my  vex'd  soul,  thou  hast  done  a  deed  were 

able. 
In  the  mere  questioning  of  what  I  bid. 
Were  not  I  a  pious  and  indulgent  father. 
To  thrust  thee,  as  a  stranger,  from  my  blood. 

Moc,  Be  not  too  rash,  sir;  women  are  not  woo 

With  force,  but  fair  entreaty.  Have  I  been  vers'd 

I  Thus  long  i'  th'  school  of  love  ?  know  all  their  arts. 


"  I*  ^idesme  erceedin^ly--i,  e.  pleaies  ine :  a  Lathi  phrase.    So  Cic.  Ait.  13,  U  :    **  Inhibeir 
Pluq  tunm  quod  valde  amsmU,  yeheincuter  displicef."      8, 
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Tbeir  practices,  their  ways,  and  sobtilties, 
Id  all  my  encounters  stiU  retum*d  a  victor, 
And  have  not  left  a  stratagem  at  last 
To  work  on  ber  affection  ?  Let  me  suffer. 

Lor,  Nay,  and  you  have  that  confidence,  I'll 

leave  you. 
Moc,  Lady,  a  word  in  private  with  you.  \WKiiper 

JEmil,  Pray,  sweetheart. 
What  preUy  youth  is  that? 

Lor,  Who,  this  same  chicken  ? 
He  is  the  son  of  a  great  nobleman. 
And  my  especial  firiend.    His  father's  gone 
Into  the  country  to  survey  his  lands. 
And  let  new  leases,  and  left  him  in  charge 
With  roe  till  his  return. 

.£mil.  Now,  as  I  live, 
Tis  a  well-favour'd  lad,  and  his  years  promise 
He  should  have  an  ability  to  do, 
And  wit  to  conceal.    When  I  take  him  single, 
111  try  his  disposition. 

Moe,  This,  for  your  sake, 
ni  undertake  and  execute. 

Lkc.  For  my  sake ! 
You  shall  not  draw  me  to  the  fellowship 
Of  such  a  sin. 

Mac,  1  know  *tis  pleasing  to  thee, 
And  therefore  am  resolv*d. 

Lkc.  1  may  prevent  you. 

Lor.  What,  are  youVesolv'd  ? 

Mac.  We  are  e'en  at  a  point,  sir. 

Lor.  What's  more  to  be  done,  let's  in  and 
consider.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Antiquary  and  Petro. 

Ant.  Well,  sirrah !  but  that  I  have  brought 
you  up,  I  would  cashier  you  for  these  reproofs. 

Petro.  Good  sir,  consider,  'tis  no  benefit  to 
me ;  he  is  your  nephew  that  I  speak  for,  and  'tis 
chanty  to  relieve  him. 

Ant.  He  is  a  young  knave,  and  that's  crime 
flioagh :  and  he  were  old  in  any  thing,  though 
'twere  in  iniquity,  there  were  some  reverence 
to  be  had  of  him. 

Petro,  Why,  sir,  though  he  be  a  voung  knave, 
as  you  term  lum,  yet  he  is  your  kinsman,  and 
in  distress  too. 

Ant.  Why,  sir,  and  you  know  again,  that  'tis 
an  old  custom,  (which  thing  I  will  no  way  trans- 
cress,)  for  a  rich  man  not  to  look  upon  any  as 
his  kinsman,  in  distress. 

Petro.  Tis  an  ill  custom,  sir,  and  'twere  good 
'twere  repeal'd. 

Ant.  I  have  something  else  to  look  afler: 
Have  you  disposed  of  those  relics,  as  I  bade  you  ? 

Petro.  Yes,  sir. 

Ant.  Well,  thou  dost  not  know  the  estimation 
of  what  thou  hast  in  keeping.  The  whole  Indies, 


seeing  they  are  but  newly  discovered,  are  not  to 
be  valued  with  them.  The  very  dust  that 
cleaves  to  one  of  those  monuments,  is  more 
worth  than  the  ore  of  twenty  mines  I 

Petro,  Yet,  by  your  &vour,  sir,  of  what  use 
can  tliey  be  to  you  ? 

Ant.  What  use !  Did  not  the  Seigniory  build 
n  state-chamber  for  antiquities  ?  and  'tis  the  best 
thing  that  e'er  they  did :  they  are  the  registers, 
the  chronicles  of  the  a^  they  were  m^e  in, 
and  speak  the  truth  ot  history  better  than  a 
hundred  of  your  printed  commentaries. 

Petro.  Yet  few  are  of  your  belief. 

Ant.  There's  a  box  of'^coins  within,  most  of 
them  brass,  yet  each  of  them  a  jewel,  miracu- 
lously preserv'd  in  spight  of  time  or  envy  ;  and 
are  of  that  rarity  and  excellence,  that  saints  may 
go  a  pilgrimage  to  them,  and  not  be  ashamed. 

Petro.  Yet,  I  stay  still.  What  good  can  they 
do  to  you,  more  thar\  to  look  on  ? 

Ant.  What  good,  thou  brute !  And  thou  wer't 
not  worth  a  penny,  the  very  shewing  of  them 
were  able  to  inaintain  thee.  Let  me  see  now, 
and  yon  were  put  to  it,  how  you  could  advance 
your  voice  in  their  commendation.    Begin. 

Petro.  All  you  gentlemen,  that  are  affected 
with  rarities,  such,  the  world  cannot  produce 
the  like,  snatch'd  from  the  jaws  of  time,  and 
wonderfully  collected  by  a  studious  antiquary ; 
come  near  and  admire. 

Ant.  Thou  say'st  right :  tlie  limbs  of  Hippo- 
litus  were  never  so  dispers'd. 

Petro.  Fiist,  those  twelve  pictures  that  you 
see  there,  are  the  portraitures  of  the  Sibyls, 
drawn,  five  hundred  years  since,  by  Titianus  of 
Padua,  an  excellent  painter  and  statuary. 

Ant.  Very  well. 

Petro.  Then,  here  is  Venus  all  naked,  and 
Cupid  by  her,  on  a  dolphin.  Both  these  were 
drawn  by  Apelles  of  Greece. 

Ant.  Proceed. 

Petro,  Then  Itere  is  Hercules  and  Antcos, 
and  that  Pallas  at  length,  in  alabaster,  with  her 
helmet  and  feathers ;  and  that's  Jupiter,  with 
an  eagle  at  his  back. 

Ant.  Exceeding  well ! 

Petro.  Then,  there's  the  great  silver  box  that 
Nero  kept  his  beard  in. 

Ant.  Good  again. 

Petro.  And  after  decking  it  with  precious 
stoiieS}  did  consecrate  it  to  the  Capitol. 

Ant.  That's  right. 

Petro.  And  there  han^  the  net  that  held 
Mars  and  his  mistress,  while  the  whole  bench 
of  bawdy  deities  stood  spectators  of  their  sport. 

Ant.  Admirable  good  ! 

Petro.  '^  Then,  here  is  Marius  to  the  middle, 


^  Then,  here  UMariM  totkemiddle he  witkha^fa  note  is  Corvimu,  and  he  with  nter  aone  i$  GhUm, 

**  £t  Curios  jam  dimidios,  nasumqne  minorem 
Corvini,  et  Oalbam  auiioulis  nasoque  carentem  ?** 

Juvenal.  Sat.  8.  edit.  Aid.  1535.      S* 
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and  there  Cleopatra  with  a  veil  over  her  face ; 
and  next  to  her,  Marcus  Antonius  the  Triumyir; 
then,  he  with  half  a  nose  is  Corvinus,  and  he 
with  ne'er  a  one  is  Galba. 

Ant,  Very  sufficient ! 

Petro,  Then,  here  is  Vittellius,  and  there 
Titus  and  Vespasian.  These  three  were  made 
by  Jacobus  Sansovinus,  the  Florentine. 

Ant,  Tis  enough. 

Petro.  Last  of  all,  this  is  the  urn  that  did 
contain  the  ashes  of  the  emperors. 

Ant,  And  each  of  these  worth  a  king's  ran- 
som  

Enter  Duke  and  Leonardo. 

Duke,  Save  you,  sir ! 

Ant,  You  are  weicome,  gentlemen. 

Duke,  I  come,  sir,  a  suitor  to  you.  I  hear 
you  are  possess'd  of  many  various  and  excellent 
antiquities ;  and  though  I  am  a  stranger,  I 
would  intreat  your  gentleness  a  favour. 

Ant,  What's  that,  sir? 

Duke.  Only  that  you  would  vouchsafe  me  to 
be  a  spectator  of  their  curiosity  mid  worth; 
which  courtesy  shall  engage  me  yours  for  ever. 

Ant,  For  their  worth  1  will  not  promise ;  'tis 
as  yon  please  to  esteem  of  them. 

Leon.  No  doubt,  sir,  we  shall  ascribe  what 
dignity  belongs  to  them,  and  to  you  their  pre- 
server. 

Ant.  You  speak  nobly :  and  thus  much  let  me 
tell  you,  to  your  edifying ;  the  foolish  doating  on 
these  present  novelties,  is  the  cause  why  so 
ttany  rare  mventiot^s  have  already  perish'd ; 
and,  which  is  pity,  antiquity  has  not  left  so 
much  as  a  footstep  behind  her,  more  than  of  her 
vices. 

Leon,  Tis  the  more  pity,  sir. 

Ant.  Then,  what  raises  such  vanities  amongst 
ns,  and  sets  fantastical  fancies  a-work?  What's 
the  reason  that  so  many  fresh  tricks  and  new 
inventions  of  fashious  and  diseases  come  daily 
over  sea,  and  land  upon  a  man  that  never  durst 
adventure  to  taste  salt  water,  but  only  the  ne- 
glect of  those  useful  instructions  which  antiquity 
has  set  down  ? 

Duke.  You  speak  oracles,  sir. 

Ant.  Look  farther,  and  tell  me  what  you  find 
better,  or  more  honourable  than  age.  Is  not 
wisdom  entail'd  upon  it?  Take  the  prehemi- 
nence  of  it  in  every  thing;  in  an  old  friend,  in 
old  wine,  in  an  old  pedigree. 

Leon.  All  this  is  certain. 

Ant.  I  confess  to  you,  gentlemen,  I  must  re- 
verence and  prefer  the  precedent  times  before 
these,  which  consumed  their  wits  in  experiments; 
aiKl  'twas  a  virtuous  emulation  amongst  them, 


that  nothing  which  should  profit  posterity  should 
perish. 

Leon.  It  ai^ued  a  good  fatherly  providence. 

Ant.  It  did  so.  There  was  Lysippos,  that 
spent  his  whole  life  in  the  lineaments  of  one 
picture,  which  I  will  shew  you  anon :  then  was 
there  '^  Eudoxus  the  philosopher,  who  grew  oki 
in  the  top  of  a  mountain,  to  contemplate  astro- 
nomy ;  whose  manuscript  I  have  also  by  me. 

Duke.  Have  you  so,  sir  ? 

Ant.  I  have  that,  and  many  more:  yet  see 
the  preposterous  desires  of  men  in  these  days, 
that  account  better  of  a  mass  of  gold,  than  what- 
ever Apelles  or  Phidias  have  invented  I 

Duke.  That  is  their  ignorance. 

Ant.  Well,  gentlemen,  because  I  perceive  you 
are  ingenious,  I  would  intreat  you  to  walk  in, 
where  I  will  demonstrate  all,  and  proceed  in  my 
admonition.  \^Eseunt. 

Enter  Aurelio  and  Lionel. 

Lion.  Tis  well,  sir;  I  am  glad  you  are  so  soon 
got  free  from  your  bondage. 

Aur.  Yes,  I  thank  ray  stars,  I  am  now  my 
own  man  again ;  I  have  slept  out  my  drunken  fit 
of  love,  and  am  recovered :  you  that  are  my 
friends,  rejoice  at  my  liberty. 

Lion.  Why,  was  it  so  painfbl  to  you  ? 

Aur.  More  tedious  than  a  siege ;  I  wonder 
what  black  leaf  in  the  book  of  fate  has  decreed 
that  misery  upon  man,  to  be  in  love ;  it  trans- 
forms hhn  to  a  worse  monster  than  e'er  Calypso's 
cup  did  :  a  country  gentleman  among  courtiers, 
or  their  wives  among  the  ladies,  a  clown  among 
citizens,  nay  an  ass  among  apes,  is  not  half  so 
ridiculous  as  that  makes  us.  Oh  !  that  I  could 
but  come  by  it,  how  I  would  tear  it,  that  never 
such  a  witched  passion  should  arise  in  any  human 
breast  again. 

Lion.  You  are  too  violent  in  your  hate ;  you 
should  never  so  fall  out  with  a  friend,  as  to  ad- 
mit no  hope  of  reconcilement. 

Aur.  1 11  first  be  at  peace  with  a  serpent. 
Mark  me,  i/*  thou  hast  care  of  thy  time,  thy 
health,  thy  fame,  or  thy  wits,  avoid  it. 

Lion.  I  must  confess,  I  have  been  a  little  vain 
that  way,  yet  never  so  transported,  but  when  I 
saw  a  handsomer  in  place,  I  could  leave  the  for- 
mer, and  cleave  to  the  latter;  I  was  ever  con- 
stant to  beauty. 

Aur.  Hold  thee  there  still,  and  if  theje  be  a 
necessity  at  any  time,  that  thou  must  be  mad, 
let  it  be  a  short  fury,  and  away;  let  not  this 
paltry  love  hang  too  long  upon  the  file,  be  not 
deluded  with  delays ;  for  if  these  she-creatures 
have  once  the  predominance,  there  shall  be  no 
way  to  torture  thee,  but  they'll  find  it  out,  and 


«^  Eudoxue  the  phUosopher— of  CDidnn,  He  flourished  before  the  comings  of  Christ  about  388  years. 
Petronius  in  Satyrieo  writes,  eum  quidem  in  caeumine  excelUsiimi  montis  contenuitse  ut  astrorum  cMfui 
wutuM  defrehenditret. 
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inflict  it  without  mercy ;.  they'll  work  on  thy  de- 
position, and  if  tbou  hast  any  good-nature,  they'll 
be  sure  to  abuse  thet(  extremely. 

Lion.  Speak  you  this  in  earnest? 

Aur,  I  Know  not  what  you  call  earnest;  but 
before  Til  endure  that  life  again,  I'll  bind  my- 
idf  to  a  carrier,  look  out  any  employment  what- 
ever, spend  my  hours  in  seeing  motions  and 
puppet-plays,  rook  at  bowling-alleys,  mould  tales, 
and  rent  them  at  ordinaries,  carry  beggiug  epis- 
tles, walk  upon  projects,  transcribe  fidlers  ditties. 

Lion.  Ob  monstrous ! 

Aur,  But  since  I  have  tasted  the  sweetness 
of  my  freedom,  thou  dost  not  know  what  quick- 
iiesi  and  agility  is  infused  into  me,  I  feel  not  that 
weight  was  wont  to  clog  me,  where-e*er  I  went; 
I  ain  all  fire  and  spirit,  as  if  I  liad  been  stript  of 
my  mortality !  I  hear  not  my  thoughts  whisper 
to  Qie,  as  they  were  wont ;  Such  a  man  is  your 
rind ;  There's  an  affront,  call  him  to  an  account. 
Redeem  your  mistress's  favour,  Present  her  with 
such  a  gi(t.  Wait  her  at  such  a  place ;  none  of 
tiiese  vanities. 

Lion,  Yon  are  happy,  sir. 

Enier  Duke,  Petro,  andhtoskRDo, 

Petro.  Come,  Gentles,  follow  me,  I'll  bring 
you  to  them ;  look  you  where  they  are ! 

Duke,  Signior  Lionel,  I  have  trac'd  much 
froond,  to  iuquire  for  you. 

Lion,  I  rest  engag'd  to  you  for  your  last  night's 
lore,  sir. 

Duke.  Andl  for  your  good  company.  Did 
yon  ever  see  such  a  blind  ruinous  tipling-house, 
as  we  made  shift  to  find  out  ? 

Leon.  Ay,  and  the  people  were  as  wretched 
in  it ;  what  a  mist  of  tobacco  flewamongst  them ! 

Lion.  And  what  a  deluge  of  rheum  ! 

Petro,  If  the  house  be  so  old  as  you  speak  of, 
'tvere  good  you  brought  my  master  into  it,  and 
tbeo  throw  \  a-top  of  him ;  he  would  never  de- 
Ufe  to  be  better  boned. 


Duke.  Well  said,  Petro. 

Lion,  Sir,  if  it  be  np  trouble  to  you,  I  would 
intreat  you  know  my  worthy  friend  here. 

Duke,  You  shall  make  me  happy  in  any  wor- 
thy acquaintance. 

Petro.  Well,  Signior  Lionel,  you  are  beholden 
to  these  gentlemen  for  their  good  words  unto 
your  uncle  for  you ;  they  spoke  in  your  behali^ 
as  earnestly  as  e'er  did  lawyer  for  his  client. 

Lion.  And  what  was  the  issue  ? 

Petro.  He  is  hide-bound,  he  will  part  with  n<^ 
thing ;  there  is  an  old  rivel'd  purse  hangs  at  his 
side,  has  not  been  looa'd  these  twenty  years,  and, 
I  think,  will  so  continue. 

Lion,  Why,  will  his  charity  stretch  to  nothing, 
Petro? 

Petro.  Yes,  he  has  sent  you  something. 

£*a».  Whatis't? 

Petro.  A  piece  of  antiquity,  sir;  'tis  English 
coin;  and  if  you  will  needs  know,  '*  'tis  an  old 
Harry  groat. 

Lion.  Tliauk  him  heartily. 

Petro.  And  'tis  the  first,  he  says,  that  e'er 
was  made  of  them,  and,  in  lib  esteem,  is  worth 
tliree  double  ducats  newly  stnmpt. 

Lion.  His  folly  may  put  what  price  he  please 
upon  it,  but  to  me  'tis  no  more  than  the  value, 
Petro. 

Petro.  He  says,  moreover,  that  it  may  stand 
you  in  some  use  and  pleasure  hereafter,  when 
you  grow  ancient;  for  it  is  worn  so  thin  with 
oflen  handling,  it  may  serve  you  fbr  a  spectacle^ 

Lion.  Very  well. 

Duke.  Twere  a  good  deed  to  conspire  against 
him ;  he  has  a  humour  easy  to  be  wrought  0% 
and  if  you'll  undertake  him,  we'll  assist  you  in 
the  performance. 

Lion,  With  all  my  heart,  gentlemen,  and  I 
thank  you. 

Duke,  Let  us  defer  it  no  longer  then,  but  in» 
stantly  about  it. 

LUm,  A  match !  Lead  on  ;  good  wit  and  for- 
tune guide  us.  [Eseunt. 


ACT  IIL 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Bravo  and  Boy. 

Bra.  Boy,  how  sits  my  rapier  ? 
Bay.  Close,  sir,  like  a  friend  that  meant  to 
stick  to  Tou. 
Bra,  lie  that  will  purchase  honour,  and  the 


name  of  Bravo,  must  by  consequence  be  a  brave 
fellow,  his  title  requires  it. 

Boy,  But  pray,  sir,  were  you  never  put  to  the 
worst  in  your  days  ? 

Bra.  Who,  I  worsted  ?  no,  boy ;  I  do  manage 
my  rapier  with  as  much  readiness  and  facility, 
as  an  unicorn  does  his  antler. 

Boy.  Sure  you  must  needs  be  very  strong  then. 


**  'Tb  am  old  Harry  groat,— The  greats  coined  in  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Eighth,  are  distinguished 
by  different  names ;  as,  the  old  Harry  groat,  the  ffun-hole  groat,  the  first  and  second  ffun-stone 
rroat,  Ac,  The  old  Harry  groat  is  tliat  which  has  the  head  of  the  king,  with  a  long  face  and  long  hair. 
See  Hewit's  Treatise  on  Moins,  Coins,  &c,  1775.  p.  69» 
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Bra.  Not  so  neither,  'tis  counige  in  me ;  I  do 
it  by  a  sleight,  an  activity,  and  by  that  I  can 
controll  any  man's  point  whatsoever. 

Boy,  Is  It  possible? 

Bra.  I  tell  thee,  boy,  '^I  do  as  much  surpass 
Hercules  at  my  rapier,  as  he  did  me  in  club-fight- 
ing. Have  you  drawn  a  register  of  those  men, 
that  have  been  forced  by  this  weak  instrument 
to  lay  down  their  lives  ?  I  think  it  has  cut  more 
lives  than  Atropos. 

Boy.  But  pray,  sir,  were  they  all  your  own 
exploits? 

Bra,  ludeied,  boy,  thou  ma/st  question  it ; 
for,  and  they  were  to  perform  a^ain,  they  would 
hardly  be  done.  What  will  this  age  come  to  ? 
Where  be  those  stirring  humours,  that  were  wont 
to  trouble  the  world  ?  Peace,  I  think,  will  over- 
spread them  all  like  a  gangrene,  and  men  will 
die  with  a  lethargy :  there  s  no  malice  extant, 
DO  jealousies,  no  employment  to  set  wickedness 
a-work ;  'tis  never  a  dead  time  with  me,  but 
when  there's  nobody  to  kill. 

Boy,  That's  a  miserable  extremity  indeed,  sir. 

Bra,  Leave  me,  boy,  to  my  meditations — 

[EjcU  Boy. 

Enter  Mocinigo. 

Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  Nick  Machiavel,  there 
will  never  be  the  peer  of  thee,  for  wholesome 
policy  and  good  counsel ;  thou  took'st  paius  to 
chalk  men  out  the  dark  paths  and  hidden  plots 
of  murtber  an3  deceit,  and  tio  man  has  the  grace 
to  follow  thee ;  the  age  is  unthankful,  thy  prin- 
ciples are  quite  forsaken,  and  worn  out  ot  me- 
mory. 

Moc,  There's  a  fellow  walks  melancholy,  and 
that's  commonly  a  passion  apt  to  entertain  any 
mitchief ;  discontent  and  honesty  seldom  har- 
bour together.  How  scurvily  he  looks,  like  one 
of  the  devil's  factors !  I'll  tempt  him.  By  your 
leave,  sir. 

Bra,  Ha! 

Jdoc,  No  hurt,  good  sir ;  be  not  so  furious,  I 
beseech  yon. 

Bra,  What  are  you  ? 

Moc,  I  am  bold  to  disturb  you,  and  'would 
fain  communicate  a  business,  if  you  had  the 
patience  to  hear  me. 

Bra,  Speak,  what  is*t  ? 

Afoc,  You  seem  a  man,  upon  whom  fortune, 
perhaps,  has  not  cast  so  favourable  an  aspect 
Us  you  deserve. 


Bra.  Can  you  win  her  to  look  better  ? 

Moc,  Though  not  her,  yet,  perhaps,  a  servant 
of  hers,  that  shall  be  as  gracious  to  you,  and  as 
pro6table. 

Bra,  What's  she? 

Moc,  It  mav  be,  yon  want  money ;  there  is 
a  way  to  purchase  it,  if  you  have  the  heart. 

Bra,  The  heart!  Hast  thou  the  heart  to 
speak,  nay  to  conceive,  what  I  dare  not  un- 
dertake ? 

Moc,  A  fit  instrument  for  my  purpose !  How 
luckily  has  fortune  broujght  me  to  him  ?  Do  you 
hear,  sir,  'tis  but  the  slight  killing  of  a  man,  or 
so;  no  more. 

Bra,  Is  that  all? 

Moc,  Is  that  nothing  ? 

Bra,  Some  queasy  stomach  miglit  turn,  per- 
haps, at  such  a  motion ;  but  I  am  more  resolv'd, 
better  harden'd.  What  is  be?  For  I  have  my 
several  rates,  salaries  for  blood ;  for  a  lord,  so 
much ;  for  a  knight,  so  much ;  a  gentleman,  so 
much ;  a  peasant,  so  much ;  a  stranger,  so  much ; 
and  a  native,  so  much. 

Moc,  Nay,  he  is  a  gentleman,  and  a  citizen 
of  Venice. 

Bra.  Let  him  be  what  he  will,  and  we  can 
agree :  it  lias  been  a  foolish  ambition  hereto- 
fore, *°  to  save  them,  and  men  were  rewarded 
for  it  with  garlands ;  but  I  had  rather  destroy 
one  or  two  of  them,  they  multiply  too  fast, 

Moc.  Do  you  know  one  Signior  Aurelio  then  ? 
He  is  the  man;  he  woo'd  my  mistress,  and 
sought  to  win  her  from  me. 

Sra*  A  warrantable  cause !  shewxne  the  man, 
and  'tis  enough. 

Moc.  And  what  must  I  give  you  ? 

Bra.  At  a  word,  thirty  livres,  111  not  bate 
you  a  *'  betso. 

Moc,  I'll  give  you  twenty. 

Bra,  You  bid  like  a  chapman:  well,  'tis  a 
hard  time ;  in  hope  of  your  custom  hereafter, 
I'll  take  your  money. 

Moc.  There  'tis.  Now  for  the  means ;  bow 
can  you  compass  it  ?  Were  you  not  best  poison 
him,  think  you  ? 

Bra,  With  a  bullet  or  stilletto ;  poison  him  ? 
I  scorn  to  do  things  so  poorly ;  no,  I'll  use  valour 
in  my  villainy,  or  I'll  do  nuthing. 

Moc,  You  speak  honourably ;  and,  now  I 
think  on't,  what  if  you  beat  him  wellfavoor^dly, 
and  spared  his  life  ? 

Bra.  Beat  him  !  stay  there;  I'll'  kill  him  for 


'^ Ido  oi  mmch  turpau  HfrcuUg  at  my  rapier ^  as  he  did  me  in  club-fghting. — ^Tbiis  Armado,  in 

Low's  Labour's  Lost,  last  edit.  VoL  II.  p.  394 :  **  I  do  excel  Sampson  in  my  rapier,  as  much  as  he 
did  me  in  carrying  gates." 

*° to  MM  them,  tden  were  rewarded  for  it  witkffarlaml9^-~The  Romans  bestowed  an  oaken  wreath 

on  him  who  had  preserved  the  life  of  a  citizen.  The  mother  of  CoriokuMM,  in  Shakspeare,  boasts  that 
he  **  retoni'd,  his  brows  bound  with  oak.''      S. 

^'  Betso, — A  coin  of  the  least  value  of  any  current  in  Venice ;  it  was  worth  no  more  than  half  a  sol ; 
that  is,  near  a  farthing.    See  Coryafs  Crudities^  1611,  p.  f86. 
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this  suiUy  but  111  not  beat  him  for  thrice  the 
▼alue;  so  be  might  do  as  much  (br  me:  no,  Fll 
leave  him  impoteut  for  all  thouglit  of  revenge. 

Enter  Lucbetia. 

Mac.  Well,  sir,  use  your  pleasure. — Look 
you,  here's  the  gentlewoman  for  whose  sake  it  is 
done. — Lady,  you  are  come  most  opportunely, 
to  be  a  witness  of  my  love  and  zeal  to  you  ;  he 
b  the  man  cluit  will  do  the  feat. 

JLwc.  What  feat? 

Moc.  That  you  and  I  consulted  of;  kill  the 
rascal  Aurelio,  take  him  out  of  the  way  ;  what 
should  be  live  any  longer  for  ?  I'll  have  no  man 
breathe  that  you  disgust. 

Luc.  Then  ought  you  to  go  and  hang  yourself. 

Moc,  Who,  I  hang  niyselH  for  wtiat?  my 
good  service,  and  respect  to  your  quiet  ?  If  he 
have  any  miud  to  haunt  your  chamber  herenHer, 
be  shall  do  it  as  a  ghost,  without  any  substantial 
alume,  I  assure  you. 

Luc.  I  think  the  fool  is  in  earnest:  I  must 
ose  policy,  aud  not  play  away  a  man's  life  so. 
Nay,  pr'ythee,  sweetneart,  be  not  angry,  'twas 
but  to  try  thee :  this  kiss,  and  my  love. 

Moc,  Why,  here's  some  amends  yet ;  now  'tis 
■8  it  sliould  be. 

Luc.  I  am  as  deep  and  eager  in  this  purpose 
As  you  are,  therefore  grant  me  leave,  a  little. 
To  talk  with  him  ;  I  have  some  private  counsel 
To  give  hiui,  for  the  belter  execution. 

Moc.  May  I  not  hear? 

Luc.  No,  as  you  love  me^  go. 

Moc.  Her  humour  must  be  law :  we  that  are 
suitors. 
Must  deal  with  women  as  witli  towns  besieg'd, 
OtTer  tliem  fair  conditions,  till  you  get  them. 
And  then  we'll  tyi^nize :  ]N^t  there*s  a  doubt 
Is  not  resolv'd  on. 

Luc,  Good  sir,  be  gone. 

Moc.  1  vanish :  were  I  best  trust  this  fellow 
with  my  mistress  ? 
Temptations  may  arise.    Tis  all  one,  I  am 
A  right  Italian,  and  the  world  shall  see 
Thai  my  revenge  is  above  jealousy.  [Exit. 

Bra.  Now,  lady,  your  pleasure  ? 

Luc^  I  would  not  allow  myself  any  conference 
with  you,  did  my  reason  persuade  me,  that  you 
were  as  bad  as  you  seem  to  be :  pray,  what  are 
you? 

Bra.  I  am,  sweet  creature,  a  kind  of  lawless 
JQsticer,  or  usurping  martialist  of  authority,  that 
will  kill  any  man  with  my  safety. 

Luc.  And  you  purpose  the  death  of  this  gen- 
tleman ? 

Bm.  I  will  do  any  thing  for  hire. 

Luc.  Have  you  no  conscience  ? 

Bra.  Conscience!  I  know  not  what  it  is: 
why  should  any  man  live,  and  I  want  money  ? 


Luc.  Have  yon  no  regard  then  of  innocence? 

Bra.  Tis  crime  enough  he  has  a  life. 

Lue.  How  long  have  you  been  vers'd  in  this 
trade? 

Bra.  Tis  my  vocation. 

L^c.  Leave  it,  'tis  damnable ; 
And  thou  tlie  worst  and  basest  of  all  villains ; 
It  had  been  better  for  tlie  womb  that  bare  tliee, 
If  it  had  travail'd  with  a  pestilence : 
What  seed  of  tygers  could  beget  thee  to 
Such  bold  and  rash  attempts  ?  for  a  small  lucre. 
Which  will  be  straight  as  ill  spent  as  'twas  got, 
To  destroy  that,  wliose  essence  is  divine ; 
Souls,  in  themselves  more  pure  than  are  the 

heavens. 
Or  thy  ill-boding  stars ;  more  worth  than  all 
Tlie  treasure  lock'd  up  in  the  heart  of  earth ; 
And  yet  do  this  unmov'd  or  unprovok'd. 

Bra.   I  liave  no  other  means,  nor  way  of 
living. 

Luc.  Twere  better  perish,  than  be  so  sup- 
ported; 
There  are  a  thousand  courses  to  subsist  by. 

Bra.  Ay  !  but  a  free  and  daring  spirit  scorns 
To  stoop  to  servile  ways,  but  will  choose  rather 
To  purchase  his  revenue  from  his  sword. 

Luc,  I  see  you  are  grown  obdurate  in  your 
crimes. 
Founded  to  vice,  lost  to  all  pietv ; 
Without  the  apprehension  of  what  wrong 
You  do  your  countr^r,  in  depriving  her 
Of  those  she  now  enjoys,  as  useful  members. 
And  killing  their  posterity,  wIk>,  perhaps, 
Micht,  with  their  art  or  industry,  advance  her. 

Bra.   What  courteous  itch,  I  wonder,  has 
possest 
Your  virtuous  ladyship  to  give  me  advice  ? 
Best  keep  your  wits  until  you  get  a  husband. 
Who  may,  perhaps,  require  your  learned  counsel. 

Imc.  Tis  true,  such  as  do  act  thy  villanies, 
Hate  to  be  told,  or  think  of  them  ;  but  hear  me, 
Hast  thou  no  sense,  nor  no  remorse  of  s6ul  ? 
No  thought  of  any  Deity,  who,  though 
It  spare  tliee  for  a  while,  will  send,  at  last, 
A  qtiick  return  of  vengeance  on  thy  head. 
And  dart  thee  down  hke  Phaeton  ? 

Bra.  Sweet  virgin, 
**  Faces  about  to  some  other  discourse, 
I  cannot  relish  this. 

Luc.  So  I  believe  ;  but  yet 
Compose  your  thoughts  for  speedy  penitence, 
Your  life  for  an  amendment,  or  I  vow. 
To  lay  your  actions  open  to  the  senate. 

Bra.  Did  not  your  sweetheart  tempt  roe  t% 
this  deed  ? 
And  will  you  now  betray  me  ? 

Luc.  He  my  sweetheart ! 
I  hate  you  both  alike ;  that  very  word 
Is  enough  to  divorce  thee  from  my  pity^ 


VOL.    III. 


**  Faca  a6oM*.— See  Note  7  to  T!ie  Parson's  tV4:ddiHg,  postea. 
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Patt  hope  of  recohdlemcnt ;  for  what  nierc^ 

Is  to  be  liad  of  two  such  prodigies  f 

Will  you  recant  yet?  speak,  will  you  be  honest? 

Bra.  I  tbiok  you*ll  force  me  to  become  your 
patient. 

Luc.  It  is  the  way  to  heal  thee  of  a  tore, 
Whose  cure  is  supernatural :  What  art  ? 
What  mirror  is  sufficient  to  demonstrate 
The  foulness  of  thy  guilt,  whose  leprous  mind 
Is  but  one  stain  seas  cannot  cleanse?   Why 

murder, 
Tis  of  all  vices  the  most  contrary 
To  every  virtue,  and  humanity ; 
For  they  intend  the  pleasure  and  delight. 
But  this  the  dissolution  of  nature. 

Bra,  She  does  begin  to  move  me. 

jUic.  Think  of  thy  sin, 
It  is  the  heir  apparent  unto  hell, 
And  has  so  many,  and  so  ugly  shapes. 
His  fatlier  Pluto,  and  the  furies  hate 
To  look  on  their  own  birth ;  yet  thou  dar*st  act 
What  they  fear  to  suggest,  and  sell  thy  soul 
To  quick  perdition. 

Bra,  This  has  wak'd  roe  more 
Into  a  quicker  insight  of  my  evils, 
That  have  impal*d  me  round  with  liorrid  shapes; 
More  various,  than  the  several  forms  of  dreams 
That  wait  on  Morpheus  in  his  sleepy  den. 

Luc.    Then   *tis  a  fearful  sin,   and  always 
labours 
With  the  new-birth  of  damn'd  inventions 
And  horrid  practices ;  for  *tis  so  fearful, 
It  dares  not  walk  alone,  and  where  it  bides, 
There  is  no  rest,  nor  no  security, 
But  a  perpetual  tempest  of  despair. 

Bra.  All  this  I  feel  by  sad  experience ; 
Where  have  I  been,  where  have  I  liv'd  a  stranger, 
£xil*d  from  all  good  thoughts?  Never  till  now 
Did  any  beam  of  grace,  or  good,  shhie  on  me. 

Luc.   Besides,  'tis  so  abhorred   of  all  that's 
good, 
That  when  this  monster  lifls  his  cursed  head 
Above  the  earth,  and  wraps  it  in  the  clouds, 
1'he  sun  flies  back,  as  loth  to  stain  his  rays 
With  such  a  foul  pollution ;  and  night, 
In  emulation  of  so  black  a  deed, 
Puu  on  her  darkest  robe  to  cover  it. 

Bra,  Oh  do  not  grate  too  much  upon  my 
sufiTrings ; 
You  have  won  upon  my  conscience,  and  I  feel 
A  stiug  within  me,  tells  my  troubled  soul. 
That  I  have  trod  too  long  those  bloody  paths 
That  lead  unto  destruction. 

Luc.  Then  be  sorry. 
And  with  repentance  purge  away  thy  sin. 

Bra,  Will  all  my  days  and.  Iiours,  consum'd 
in  prayers. 
My  eyes  dissolved  to  tears,  wash  off  such  crimes  ? 

Luc,  If  they  be  serious,  and  continued. 

Bra,  You  are  a  virgin,  and  your  vows  nre 
Do  you  assist  me.  [chaste, 

.  Luc.  So  youHl  do  the  like 
For  me  in  what  I  shall  propose. 


Bra,  I  win. 
And  joy  to  be  emplojr'd ;  there's  no  thought. 
Which  can  proceed  from  you,  but  which  is  vir- 
tuous : 
And  'tis  a  comfort,  and  a  kind  of  goodness, 
To  mix  with  you  in  any  action. 

Luc.  Nay  more,  in  recompense  of  your  fair 
proffer. 
Because  you  say,  you  nre  destitute  of  means, 
I'll  see  that  want  supply*d. 

Bra.  Divinebt  lady. 
Command  my  service. 

Luc.  Walk  then  in  with  me. 
And  then  I  will  acquaint  you  with  the  project. 

[ExeunU 

Enter  Duke,  Lfonel,  ancf  Leonardo, 
I*  El  nv  CIO  following. 

Duke.  I  see  him  coming ;  let's  fall  into  ad- 
miration of  his  good  parts,  that  he  may  over-hear 
his  own  praise. 

Lion.  1  have,  methinks,  a  longing  desire  to 
meet  with  Signior  Petrucio. 

Fet.  I  hear  myself  nam'd  amongst  them  ;  'tis 
no  point  of  civility  to  listen  what  opinion  the 
world  holds  of  me,  I  shall  conceive  it  by  their 
discourse ;  a  man  behind  his  back  sliall  be  sore 
to  have  nothing  but  truth  spoke  of  him. 

Leon.  Pray',  sir,  when  saw  you  that  thrice 
noble  and  accomplish'd  gentleman,  Petrucio  ? 

Fet.  Thrice  nohle  and  aocomplish'd  !  there's 
a  new  style  thrust  upon  me. 

Duke.  It  pleas'd  the  indulgency  of  my  fate, 
to  bless  me  with  his  company  this  morning,  where 
be  himself  was  no  less  favourable  to  grace  me 
with  the  perusal  of  a  madrigal,  or  an  essay  of 
beauty,  which  he  had  then  newly  composed. 

Lion.  Well,  gallants,  either  my  understanding 
misinforms  me,  or  he  is  one  of  the  most  rare 
and  noble  qualified  pieces  of  gentility,  that  ever 
did  inrich  our  cUmate. 

Leon.  Believe  it,  sir,  'twere  a  kind  of  propha- 
nation,  to  make  doubt  of  the  contrary. 

Pet.  How  happy  am  I  in  such  acquaintance  ? 
A  man  shall  have  his  due,  when  your  meaner 
society  has  neither  jud^ent  to  discern  worthy 
nor  credit  to  commend  it. 

Duke,  Twas  my  happineu,  th'  other  day,  to 
be  in  the  presence  with  certain  ladies,  where  I 
heard  him  the  most  extoH'd  and  approv'd  ;  one 
of  them  was  not  asham'd  to  pronounce  it  openly, 
that  she  would  never  desire  more  of  heaven,  than 
to  enjoy  such  a  man  for  lier  servant. 

Pet,  It  shall  be  my  next  employment,  to  en- 
quire out  for  that  lady. 

Lion,  Tis  a  miracle  to  me,  how,  in  so  small  a 
competency  of  time,  he  should  arrive  to  sncfa  an 
absolute  plenitude  of  perfection. 

Leon.  No  wonder  at  all ;  a  man  that  has 
travell'd,  and  been  careful  of  his  time. 

Lion,  But,  by  your  favour,  sir,  'tis  not  every 
man's  happiness  to  make  so  good  use  on't. 

Duke,  I'll  resolve  you  somethbg :  there  is  as 
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great  a  mystery  in  the  acquisition  of  knowledge,  as 
of  fveahfa ;  Have  you  not  a  citizen  will  grow  rich 
io  a  moment,  and  why  not  be  ingenious  ?  Bc*- 
sidea,  who  knows  bat  he  miglit  have  digg'd  for 
it,  and  so  found  out  some  concealed  treasure  of 
auder^tandiitg  ? 

Pei.  Now,  as  I  am  truly  noble,  *tis  a  wrongful 
imputation  upon  me. 
I  Leon.  Well,  if  he  had  hot  bounty  annex'd  to 

I       his  other  sufficiencies,  he  were  unparallerd. 

Duke.  Nay,  there's  no  man  in  the  eanh  more 
liberal ;  take  it  upon  my  word,  he  has  n<n.  that 
thing  in  the  world  so  dear  or  precious  in  his 
esteem,  which  he  will  not  most  willingly  part 
with,  upon  the  least  sammons  of  his  friend. 

Pet.  Now  must  I  give  away  some  two  or  three 
hundred  pounds  worth  of  toys,  to  maintain  this 
assertion. 

Lioa.  You  spoke  of  verses  e'en  now;  if  you 
have  the  copy,  pray  vouchsafe  us  a  sight  of 
tbtm. 

Duke,  I  cannot  suddenly  resolve  you ;  yes, 
here  they  are. 

Lion,  What's  this? 

A  Madrigal  of  Beauty. 

If  I  should  praise  her  virtue  and  her  beauty ^ 

as  *tis  my  duty  ; 
And  tell  how  every  grace  doth  her  become : 

'tis  ten  to  one, 
But  I  should  fail  in  the  expression. 

Leon.  I'marry,  sir,  this  sounds  something 
hke  excellent. 

Lion.         Then,  by  your  leave, 
Although,  I  cannot  write  what  I  conceive  ; 

'tis  my  desire. 
That  what  I  fail  to  speak,  you  would  admire. 

Leon.  Whj,  this  has  some  taste  in*t!  how 
sbooid  he  arnve  to  this  admirable  invention  ? 

Duke.  Are  you  so  preposterous  in  your 
opinioBy  to  think  that  wit  and  elegancy,  in 
writing,  are  only  conHn'd  to  stagers  and  book- 
worms i  Twere  a  solecism  to  imagine,  that  a 
joong  bravery,  who  lives  in  the  perpetual  sphere 
of  hamanitr,  where  every  waiting-woman  speaks 
perfect  ^^  Arcadia,  and  the  ladies  lips  distil  with 
the  very  quintessence  of  conceit,  should  be  so 
barren  of  apprehension,  as  not  to  participate  of 
their  virtues. 

Lton.  Now  I  consider,  they  are  great  helps 
to  a  man. 

Duke,  But  when  be  has  travell'd,  and  *♦  de- 
iibated  the  French  and  the  Spanish;  can  lie 


a-bed,  and  expound  *^  Astrsea,  and  digest  liim 
into  compliments ;  and  when  he  is  up,  accost 
his  mistress  with  what  he  had  read  in  the  morn- 
ing ;  now  if  such  a  one  should  rack  up  his  ima* 
ginacion,  and  give  wings  to  his  muse,  'tis  ere* 
dible,  he  should  more  catch  your  delicate  court- 
ear,  than  all  your  head-scratchers,  thumb-biters 
lamp-wasters  of  them  all. 

Leon,  Well,  I  say  the  iniquity  of  fortune  ap- 
pears in  nothing  more,  than  not  advancing  that 
man  to  some  extraordinary  honours. 

Lion.  But  I  never  thought  he  bad  any  genius 
that  way. 

Duke.  What,  because  be  has  been  backward 
to  produce  bis  good  qualities  ?  Believe  it, 
poetry  will  out;  it  can  no  more  be  hid,  than 
fire  or  love. 

Pet.  I'll  break  them  off,  they  have  e'en 
spoken  enough  in  my  behalf  for  nothing,  o'con- 
science.    Save  you,  Cavalieros ! 

Duke.  My  much  lionour'd  Petrucio,  you  are 
welcome;  we  were  now  enter'd  into  a  discourse 
of  your  worth.  Whither  do  your  occasions  en- 
force yon  so  fieist  ? 

Pet.  Gentlemen,  to  tell  you  true,  I  am  go- 
ing upon  some  raptures. 

Leon.  Upon  raptures,  say  you  ? 
Pet.  Yes,  my  employment  is  triparite;  I 
have  here  an  anagram  to  a  lady,  I  made  of  her 
name  this  morning ;  with  a  poesy  to  another, 
that  must  be  inserted  into  a  nng :  and  here's  a 
paper  carries  a  secret  word  too,  that  must  be 
given,  and  worn  by  a  knight  and  tilter ;  and  all 
my  own  imaginations,  as  I  hope  to  be  bless'd. 

Lton.  Is't  possible?  liow,  have  you  lately 
^^  drunk  of  tne  horsepond,  or  stept  on  the 
forked  Parnassus,  that  you  start  out  so  sudden 
a  poet  f 

Pet.  Tut !  I  leave  vonr  Helicons,  and  your 
^^  pale  Pirenes,  to  sucn  as  will  look  after  them ; 
for  my  own  part,  I  follow  the  instigation  of  my 
brain,  and  scorn  other  helps. 
Lion.  Do  you  so? 

Pet.  I'll  justify  it,  the  multiplicity  of  learn- 
ing does  but  distract  a  man ;  I  am  all  for  your 
modem  humours,  and  when  I  list  to  express  a 
passion,  it  flows  from  me  with  that  spring  of 
amorous  conceits,  that  a  true  lover  may  hang 
his  head  over,  and  read  in  it  the  very  phys'uomy 
of  his  a£fection. 

Duke.  Why  this  is  a  rare  mirrour ! 
Leon.  Tis  so  indeed,  and  beyond  all  the  art 
of  opticks. 

Pet.  And  when  my  head  labours  with  the 
pangs  of  delivery,  by  chance  up  comes  a  coun- 


*^  AreMdia. — ^A  romance  by  Sir  Philip  Sydney. 

**  Detibated  the  French^i.  e.  had  a  taste  oL  D€Ub9,  Lat  So,  Claudian.  B.  Get.  551 :  *'  Contentus 
4t&msK  cibos.**      S. 
**  AMtrtea. — A  French  romance,  much  admired  and  read  in  the  last  century. 

** drunk  qfthe  horsepond. — ** fonte  labra  prolni  CabaUino,** Pbrsius.      S. 

*7 pnU  Pirm^.— " pallidamque  Pyreuen." Persius.      S. 
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tess's  waiting-womiin,  nt  whose  sight,  as  at  the 
rpmembnuice  of  a  mistress,  my  pen  tails  out  of 
my  luind ;  and  then  do  I  read  to  her  halt'  a  do- 
zen lines,  whereat  we  both  sit  together,  and 
melt  into  tears. 

Jjton.  Pitiful-hearted  creatures ! 

Pet.  I  am  now  about  a  device,  that  this  fcen- 
tieman  has  promis*d  shall  be  presented  before 
his  Hishness. 

Dune,  Yes,  upon  my  word,  sir,  and  yourself 
with  it. 

Pet.  Shall  the  duke  take  notice  of  me  too  ? 
Oh  heavens,  how  you  transport  me  with  the 
thought  on't ! 

Duke,  ril  bring  you  to  him,  believe  me,  and 
you  know  not  what  grace  he  may  do  you. 

J  et.  Tis  a  happiness  beyond  mortals :  I  can- 
not tell,  it  may  be  my  good  fortune  to  advance 
you  all. 

Lion.  We  shall  be  glad  to  have  dependance 
on  you. 

Pet.  Gentles,  I  would  intreat  you  a  courtesy. 

Duke.  What's  that,  signior? 

Pet,  That  you  would  be  all  pleas'd  to  grace 
my  lodging  to-morrow  at  a  banquet :  there  will 
he  ladies  and  gallants ;  and  among  the  rest,  1*11 
send  to  invite  your  uncle  the  Antiquary,  and 
we'll  be  very  merry,  I  assure  you. 

Leon,  Well,  sir,  your  bounty  commands  us 
Dot  to  fail  you. 

Pet,  Bounty  !  there's  a  memorandum  for  me. 
In  the  mean  time,  pray  accept  these  few  favours 
at  my  hands,  as  assurances  that  you  will  not 
fail  me;  till  when,  I  take  my  leave.  [Exit. 

.  TJon.  Farewell,  sir :  go  thy  ways ;  thou  hast 
as  dull  a  piece  of  scalp,  as  ere  covered  the  brain 
of  any  tniveller. 

Duke,  For  love's  sake,  Lionel,  let's  haste  to 
thy  uncle,  before  the  coxcomb  prevent  us. 

Lion.  Why,  sir,  I  stay  for  you. 

Leon,  Has  Petro  prepar'd  him  for  your  en- 
trance? and  is  your  disguise  6t  ? 

Lion.  I  have  all  in  a  readiness. 
-  Duke.  On  then ;  and  when  you  are  wnrm  in 
your  discourse,  we'll  come  with  our  device  to 
affright  him  :  'twill  be  an  excellent  scene  of  af- 
fliction. 

Leon,  Be  sure  you  mark  your  cue,  sir,  and  do 
not  fail  to  approach. 

Duke.  Trust  to  my  care;  I  warrant  von. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Aurelto  and  Servant. 

Aur.  A  gentlewoman  without  speak  with  me, 
say  you  ? 

Serv.  Yes,  sir^  and  will  by  no  means  be  put 
back. 


Aur.  I  am  no  lawyer,  nor  no  secretary :  what 
business  can  she  have  here,  I  wonder  ? 

Serv.  She  is  very  importunate  to  enter. 

Aur.  I  was  once  in  the  humour,  never  to  ad- 
mit any  of  them  to  come  near  me  again,  but 
since  she  is  so  eager,  let  her  approach :  I'll  try 
my  strength,  what  proof  'tis  against  her  inchant- 
ments ;  if  ever  Ulysses  were  more  provident,  or 
better  arm'd  to  sail  by  the  Sirens,  1*11  perish ;  if 
she  have  the  art  to  impose  upon  me,  let  her 
beg  my  wit  for  an  anatomy,  and  dissect  it 

Enter  Lucretia. 

Now,  Lady  Humour,  what  new  emotion  in 
the  bloiod  has  tum'd  the  tide  of  your  fancy,  to 
come  hither  } 

Luc.  These  words  Are  but  unkind  salutes  to 
a  gentlewoman. 

Aur,  They  are  too  good  for  you.  With  what 
face  dare  you  approach  hither,  knowing  how  infi- 
nitely you  have  abus'd  me  ?  You  want  matter 
to  exercise  your  wits  on ;  thw  world's  too  wise 
for  you ;  and  ere  you  insuare  me  again,  you'll 
have  good  luck. 

Luc.  Pray,  sir,  do  not  reiterate  tliose  things 
which  might  better  be  forgotten;  I  confess  1 
have  done  ill,  because  I  am  a  woman,  and 
young,  and  'twill  be  nobleness  in  you,  not  to  re- 
member it. 

Aur.  ril  sooner  plow  up  shore  and  sow  it, 
and  live  in  expectation  of  a  crop,  before  I'll 
think  the  least  good  from  any  of  your  sex,  while 
I  breathe,  again. 

Luc,  I  hope,  sir,  that  time  and  experience  will 
rectify  your  judgment  to  a  better  opinion  of  us. 

Aur.  I'll  trust  my  ship  to  a  storm,  my  aob- 
stance  to  a  broken  citizen,  ere  I  will  credit  any 
of you. 

Luc.  Good  sir,  be  intreated :  I  come  a  peni- 
tent lover,  witli  a  vow'd  recantation  to  all  former 
practices,  and  malicious  endeavours,  that  I  have 
wrought  against  you. 

Aur.  How  can  I  think  better  of  you,  when  I 
consider  your  nature,  your  pride,  your  treachery, 
your  covetousness,  your  lust ;  and  how  you  ccxn- 
mit  perjury  easier  than  speak  ? 

Luc.  Sure  'tis  no  desert  in  us,  but  your  ovm 
niisguided  thoughts,  that  move  in  you  this  pas- 
sion. 

Ayr.  Indeed,  time  was,  I  thought  you  pretty 
foolish  things  to  play  withal;  and  was  so  blinded, 
as  to  imnguie,  that  your  hearts  were  golden 
thrc  ads,  that  your  eyes  darted  forth  beams,  that 
laufihter  sate  smiling  on  your  lips,  and  the  com! 
itself  look'd  pale  to  them ;  that  you  mov*d  like 
a  goddess,  and  diflTus'd  vour  pleasures  wide  ns 
the  air :   then  could  I  *"  prevent  the  rising  sun 


*»  Prevent  ttu  riting  Mm— i.  e.  go  before.    So,  m  the  119th  Psalm : 

"  Mine  eyes  j»r«rai^  the  night  watches."      S. 
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to  wak  on  joa,  observM  every  nod  you  cast 
foitby  had  tlie  patieoce  to  hear  your  discourse, 
and  admir'd  you,  when  you  talkM  of  your  visits, 
of  the  court,  ot*  councils,  ot' nobility,  and  ofyour 
ancestors. 

Luc.  And  were  not  these  pleasing  to  you  ? 

Aur.  Notbiug  but  a  heap  of  tortures :  but 
since  I  imve  Jeam*d  the  Delphick  Oracle,  to 
know  myself,  and  ponder  what  a  deal  of  mischief 

JroQ  work,  I  am  content  to  live  private  and  so- 
itary,  without  any  pensive  thought,  what  you 
do,  or  what  shall  become  of  you. 

Lue.  Sir,  if  you  calculate  all  occasions,  I  have 
not  merited  this  neglect  from  you. 

Aur.  Yes,  and  more.  Do  yon  not  remember 
what  tasks  you  were  wont  to  put  me  to,  and  ex- 
pences?  when  I  bestowed  on  you  gowns  and 
petticoats,  and  vou,  in  exchange,  gave  me  brace- 
lets and  slioe-tles?  how  you  fooFd  me  some- 
times, and  set  me  to  pin  pleats  in  your  ruft',  two 
hours  together,  and  made  a  waiting  frippery  of 
Bie?  how  you  rack'd  my  brain,  to  compose 
verses  for  you?  a  thing  I  could  never  abide: 
nay,  in  my  coosciepce,  and  I  had  not  took  cou- 
rage, you  had  brought  me  to  spin,  and  beat  me 
with  your  slippers. 

Lhc.  Well,  sir,  l  perceive  you  are  resolv'd  to 
hear  no  reason ;  but,  before  my  sorrowful  de- 
parture, know,  she  that  you  slight,  is  the  pre- 
server of  your  life;  ^therefore  I  dare  be  bold 
i  to  call  you  inerate,  and  in  that  I  have  spoke  all 
that  can  be  ill  in  man. 

Aur,  Pray  stay,  come  back  a  little. 

Lme,  Not  till  you  are  better  temper*d :  what 
I  have  reveal'd,  is  true ;  and  though  you  prove 
sntbankful,  good  deeds  reward  themselves ;  the 
eooscience  of  the  fact  shall  pay  ray  virtue.  So 
1  leave  you.  [Exit. 

Aur.  That  I  should  owe  my  life  to  her! 
which  way,  I  wonder  f  Somethint;  depends  on 
this,  I  roust  win  out;  well,  I  will  not  forswear 
it,  bat  the  toy  may  take  me  in  the  head,  and  I 
may  see  her.  [ExU, 

Enter  Antiquary  and  Petro. 

Ant,  Has  he  such  rare  things,  say  you  ? 

Feiro.  Yes,  sir,  I  believe  you  have  not  seen 
the  like  of  thera :  they  are  a  couple  of  old  ma- 
nnscripcs,  found  in  a  wall,  and  stored  up  with 
the  foundation :  it  may  be  they  are  the  writings 
of  some  prophetess. 

Ant,  What  moves  you  to  think  so,  Petro  ? 

Petro*  Beciiuse,  sir,  the  characters  are  so  im- 
perfect;   for  time  has  eateu   out  the  letters, 


'^and  the  dust  makes  a  parenthesis  betwixt 
every  syllable. 

Ant,  A  shrewd  convincing  ar^ment!  tliis 
fellow  has  a  notable  reach  with  him.  Go,  bid 
him  enter.  A  hundred  to  one  some  fool  has 
them  in  possession,  that  knows  not  their  value ; 
it  may  l»e,  a  man  may  purchase  them  for  little 
or  nothing 

Enter  Lionel  like  a  Scholar  with  two  books. 

Come  near,  friend,  let  me  see  what  you  liave 
there.  Umph,  *tis  as  I  said,  they  are  of  the  old 
Roman  binding.    What's  the  price  of  these? 

Lion,  I  would  be  loth,  sir,  to  sell  them  under 
rate,  only  to  merit  laughter  for  my  rashness: 
therefore  I  tliought  good  to  bestow  them  on  you, 
and  refer  myself  to  your  wisdom  and  free  nature 
for  my  satbfaction. 

Aut.  You  say  well ;  then  am  I  bound  again 
in  conscience  to  deal  justlj  with  you ;  Will  five 
hundred  crowns  content  you  ? 

Lion,  I'll  demand  no  more,  sir. 

Ant.  Petro,  see  them  delivered.  Now  I  need 
not  fear  to  tell  you  what  they  are :  this  is  a  book 
de  Republica,  'tis  Marcus  Tullius  Cicero's  own 
hand-writing;  I  have  some  other  books  of  his 
penning,  give  me  assurance  of  it. 

Petro,  And  what's  tlie  other,  sir? 

Ant,  This  other  is  a  book  of  inatliematicks, 
tliat  was  long  lost  in  darkness,  and  afterwards 
restored  by  Ptolemy. 

Lion,  I  wonder,  sir,  unless  you  were  Time's 
secretary,  how  you  should  arrive  to  this  intelli- 
gence. 

Ant,  I  know  it  by  more  than  inspiration :  yon 
had  them  out  of  a  wall,  you  say  ? 

Lion.  Yes,  sir. 

Ant.  Well  then,  however  you  came  by  them, 
ihey  were  first  brought  to  Venice  by  Cardinal 
Girmannus,  a  patriarch,  and  were  digged  out  of 
the  ruins  of  Aquileia,  after  it  was  sack'd  hy  At- 
tila  king  of  the  Hunns. 

Lion.  Tins  to  me  is  wonderful. 

Ant.  Petro,  I  mean  to  retire,  and  give  myself 
wholly  to  contemplation  of  these  studies;  and, 
because  nothing  shall  hinder  me,  I  mean  to 
lease  out  jny  lands,  and  live  confin'd;  inquire 
me  out  a  chaproah  that  will,  take  them  of  me. 

Lion.  If  you  please  to  lett  them,  sir,  I  will 
help  you  to  a  tenant. 

Ant,  Will  you,  sir?  with  all  my  heart,  and 
I'll  afford  him  the  better  bargain  for  your  sake. 

Petro,  He  may  pay  the  rent  with  counters, 
and  make  him  believe  they  are  antiquities. 


^  Ther^ore  I  dare  be  bold,  Sic, — Alluding  to  the  ancient  aphorism,  Ingratus  n  dixerii,  omnia 
dizms.    S.  P. 

^ and  the  dust  makes  a  parenthesis. — ^This  is  borrowed  from  the  character  of  on  antiquary  in 

Mkro-^aamogrmkie,  or  a  Piece  of  the  World  tliscovered.  iSmo.  16tQ.  **  Printed  bookes  he  contemner, 
as  a  novelty  of  this  latter  age ;  but  a  manuscript  he  pores  on  everlafttingly,  especially  if  the  cover  be 
all  mtfth-eaten,  and  the  dust  make  a  forenthesis  betweene  every  syllaMe,"    . 
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Ant,  What's  the  yearly  rent  of  them,  Petro  ? 
Peiro.  They  have  been  rack'd,  sir,  to  three 
thousand  crowns ;   hut  the  old  rent  was  never 
above  fifteeo  hundred. 

Ant.  Go  tOy  yon  hove  said  enough ;  Fil  have 
DO  more  than  the  old  rent.  Name  your  man, 
and  the  indentures  shall  be  drawn. 

Lion.  Before  1  propose  tbnt,  sir,  I  thought 
good  to  acquaint  you  with  a  specialty  I  found 
among  other  writinji^s ;  which,  naving  a  seal  to 
it,  and  a  name  subscribed,  does  most  properly 
belong  to  yon. 

Ant.  Let  me  see  it.  What's  liere  f  8ignior 
Jovanno  Veterano,  de  Monte  Nigro !  He  was 
my  great  grnndfiither,  and  this  is  an  old  debt  of 
bis  that  remains  yet  uncancelPd.  Yon  could 
never  have  picas'd  me  better  to  my  cost :  this 
ought,  in  conscience,  to  be  discharged,  and  I'll 
see  it  satisfied  the  first  thmg  I  do.    Come  along. 

Fetro.  Will  you  af^>rd  your  nephew  ao  ex- 
hibition out  of  your  estate,  sir? 

Ant.  Not  a  sol ;  not  "a  gazct.  I  have  arti- 
cles to  propose  be^»re  the  senate,  shall  disin- 
herit him. 

Lion.  Have  yon,  sir?  Not  justly,  I  hope. 
Pray,  what  are  they  ? 

Ant.  One  of  them  is,  he  sent  me  letters  be- 
yond sea,  dated  3*  Stiio  ^ovo. 

Lion,  That  was  a  great  oversight. 

Ant.  Then  you  remember,  Petro,  he  took  up 
commodities,  new-fHshion*d  ^ufft,  when  he  was 
vnder  age  too,  that  he  might  cozen  his  creditors. 

Petro.  Yes,  sir. 

Ant,  And  afterwards  found  out  a  new  way 
to  pay  them  too. 

Lion.  He  serv*d  them  but  in  their  kind,  sir : 
perhaps  they  meant  to  have  cheated  him. 

Ant.  Tis  all  one ;  1*11  have  no  such  practices. 
But  the  worst  of  all ;  one  time  when  I  foand 
him  drunk,  and  chid  him  for  his  vice,  he  bad  no 
way  to  eicose  himself,  but  to  say,  he  would  be- 
come a  new  man. 

Lion,  That  was  heinously  spoken,  indeed ! 

Ant.  These  are  sufficient  aggravations,  to  any 
one  that  shall  understand  my  bomovr. 

Enter  Duke  and  Leonardo. 

Duke.  Save  you,  sir  I 

Ant,  These  gentlemen  shall  be  witnesses  to  the 
bonds.    You  are  very  welcome ! 


Duke,  I  hardly  believe  it,  when  you  hear  o v 
messai^e. 
Ant.  Why,  I  beseech  you  ? 
Duke,  I  am  sorry  to  be  made  the  unkind  in- 
strument to  wrong  you ;   but  since  *tis  a  task 
impos'd  from  so  great  a  command,  I  hope  you 
will  the  easier  be  induc'd  to  dispense  with  me. 
Ant.  Come  nearer  to  your  aim ;  I  understand 
you  not. 

Duke.  Then  thus,  sir :  the  dtihe  has  been  in- 
form*d  of  your  rarities ;   and  hoMing  them  an 
unfit  treasure  for  a  private  man  to  possess,  lie 
hath  sent  bis  mandamus  to  take  them  from  you. 
See,  here's  his  hand  for  the  delivery. 
Ant.  di,  oh ! 
Leon.  What  ails  you,  sir? 
Ant,  Ibid  struck  with  a  sudden  sickness :  aome 
^ood  man  help  to  keep  my  soul  in,  tliat  is  rosh- 
ing  from  me,  and  will  by  no  means  be  intreated 
to  continue ! 

LioH.  Pray,  sir,  be  comforted. 
Ant.  Cimifort !  no,  I  despise  it :  he  has  gtveo 
me  daggers  to  my  heart ! 

Leon.  Shew  yourself  a  man,  sir,  and  contemn 
the  worst  of  fortune. 

Ant.  Good  sir,  could  not  you  have  invented 

a  less  studied  way  of  torture  to  take  away  my  life  ? 

Duke.  I  hope, 'twill  not  work  so  deeply  with  you. 

Ant.  Nay,  and  'twould  stop  there,  'twere  weil ; 

but  'tis  a  punishment  will  follow  me  after  death, 

and  afflict  me  woi'se  than  a  fury. 

Leon.  I  much  pity  the  gentleman's  caae. 
Ant.  Think  what  'tis  to  lose  a  son  when  yon 
have  brought  him  up,  or,  af^n*  a  seven  years 
voyage,  to  see  your  ship  sunk  in  the  harbour ! 
Duke.  'Twere  a  wofkl  spectacle  indeed  ! 
Ant.  They  arc  but  tickling  to  this.    I  have 
been  all  my  life  a  gathering  what  1  must  now  lose 
in  a  moment.    The  sacktc^  of  a  city  is  nothiog 
to  be  compared  with  it. 

Leon,  And  that's  lamentable. 
Ant.  Twill  but  only  give  yon  a  light  to  con- 
ceive of  my  misery. 

Lion.  Pray,  sir,  be  not  importunate  to  take 
them  this  time ;  but  try  rather,  if  by  any  means 
you  can  revoke  the  detree. 

Duke.  Twill  be  somewhat  dangerous ;  Hot  for 
your  sake,  1*11  try. 

Ant,  Shall  I  hope  any  comfort  ?  Then,  opon 
m^r  credit,  gentlemen,  I'll  appoint  you  aM  mine 
heirs  as  soon  as  I  am  dead. 


"  A  goEet, — A  gazet,  says  Coryat,  p.  «86,  **  is  almost  a  pennv ;  whereof  ten  doe  make  a  liver,  tliat 

is,  nine  pence." News-papers  being  originally  sold  lor  that  piece  of  money,  acquired  their  present 

name  ofGmzetteM,    Sec  Janins's  EtytnoL  voce  Gazette. 

3^  StUo  Novo, — ^The  manner  of  dating  letters  from  abroad,  before  the  alteration  of  the  calendar, 
according  to  the  reformation  of  it  by  Pope  Gregory  the  XHItb.  In  The  Woman*$  Prize^  or  Tke 
Tamer  tam%  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  A.  4.  S.  4.  Vol.  IX.  p.  364.  ed.  1778,  Maria  says  to  Pe- 
truchio,  who  had  threatened  to  travel,  in  order  to  be  rid  of  her, 

**  I  do  commit  your  reformation ; 
And  so  I  leave  yo«  to  your  Mih  nmo,** 
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Duke,  Yoa  speak  nobIj« 

Ani.  Nay,  and  because  you  shall  not  long 
gape  aiier  it,  IMI  die  within  a  mouth,  and  set 
3rou  down  all  joint  executors. 


Lion,  But  when  you  arc  freed  from  the  tenror 
of  his  imposition,  will  you  not  recant ? 

Ant,  Nay,  aod  you  doubt  me,  walk  along, 
and  rU  confirm't  upon  you  instantly.    [Exeunt. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Emilia  and  Amgblia. 

JEmiL  Why,  gentle  boy,  think  what  a  happy 
bliss 
Tboii  sbalt  enjoy,  before  thou  know'st  what  'tis ! 

Ang.  Twill  be  a  dear  experiment,  to  waste 
My  prime  and  flower  of  youth,  and  suffer  all 
Those  liquid  sweets  to  be  extracted  from  me, 
By  the  hot  influence  of  consuming  lust. 
Only  to  find  how  well  you  can  express 
What  skilful  arts  are  hid  in  wickedness ! 

£miL  Thou  dream'st,  fond  boy:  tliose  sweets 
of  youth  and  beauty 
Were  lent,  to  be  employed  upon  their  like ; 
And  when  they  botii  do  meet,  and  are  extin- 

,  guisb'cl, 
From  their  mixt  heat  a  rich  perfume  shall  rise, 
And  burn  to  love,  a  grateful  sacrifice. 

Ang.  Bat  Til  not  be  so  prodigal,  to  lavish 
Such  ^fts  away  that  be  irrevocable, 
And  yet\he  first  that  leave  us. 

JEmiL  Twill  be  ne'er  exacted 
How  soon  you  have  bestow'd  them,  but  how  well. 
^'  What  good  or  profit  can  a  hidden  treasure 
Do  more,  than  feed  the  niiser*s  greedy  eye  ? 
When,  if 'twere  well  bestow'd,  it  might  enrich 
The  o%vner  and  the  user  of  it.    Such 
Is  youth,  and  nature's  bounty,  that  receive 
A  gain  from  the  expence ;  but,  were  there  none, 
Bat  a  mere  damage,  yet  the  pleasure  of  it. 
And  the  delight,  would  recom  pence  the  loss. 

Ang.  Wbate'er  the  pleasure  be,  or  the  delight, 
I  am  too  young,  not  pluu'd  for  such  a  flight. 

JEmil.  Too  young !  a  poor  excuse !  alas,  your 
will 
Is  weaker  than  your  power.    No  one  can  be 
Too  young  to  learn  good  arts ;  and,  for  my  part, 
I  am  not  taken  with  a  boisterous  sinew, 
A  brawny  limb,  or  back  of  Hercules ; 
Bat  with  a  soft  delicious  beauty ;  such 
As  people,  looking  on  his  doubtful  sex, 
Mi^bc  chink  him  male  or  female. 

Ang.  I  cannot  blame 
These  jost  Italians,  to  IocIj  up  their  wives 
That  are  so  free  and  dissolute :  they  labour 


Not  with  their  country's  heat,  more  tlmn  their 
Will  you  be  satisfied  ?  I  am  too  young,      [own. 

Mmil,  Too  young !   I  like  you  the  better. 
There  is  a  price 
Due  to  the  early  cherry.    The  first  apples 
Deserve  more  grace :  the  budding  rose  is  set  by; 
But  stale,  and  fully-blown,  is  lefl  for  vulgars 
To  rub  their  sweaty  fingers  on.    Too  young ! 
As  well  you  may  affirm  the  tender  tree 
Too  young  to  graft  upon !  or  you  may  say, 
The  rising  sun*s  too  young  to  court  the  day. 

Ang,  But  there  are  bonds  Hymen  h«^  laid 
upon  you. 
Keep  us  asunder. 

MmiL  Those  are  only  toys, 
Shadows,  mere  apparitions  of  doubt 
To  affriglit  children.     Do  but  yield  unto  me. 
My  arms  shall  be  thy  sphere  to  wander  in. 
Circled  about  with  spells  to  charm  these  fears ; 
'^  And  when  thou  sleep'st,  Cupid  shall  crown  thy 

slumbers 
With  thousand  shapes  of  lustful  dalliance; 
Them  will  I  bathe  thee  in  ambrosia, 
And  from  my  lips  distil  such  nectar  on  thee, 
Shall  make  thy  flesh  immortal. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Lor,  How  now,  wife,  is  this  your  exercise  ? 
Wife,  did  I  say  ?  Stain  of  my  blood  and  issue. 
The  great  antipathy  unto  my  nature. 
Courting  your  paramour !  Death  to  my  honour ! 
What  have  I  seen  and  heard  ?   Curse  of  my  fate ! 
Would  I  had  first  been  deaf,  or  thou  struck  dumb. 
Before  this  Gorgon,  this  damn'd  vision, 
Had  numb'd  my  fiiculties. 

^mt7.  What  have  you  seen 
Or  heard,  more  than  a  dialogue  I  read 
This  morning  in  a  book  ? 

Lor.  Would  thou  and  that  book 
Were  boih  burnt  for  hereticks! — ^You  genial 

powers. 
Why  did  you  send  this  serpent  to  my  bosom, 
To  pierce  me  through  with  f;reater  cruelty 
Than  Cleopatra  ff  It  from  stmgs  of  adders  ? 
Hence  from  my  sight,  thou  venom  to  my  eyes ! 
Would  I  could  look  thee  dea(],  or  with  a  frown 


'^  fVkat  good  or  fn^y  &c.— See  the  speeches  of  Comns,  in  Milton's  excellent  Masque,  under  that 
title.     L..  7S9,  See. 

s*  Amd  when  thou  ileep^st,  Cupid  shall  crown  %  aMmber9.-^0y  in  King  Hen,  IV.  p.  1 : 

*^  And  on  thme  eye-lids  crown  the  God  of  sleep."     S. 
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Dissect  tbee  into  atomt,  and  then  hurl  them 
About  the  world,  to  cast  iufection. 
And  blister  all  tJiey  light  on  ! 

MmiL  You  are  mad,  and  rave  without  a  cause. 

Lor,  Oh  heavens !  she  means 
To  justify  her  sin !     Can'st  thou  redeem 
Thy  lost  fame  aud  my  wrongs  ? 

MmiL  No,  sir,  1*11  leave  you ; 
You  are  too  passionate.  [Exit. 

Ang.  Pray,  sir,  be  satisfied ;   we  meant  no 
hurt. 

Lor,  What  charm  held  back  my  hand,  I  did 
not  let 
Her  foul  blood  out,  then  throw't  into  the  air. 
Whence  it  might  mount  up  to  the  higher  region, 
And  there  convert  into  some  fearful  meteor, 
To  threaten  all  her  kindred  ?  Stay,  siveet  child, 
For  thou  art  virtuous : — ^yet  go,  however ; 
Thou  putt'st  me  in  remembrance  of  some  ill. 

[Exit. 
Diana  blushM  Actaeon  to  a  stag : 
What  shall  lust  do  ?  Chastity  made  horns ! 
I  shall  be  grafted  with  a  horrid  pair ; 
And  between  every  branch  a  written  scrowl 
Shall   speak   my  shame,    that  foot-boys   bhall 

discern  it. 
And  sailors  read  it  as  they  pass  along ! 
If  I  bear  this,  I  have  no  soul  uor  spleen. 
I  must  invent  some  mischief.     ^^  ."smallest  cares 
Are  talkative,  whibt  great  ones  silent  are. 

[Exit. 

Enter  JEuihiA. 

JEmil.  What  have  I  done,  that  with  a  clue  of 

lust 
Have  wrought  myself  in  such  a  labyrinth, 
Whence  I  shall  ne'er  get  free?  Tliere  is  no  wrong 
Like  to  the  breach  of  wedlock:  those  injuries 
Are  writ  in  marble,  time  shall  ne*er  raze  out. 
The  hearts  of  such,  if  they  be  once  divided. 
Will  ne'er  grow  one  again :  sooner  you  may 
Call  the  spent  day,  or  bid  the  stream  return. 
That  long  since  slid  beside  you  !     I  am  lost ; 
Quite  forfeited  to  shame ;  which,  till  I  felt, 
I  neVr  foresaw ;  so  was  the  less  prepared. 
But  yet,  they  say,  a  woman's  wit  is  sudden, 
And  quick  at  an  excuse.     I  was  too  foolish. 
Had  he  confounded  heaven  and  earth  with  oaths, 
I  might  have  sworn  hhu  down,  or  wept  so  trul}. 
That  he  should  sooner  question  bis  own  eyes, 
Than  my  false  tears :  Tliis  had  been  worth  the 

acting. 
Or  el'ie  I  might  have  stood  to  the  defence  on't ; 
Been  angry,  and  took  a  courage  from  my  crimes ; 
But  I  was  tame  and  ignorant ! 

Enter  Liojixl. 

lion.  Save  you,  lady ! 


JEmil.  Oh  signior,  Lionel,  you  have  undone  me. 

Lion,  Who,  I !     Which  way? 

JEmil.  The  boy  you  brought  my  husband. 

Lor.  Ay,  what  of  him  ? 
JEmil.  Ue  is  a  witch,  a  thief, 
That  has  stol'n  all  my  honours.     His  soaooth 

visage 
Seem'd  like  a  sea  becalm'd,  or  a  safe  harbour. 
Where  love  might  ride  securely ;  but  was  fouud 
A  dangerous  quicksand,  wherem  are  perished 
My  hopes  and  fortunes,  by  no  art  or  engine 
To  be  weighM  up  again. 

Lion.  Instruct  me  how. 

JS^niL  Teach  me  the  way  then,  that  I  maj 
relate 
My  own  ill  story  with  as  great  a  boldness 
As  I  did  first  conceive,  aud  after  act  it. 
That  wicked  error  led  my  wand'ring  thoughts 
To  gaze  on  his  false  beauty,  that  has  prov'd 
The  fatal  minute  of  my  mind's  first  ruiu  ! 
Shall  I  be  brief? 

Lion.  What  else  ? 

MmiL  How  can  I  speak, 
Or  plead  with  hope,  that  have  so  foul  a  caase  ! 

Lion,  You  torture  me  too  much:  the  fear  of 
evil 
Is  worse  than  the  event. 

JEmil.  Then,  thoui^h  my  heart 
Abhor  the  memory,  I'll  tell  it  out : — 
The  boy  I  mentioned  (whatever  power 
Did  lay  on  me  so  sad  a  punishment)     . 
I  did  behold  him  with  a  lustful  eye, 
Aud,  which  is  the  perfection  of  sin. 
Did  woo  him  to  my  will. 

Lion.  Well,  what  of  that? 
You  are  not  the  first  offender  in  that  kind. 

MmiL  My  suit  no  sooner  ended,  but  came  in 
My  jealous  husband. 

Lion.  That  was  something  indeed  ! 

MmiL  Who  overheard  us  all. 

Lion.  A  shrewd  mischance ! 

MmiL  Judge  with  what  countenance  he  did 
behold  me, 
Or  I  view  him,  that  had  so  great  a  guilt 
Hang  on  my  brow.    My  looks  and  hot  desire 
Both  fell  together ;  whilst  he,  bi^  with  anger. 
And  swol'u  high  with  revenge,  hastes  from  my 

presence, 
Onl^  to  study  how  to  inHict  some  torture. 
Which  I  stay  to  expect :  and  here  you  see 
The  suffering  obieCt  of  his  cruelty. 

Lion,  Methinks  it  were  an  easy  thing  for  one 
That  were  ingenious,  to  retort  all 
On  his  own  head,  and  make  him  ask  forgiveness. 

MmiL  That  would  be  a  scene  indeed  ! 

Lion.  I  have  been  fortunate 
In  such  turns  in  my  days. 

MmiL  Could  you  do  this. 


'5  ** mnaUett  caret 

Art  taUuOwe,  wkiUt  gretd  onet  $HiiU  wre:*^^^  Curse  leves  locpiimtar  ingentes  stapcnt"--SEN  sc a.  S.  P. 
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Td  swear  jtm  liad  more  wit  than  Mercurj, 
I         Or  his  son  ^^  Aatolycus,  that  was  able 
To  change  black  into  wliite. 

Uan,  Do  not  despair ; 
I  have  a  eenios  was  ne*er  fiilse  to  roe ; 
irhe  should  (ail  me  now  in  these  extremes, 
I  would  not  only  wonder,  but  renounce  him. 
He  teUs  me,  something  may  be  done.     Be  rul'd, 
And  if  I  plot  not  so,  to  make  all  hit. 
Then  you  shall  take  die  mortgage  of  mj  wit. 
\  JEmil,  However^  sir,  you  speak  comfortably. 

[Exeunt, 

2Mter  AuRELio  above^  Duke  and  Lsonabdo 
over  the  Stage. 

Aur,  Good-morrow,-geneleuien.  What,  you 
are  for  the  feast,  (  perceive  ? 

Duke.  Master  Aurelio,  ^ood-morrow  to  you. 
Whose  chamber's  that,  I  pray  ? 

Aur,  My  own,  sir,  now ;  I  thank  ill  fortune 
and  a  goofl  wife. 

Duke,  What!  are  you  married,  and  your 
Iriends  not  pre-^acquainted  ?  This  will  be  con- 
stra*d  Bmongst  them. 

Aur,  A  stoPn  wedding,  sir !  I  was  glad  to  ap- 
prehend any  occasion,  when  I  found  kcr  inclin- 
mg.  We'll  celebrate  the  solemnities  hereafter, 
when  there  sliall  be  nothing  wanting  to  make 
ov  llym«n  happy  and  flourishing. 

LeoH,  In  good  time,  sir.  Who  is  your  spouse, 
I  pray? 

Aur,  Marnf,  sir,  a  creature,  for  whose  sake  I 
have  endured  many  a  hitot  and  cold,  before  I 
coold  Tanquish  her.  She  has  prov*d  one  of  f  ler- 
cules'  labours  to  me ;  but  time,  that  prefers  all 
tfaii^ss,  made  my  long  toil  and  affection  both  suc- 
cesbfol :  and  in  brief,  'tis  mistress  Locretia ;  as 
renr  a  ^^  haggard  as  ever  was  brouglit  to  fist. 

Duke,  Indeed  !  I  liave  oflen  heard  you  much 
comphiin  of  her  coyness  and  disdain ;  wlmt  auspi- 
doQS  diann  lias  now  reconcil'd  you  together  ? 

Amr,  Tliere  is,  sir,  a  critical  minute  in  every 
]Dan*8  wooing,  when  his  mistress  may  be  won ; 
which,  if  he  carelessly  neglect  to  prosecute,  he 
mmy  wait  long  enough  before  he  gain  the  like 
opportmiity. 

Le»u:  It  seems,  sir,  you  have  lighted  upon*t. 
We  wishyoa  much  joy  in  your  (air  ciioice. 

Amr,  Thank  you,  gentlemen ;  and  I  to  either 
of  you,  no  worse  fortune.  But  that  my  wife  is 
mc  yet  risen,  I  would  intreat  you  take  tlie  pains^ 
come  op  and  visit  her. 

puke.  No,  sir,  that  would  be  uncivil ;  well 
wait  some  fitter  occasion  to  gratulate  your  rites. 
Good-fflorrow  to  you.  [Exeunt, 


Aur,  Your  servant!  Nay,  lie  yon  stitf,  and 
dare  not  so  much  as  proffer  to  mutter ;  for- if 
you  do,  I  vanish.  Now,  if  you  will  revolt,  you 
may.  I  have  laid  a  stain  upon  your  honour, 
which  your  shall  wash  off  as  well  as  you  can. 

Enter  Lucketia. 

Luc,  Was  this  done  like  a  gentleman,  or 
indeed  like  a  true  lover,  to  bring  my  name  in 
question,  and  make  me  no  less  than  your  whore? 
Was  I  ever  married  to  you  ?    Speak. 

Aur.  No;  but  you  may  wlien  you  please. 
Luc,  Why  we)  e  you  then  so  impudent  to  pro- 
claim such  a  fblseliood,  and  say  I  was  your  wife, 
and  that  you  had  lain  with  me,  when  'twas  no 
such  matter. 

Aur.  Because  I  meant  to  make  you  so,  and 
no  man  else  should  do  it. 

Luc,  'Slight,  this  is  a  device  to  over-reach  a 
woman  witli !  He  has  madded  me,  and  I  would 
give  a  hundred  crowns  I  could  scold  out  my 
anger. 

jiur.  Come,  tliere's  no  injury  done  to  yon, 
but  what  lies  iu  my  power  to  make  whole  again. 
Luc,  Your  power  to  make  whole!  I'll  have  no 
man  command  me  so  far.  What  can  any  lawful 
jury  judge  of  my  honesty,  upon  such  prooft  as  4 
these,  when  they  shall  see  a  gentleman  making 
himself  ready  so  early,  and  saluting  them  out  of 
the  chamber?  whither  (like  a  false  man)  thou 
hast  stol'n  in  by  the  bribery  of  my  servant :  Is 
this  no  scandal  ? 

Aur,  'Twas  done  on  purpose,  and  I  am  glad 
mv  inventions  thrive  so ;  therefore  do  tt6t  stand 
talking,  but  resolve. 

Luc,  Wliat  should  I  resolve? 
Aur,  To  marry  me,  for  the  safe-guard  of  your 
credit,  and  that  suddenly ;  for  I  have  made  a 
vow,  that  unless  you  will  do  it  without  delay,  I'll 
not  have  you  at  all. 

Luc:  Some  politician  counsel  me !  There's  no 
such  torment  to  a  woman,  though  she  affect  a 
thing  ever  so  earnestly,  yet  to  be  forc'd  to  it. 
Aur,  What,  are  you  agreed  ? 
Luc,  Well,  you  are  a  tyrant,  lead  on :  what    ' 
must  be,  must  be;  but  if  there  were  any  other    . 
way  in  the  earth  to  save  my  reputation,.  I'd 
never  have  thee. 

Aur,  Then  I  must  do  yoo  a  courtesy  against 
your  will.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Petrucio  and  Cook, 

Pet.  Come,  honest  cook,  let  me  see  how  thy 
imagination  has  wrought,  as  well  as  thy  fingers, 
and  what  curiosity  thou  hast  shewn  in  the  pre- 
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paration  of  this  banquet ;  for  glattotiing  delists 
to  be  inijrenioiis. 

Cook.  I  have  provided  you  a  feast,  sir,  of 
twelve  dishes,  whereof  each  of  them  is  an  em- 
blem of  one  of  the  twelve  signs  in  the  Zodiack. 

Pet,  Well  said!  Who  will  now  deny  that 
cookery  is  a  mystery  ? 

Cook,  Look  you,  sir,  there  is  the  list  of  them. 

Pet,  Aries,  Tanrns,  Gemini ;  gOod : 
For  Aries,  a  dish  of  lamb  stones  and  sweet- 
breads; 
For  Taurus,  a  sirloin  of  beef; 
For  Gemini,  a  brace  of  pheasants ; 
For  Cancer,  a  botter'd  crab ; 
For  Libra,  a  hulunce ;  hi  one  scale  a  custard,  in 

the  other  a  tart :  that's  a  dish  for  an  alderman ; 
Tor  Virgo,  a  green  sallad ; 
For  Scorpio,  a  grand  one ; 
For  Sagittarius,  a  pasty  of  venison; 
For  Aquarius,  a  goose ; 
For  Pisces,  two  mullets.    Is  that  all  ? 

Cook.  Read  on,  sir. 

Pet:  And  in  the  middle  of  the  table,  to  have 
an  artiBcial  hen,  made  of  puff-paste,  with  her 
wings  displayed,  sitting  upon  eggs  compos*d  of 
the  same  materials ;  wTk  re  in  each  of  them  shall 
be  inclosed  a  fat  nightingale,  well  season*d  with 
pepper  and  ^^  ambergrease.  So  then  will  I  add 
one  invention  more  of  my  own ;  for  I  will  have 
all  these  descend  from  the  top  of  my  roof,  in  a 
throne,  as  you  see  Cupid  or  Mercury  in  a  p)a^. 
Cook.  That  will  be  rare  indeed,  sir !      [Exit. 

Enter  Duke  and  Leonardo. 

Pet,  See,  the  guests  are  come ;  go,  and  make 
all  ready. 
Gentles,  you  are  welcome. 

Duke,  Is  the  antiquary  arriv'd^  or  no ;  can 
yoD  tell,  sir? 


Pet.  Not  yet,  but  I  expect  him  each  mi- 
nute  

Enter  Antiquary. 

See,  yoor  word  has  charm'd  him  hither  already ! 
Duke,  Signior,  you  are  happily  encounter  d, 
and  the  rather,  because  I  have  j^ood  news  to  tell 
vou ;  the  duke  has  been  so  ipracious  as  to  release 
his  demand,  for  your  antiquities* 

Ant.  Has  he?  You  have  BUM  me  all  over 
with  spirit,  with  which  I  will  mix  sixteen  glasses 
of  wine,  to  his  health,  the  first  thing  I  do: 
would  1  knew  his  highness,  or  had  a  ipst  occa- 
sion to  present  my  loyalty  at  his  feet ! 

Duke  For  that,  take  no  thought ;  it  shall  be 
my  cure  to  bring  you,  and  signior  Petrucio  here, 
both  before  him.  I  have  already  acquainted 
him  with  both  your  worths,  and  for  aught  I  can 
gntlier  by  his  speech,  he  intends  to  do  you  some 
extraordinary  honours:  it  may  be,  he  will  make 
one  a  senator,  because  of  his  age;  and  on  the 
other,  bestow  his  daughter  or  niece  in  marriage  : 
there's  some  such  thing  hatching,  I  assure  you. 

Pet.  Very  likely,  I  imagined  as  much:*  that 
last  shall  be  my  lot ;  I  knew  some  such  destiny 
would  befall  me.  Shall  we  be  jovial  upon  thia 
news,  and  thrust  all  sadness  out  of  doors  ? 

Leon.  For  our  parts,  Vitellius  was  never  bo 
voluptuous ;  all  our  discourse  shall  run  wit  to 
the  last. 

Duke,  Our  mirth  shall  be  the  quintessence  of 
pleasure. 
And  our  delight  flow  with  that  harmony. 
Til'  ambitious  spheres  shall  to  the  centre  slirink. 
To  hear  our  musick ;  such  ravishing  acoentSy 
As  are  from  poets  in  their  fury  hurl'd. 
When  their  outrageous  raptures  fill  the  world. 

Pet.  There  spoke  my  genius ! 

Ant,  Now  you  talk  of  musick,  have  yo«  eVr 


"  Ambergreoie, — Ambergrease  was  formerly  an  ingredient  used  in  heightening  sauces.  So,  Mflton'^ 
Pmndue  R^aindy  B.  2.  1.  344 : 

''  In  pastry  built,  or  from  the  spit,  or  boird, 
Gri$  amber  steam'd."      S. 

On  this  passage  Dr  Newton  observes^  that  <'  ambergris,  or  grey  amber,  is  esteemed  the  best,  aad 
used  in  perfumes  and  cordial*.  A  curious  lady  communicated  the  following  remarks  upon  this  pas- 
sage to  Mr  Peck,  which  we  will  here  transcribe.  *<  Gre^  amber  is  the  amber  our  author  here  speaks 
of;  and  melts  like  butter.  It  was  formerly  a  main  ingredient  in  every  concert  for  a  banquet ;  vim. 
to  Anne  the  meat  with,  and  that  whether  boiFd,  roasted,  or  baked ;  laid  often  on  the  top  of  a  baked 
poddmc ; which  last  I  have  eat  of  at  an  old  courtier^s  table.  And  I  remember,  in  our  old  chro- 
nicle, there  is  much  complaint  of  the  nobilities  being  made  sick,  at  Cardinal  Wolsey's  banquets,  witk 
rich  scented  cates  and  dishes  most  costly  dressed  with  w^bergrU,  I  also  recollect  I  once  saw  a  littJc 
book  writ  by  a  gentlewoman  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  court,  where  ambergris  is  mentioned  as  Che 
haut-gout  of  that  age?'    So  far  this  curious  lady.    And  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  in  The  Custom  %r  thg. 


Ofmtrp,  A.  5.  8.  S : 


-Be  sure 


The  wines  be  lusty,  high,  and  fall  of  spirit. 
And  amita'd  alL** 


It  appears  also  to  have  been  esteemed  a  restorative,  being  mentioned,  with  other  things  used  Ibr 
that  purpose,  in  Marston's  Fawne,  A*  it*  S.  1.  See  alio  ttuqildef  s  TranslatioB  of  Laurentias'a  Dim^ 
course  of  Old  Age,  dec.  159y«  P*  194. 
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a  one  that  can  play  us  an  old  lesson^  or  sing  as 
an  old  song? 

Pel.  An  old  lesson !  yes,  lie  shall  play  the 
beginning  of  the  world;  and  for  a  song,  he  shall 
sing  one  that  was  made  to  the  moving  of  the 
oii»,  %then  they  were  first  set  in  tone. 

Ant.  Such  a  one  would  I  hear. 

Pet.  Walk  in  then,  and  it  shall  not  be  long 
before  I  satisfy  your  desire.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Petro  and  Julia,  with  two  bottles. 

Jul.  Come,  roaster  Petro,  welcome  heartily ; 
while  they  are  drinking  within,  we'll  be  as  merry 
as  the  maids ;  I  stole  these  bottles  from-  under 
tlie  capboaird,  on  pnrpose,  against  your  coming. 

Petro.  Courteous  mistress  Julia,  liow  shall  I 
deserve  this  favouf  from  you  ? 

Jut.  Tliere  is  a  way,  master  Petro,  if  you 
could  find  it ;  but  the  tenderness  of  your  youth 
keeps  you  in  ignorance ;  'tis  a  great  fault,  I  muse 
teJl  you.    . 

Petro.  1  shall  strive  to  amend  it,  if  you  please 
to  instruct  me,  lady. 

Jut.  Ahts,  do  not  you  know  what  maids  loVe, 
all  this  while  ?  You  must  come  oftner  amongst 
us ;  want  of  company  keeps  the  spring  of  your 
blood  backward. 

Petro.  It  does  so,  but  you  shall  see,  when 
we  are  private  I  shall  begin  to  practise  with  you 
better.     ' 

Enter  Bacua. 

Bac,  Master  Petro,  this  was  kindly  done  of 
you. 

Petro,  What's  my  master  a  doing,  can  you 
telH 

Bae.  Why,  they  are  as  jovial  as  twenty  beg- 
gars, drink  their  whole  cups,  six  glasses  at  a 
headtfa,  your  master*s  ahnost  tipt  already. 

Petro.  So  much  the  better,  his  business  is  the 
sooner  dispatch'd. 

Jul.  Well,  let  us  not  stand  idle,  but  verify 
the  proverb.  Like  master^  like  man ;  and  it  shall 
go  Mrd,  master  Petro,  but  we  will  put  yon  in 
the  same  cue. 

Petro.  Let  me  have  fair  play,  put  nothing  in 
my  CMip,  and  do  your  worst. 

Bac.  Unless  the  cup  have  that  virtue,  to  re- 
tain the  print  of  a  kiss,  or  the  glance  of  an  eye, 
Co  enamour  you ;  nothing  else,  I  assure  you. 

Petro.  For  that,  I  shall  be  more  thirsty  of 
thab  of  the  liquor. 

Jul.  Then  let's  make  no  more  words,  but 
about  it  presently.  Come,  master  Petro,  will 
yoa  walk  in  ? 

Petro.  I  attend  you. 


Bac.  It  shttll  go  hard  bat  I'll  drink  him  asleep, 
and  then  work  some  knavery  upon  him. 

[Exeunt^ 

Enter  Duke,  Leonardo,  and  the  Antiquary 
drunk. 

Ant.  I'll  drink  with  all  Xerxes's  army  now,  a 
whole  river  at  a  draught. 

Duke.  By'r  lady,  sir,  that  requires  a  lai^ 
swallow. 

Aiit.  Tis  all  one,  to  our  noble  duke's  health, 
I  can  drink  no  less,  not  a  drop  less ;  and  yuu 
his  servants  will  pledge  me,  I  am  sure. 

Leon.  Yes,  sir,  if  you  could  shew  us  a  way, 
when  we  had  done,  how  to  build  water-mills  ut 
our  bellies. 

Ant.  Do  you  what  you  will,  for  my  part,  I 
will  begin  it  again  and  again,  till  Bacchus  him- 
self shall  stand  ainaz*d  at  me. 

Leon.  But  should  this  quantity  of  drink  come 
up,  'twere  enough  tp  breed  a  deluge,  and  drow^ 
a  whole  country. 

Ant.  No  matter,  they  can  ne'er  die  better 
than  to  be  drowu'd  in  the  duke*s  health. 

Duke.  Well,  sir,  I'll  acquaiut  him  how  much 
he  is  beholden  to  you. 

Ant.  Will  you  believe  me,  gentlemen,  upon 
ray  credit? 

Leon.  Yes,  sir,  any  thing. 

Ant.  Do  you  see  these  breeches  then  ? 

Leon.  Ay,  what  of  them  ? 

Ant.  These  were  Poropey's  breeches,  I  assure 
you. 

Duke.  Is't  possible  ? 

Ant.  He  had  his  denomination  from  them ;  he 
was  call'd  Pompey  the  Great,  from  wearing  these 
great  breeches. 

Leon.  I  never  beard  so  much  before. 

Ant,  And  this  was  Julius  Cesar's  hat,  when 
he  was  kill'd  in  the  Capitol,  and  I  am  as  great 
as  either  of  them  at  this  present. 

Leon.  Like  enough  so. 

Ant.  And  in  my  conceit  I  am  as  honourable* 

Duke.  If  you  are  not,  you  deserve  to  be. 

Ant,  Where's  signior  Petrucio  ? 

Enter  Pbtrucio  and  Gasparo. 

Pet.  Nay,  good  father,  do  not  trouble  me 
now;  'tis  enough  now,  that  I  have  promis'd  yoa 
to  go  to  the  duke  with  me ;  in  the  mean  time  let 
me  work  out  matters,  do  not  clog  me  in  the  way 
of  my  preferment ;  when  I  am  a  nobleman  I 
will  do  by  you  ^^  as  Jupiter  did  by  the  other 
deities ;  that  is,  I  will  let  down  my  chair  of  ho- 
nour, and  pull  you  up  after  me. 

Oas,  Well,  you  shall  rule  me,  son.        [Exit. 


^          as  JwpUer  did  By  the  other  deities;  that  t*,  I  will  let  down  my  chair  <if  honour,  and  puU  you  up 
^fter  me. See  Iliad,  lib.  viii. 
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.  Duke^  Signior,  where  bnve  you  been  ? 

Pet,  I  have  been  forcing  ray  brain  to  the 
composition  of  a  few  verses,  in  the  behalf  of 
your  eniertainment ;  and  1  never  knew  them 
dow  so  dully  from  roe  before;  au  exorcist  would 
liave  conjur'd  you  up  half  a  dozen  spirits  in  the 
space. 

Leon.  Indeed  I  heard  you  make  a  fearful  noise, 
as  if  you  had  been  in  travail  with  some  strange 
monster. 

Fet,  But  I  have  hrousht  them  out  at  last, 
I  thank  Muierva ;  and  without  the  help  of  a  mid- 
wife. 

Ant,  Reach  me  a  chair :  I'll  sit  down,  and 
read  them  for  you. 

Leon.  You  read  them  ! 

Ant.  Yes,  but  I'll  put  on  my  opticks  first ; 
look  you,  these  were  Haniiibnrs  spectacles. 

Duke.  Why,  did  Hannibal  wear  spectacles  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  after  he  grew  dim  with  dust  in  fol- 
lowing the  camp,  he  wore .  spectacles.  Heach 
me  the  paper. 

Leon,  No,  an  author  must  recite  his  own 
works. 

Ant.  Then  PU  sit  and  sleep. 

Leon.  Read  on,  signior. 

Pet,  They  were  made  to  shew  how  welcome 
you  arc  to  me. 

Duke,  Read  them  out. 

Pet.  At  welcome  at  the  gentry" t  to  the  town, 
After  a  long  and  hard  vacation  : 
As  welcome  as  a  tossed  ship's  to  u  harbour. 
Health  to  the  sick,  or  a  cast  suit  to  a  barber : 
Or  as  a  good  new  play  is  to  the  times. 
When  they  have  long  surfeited  with  base  rhymes : 
As  welcome  as  the  spring  is  to  the  year. 
So  are  mi^/riends  to  me,  when  I  have  good  cheer. 
[While  he  reads,  the  antiquary  falls  asleep. 

Duke.  I'marry,  sir,  we  are  doubly  beholden 
to  you.  What,  is  signior  Veterauo  fall'n  asleep, 
and  at  the  recitation  of  such  verses  !  A  most 
inhuman  disgrace,  and  not  to  be  digested ! 

Ptt.  Has  he  wronc'd  me  so  discourteously  ? 
Pll  be  reveng'd,  by"^tebus. 

Leon^  But  which  way  can  you  parallel  so  foul 
an  injury  ? 

Pet.  Til  go  in,  and  moke  some  verses  against 
him. 

Duke.  That  you  shall  not ;  'tis  not  requital 
•ufficieiit  s  I  have  a  better  trick  than  so.  Come, 
bear  him  in,  and  you  shall  see  what  T  will  invent 
for  you.    This  was  a  wrong  and  a  half. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  jEmilia  and  Liokel. 

J^miL  Now,  master  Lionel,  as  you  bare  been 
fortunate  in  the  forecasting  of  this  business,  so 

a  be  studious  in  the  executing,  that  we  may 
come  off  with  lionour. 
Liott,   Observe  but  my  directions,  and  say 
notliing. 


.Smil,  The  whole  adventure  of  my  credit 
depends  upon  your  care  and  evidence. 

Lion.  Let  no  former  passage  discomnge  yon  ; 
be  but  as  peremptory  as  cause  is  good. 

j£mi7.  Nay,  if  I  but  once  apprehend  a  just 
occasion  to  usurp  over  him,  let  me  alone  to  talk 
and  look  scurvily— Step  aside,  I  bear  him 
coming. 

Enter  Loeenzo. 

Lor.  My  wife !  some  angel  guard  me !  The 
looks  of  Medusa  were  not  so  omiuous.  PU  ba»te 
firom  the  infection  of  her  sight,  as  from  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  basilisk. 

^mil.  Nay,  sir,  you  may  tarry  ;  and  if  virtue 
has  not  quite,  forsook  you,  or  that  your  ears  be 
not  altogether  obdurate  to  godd  counsel,  consi- 
der what  I  say,  aud  be  asbom'd  of  the  injuries 
you  have  wrought  against  me. 

Lor,  What  unheajrd-of  evasion  has  the  sab- 
tilty  of  woman's  nature  suggested  to  her  thoughts, 
to  come  off  now  ? 

J^fifiV.  Well,  sir,  however  you  carry  it,  'tis  I 
ha^e  reason  to  complain ;  but  the  mildness  of 
my  disposition,  and  enioined  obedience,  will  not 
permit  me,  though  indeed  your  wantonness  aoit 
ill  carriage  have  sufficiently  provoked  me. 

Lor,  Provok'd  vou !  I  provok'd  you!  As  if 
any  fault  in  a  husband  should  warrant  the  like 
in  his  wife  !  No :  'twas  thy  lust  and  mightmefit 
of  desire,  that  is  so  strong  within  thee.  Had*st 
thou  no  company,  no  masculine  object  to  look 
upon,  yet  thy  own  fancy  were  able  to  create  a 
creature,  with  whom  thou  might'st  commit, 
though  not  an  actual,  yet  a  menul  wickedness. 

Mmil,  What  recompence  can  you  make  me 
for  tliose  slanderous  conceits,  when  they  shall 
be  prov'd  false  to  you  ? 

tj>r.  Hear  me,  thou  base  woman  !  thou  that  art 
the  abstract  of  all  ever  yet  was  bad ;  with  whom 
mischief  is  so  incorporate,  that  you  are  both  one 
piece  together ;  and  but  that  you  go  still  hand 
in  hand,  the  devil  were  not  sufficient  to  ei¥-> 
counter  with :  for  thou  art,  indeed,  able  to  in- 
struct him  !  Do  not  imagine,  with  this  firontless 
impudence,  to  stand  daring  of  me :  I  can  be  an- 
gry, and  lis  quick  in  the  execution  of  it,  I  can. 

Mmil.  Be  as  angry  as  you  please;  truth  and 
honesty  will  be  confident,  in  despight  of  yoa : 
those  are  virtues  tliat  will  look  justice  itself  iu 
the  face. 

Lor,  Ay,  but  where  are  they?  Not  a-near 
you :  thou  would'st  blast  them  to  behold  thee  : 
scarce,  I  think,  in  the  world,  especially  such 
worlds  as  you  women  are. 

Mmil,  Hum  !  to  see  .what  an  easy  matter  it 
is  to  let  a  jealous,  peevish  husband  go  on,  and 
rebuke  him  at  pleasure ! 

Lor.  So  lewd  and  stubborn,  mads  roe.  Speak 
briefly :  What  objection  can  you  alledge  og^st 
me,  or  for  vourself  ? 

Mmil.  None,  alas,  against  you  !  You  are  vir- 
tuous;  but  you  think  you  can  act  the  Jupiter, 
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to  btnid  me  widi  yonr  escapes  and  conceal'd 
tniUs :  yet  I  am  iiot  so  simple,  but  I  can  play 
the  Jano,  sod  find  oat  your  exploits. 

Lor,  What  exploits?*  What  conceard  trulls? 

A£mil,  Why,  the  supposed  boy  you  seem  to 
be  jealous  of,  *tis  your  own  leman,  your  own 
dear  morsel :  I  have  searched  out  the  mystery. 
Husbands  roost  do  ill,  and  wires  most  bear  the 
reproach  !  A  fine  inversion  ! 

Idir.  \  am  more  in  a  maze,  more  involved  in 
a  lahjrinthv  than  before. 

.  AmiL  You  were  best  plead  innocence  too, 
*tis  year  safest  refuge :  but  I  did  not  think  a  man 
of  your  fM^  and  becuti  had  been  so  lascfvious,  to 
keep  a  disguis*d  ^  callet  under  my  nose ;  a  base 
^'cockatnce  in  page*s  apparel,  to  wait  upon 
TOO,  and  rob  me  of  my  doe  benevolence !  There's 
BO  law  nor  equity  to  warrant  this. 

i4ir.   Why,  do  I  any  such  thing  ? 

JEmiL  Pniy,  what  else  is  the  boy,  but  your 
own  hermaphrodite  ?  a  female  siren  in  a  male 
outside  !  Alas !  had  I  intended  what  you  sus- 
pect, and  accuse  me  for,  I  had  been  more  wary, 
Bore  priTate  in  the  carriage,  I  asssre  you. 

Xi0r.  Why,  is  that  boy  otherwise  than  he  ap- 
peaiBto  be? 

l^nter  Lionel. 

JEmuL  Tis  a  thing  will  quickly  be  searchM 
out.  Yoar  secret  bawdery,  and  the  murder  of 
my  good  name,  will  not  long  lie  hid,  I  warrant 

TOO. 

Lion,  Now  is  my  cue  to  second  her. 

Lor,  Signior  Lionel,  most  welcome.  I  would 
ifitmt  your  advice  here  to  the  clearing  of  a 
doubt. 


Lion.  What's tbat,  sir? 

Lor,  Tis  concerning  tt^e  boy  you  plac'd  with 
me. 

Lion,  Ay,  what  of  him? 

Lot.  Whether  it  were  an  enchantment  or  no, 
or  an  illusion  of  the  sight,  or  if  I  could  persuade 
myself  it  was  a  dream,  'twere  better;  but  my 
imagination  so  persuaded  me,  that  I  heard  my 
wife  and  htm  mterchanging  amorous  discourse 
together.  To  what  au  extremity  of  passion  the 
frailty  of  man's  nature  might  induce  me  to ! 

Lion.  Very  good. 

Lor,  Not  very  good  neither;  but  afler  the  ex- 
pence  of  so  much  ansrer  and  distraction,  my 
wife  comes  upon  me  again,  and  affirms  that  he 
is  no  boy,  but  a  disguis'd  mistress  of  my  own ; 
and  upon  this,  swells  against  me,  as  if  she  had 
lain  all  night  in  tlie  leaven. 

JEmiL  Have  not  I  reason  ? 

Lor.  Pray,  sir,  will  you  inform  us  of  the 
verity  of  his  sex? 

lAon.  Then  take  it  upon  my  word,  'tis  m 
woman. 

JEmiL  Now,  sir,  what  have  you  to  answer? 

Lor,  I  am  not  yet  thoroughly  satis6ed ;  but 
If  it  be  a  woman,  I  must  confess  my  error. 

MmiL  What  satisfaction's  that,  afler  so  great 
a  wrong,  and  the  taking  away  of  my  good  name? 
You  forget  my  deserts,  and  how  I  brought  yon  a 
dowry  often  ulents  I  besides,  I  find  no  such  su- 
perfluity of  courage  in  you,  to  do  this  neither. 

Lor,  Well,  were  he  a  boy  or  no,  'tis  more 
than  I  can  affirm ;  yet  this  I'll  swear,  I  enter- 
tained him  for  no  mistress,  and  I  hope,*  ^ ou  for 
no  servant ;  therefore,  good  wife,  be  pacified. 

JEmiL  No,  sir,  I'll  call  my  kindred  and  my 


^  C«ttfr.— See  Note  51  to  Gammer  Gwtim*9  NeedU^  Vol.  I.  p.  115. 

^  C9ckmiric€,—T^  was  one  of  the  names  by  wllich  women  of  ill  fame  were  usiially  distingmsfaed« 

Ben  Joiison*8  Even/  Mtm  amt  qf  his  Hwmomir : 
**  Hb  chief  exercises  are  taking  the  whiff,  sqinring  a  eockatriee,  aod  making  privy  sevches  for 


CfaHia's  RetfeU,  A.  2.  S.  4: 

" marry,  to  Au  coekttrieej  orpunquetto,  half  a  dozen  taffata  gowns,  or  sattio  kiriles,  in  a  pair 

^  ar  two  of  BMnths,  why  they  are  nothing."    . 

Poeimsier,  A.3.  S.4: 

" 1  would  fain  come  with  my  cockatrice,  one  day,  and  see  a  play,  if  I  knew  when  then  were 

t  gsod  bawdy  one.'* 

Maarioser's  Ct^  Madam,  A.  t.  S.  1 : 

" my  fidlers  playing  all  night 

llie  shaking  of  the  sheets,  which  I  have  danc'd 
Again  and  again  with  my  cockatrice.'* 

Dekker's  Belmma  ^Lndan,  Sign.  B. 

**  9kee  leedct  vppon  gold  as  the  estredge  doth  npon  iron,  and  drinks  silver  faster  downe  her  crane* 
Ike  fkroat,  than  an  Ei^i»k  coek^rice  do&  Hipbocras.*' 
See  atoo  an  extract  from  the  GnUt  Ham  Book,  p.  83,  in  the  last  edition  of  Shakspeare. 
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friends  together,  then  present  a  joint  complaint 
of  you  to  the  seimte;  and  if  they  right  me  not, 
I'll  protest  there's  no  justice  in  their  conrt  or  gp- 
iremment, 

Xor.  Xl'  she  have  this  plea  against  me,  I  must 
make  my  peace;  she^li  uiido  me  olse.  Sweet 
wife!  I'll  ask  tiiee  forgiveness  upon  my  knees, 
if  thou  Wilt  have  me.  I  rejoice  more  that  thou 
art  ckar,  than  I  was  angry  for  the  suppos*d  of- 
fence. Be  hut  patient,  uud  the  liberty  thou  en- 
jovedst  be^Dre,  shall  be  tliought  thraldom  here- 
after.    Sweet  sir,  will  you  mediate  ? 

Lion.  Come,  sweet  lady,  upon  my  request 
you  shall  be  made  friends :  'twas  but  a  mistake; 
conceive  it  so,  and  he  shuil  study  to  redeem  it. 

JEmil.  Well,  sir,  upon  this  gentleman's  in- 
treaty,  you  have  your  pardon.  You  know  the 
propensity  of  my  disposition,  and  that  makes 
you  H>  bold  with  me. 

Lor,  Pray,  master  Lionel,  will  you  acquaint 
my  wife  with  the  purpose  of  this  concealment; 
for  I  am  utterly  ignorant,  and  she  has  not  the 
patience  to  hear  me. 

Lion*  It  requires  more  privacy  than  so,  nei- 
ther is  it  yet  ripe  for  projeotiou ;  but  because 
the  community  m  council  is  the  only  pledge  of^ 
friendship,  walk  in,  and  I'll  acquaint  you. 

Lor,  Uonest,  sweet  wife,  I  tlmnk  thee  with 
all  my  heart.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Duke,  Leonardo,  and  Petrucio,  bring- 
ing in  the  Antiquary  in  a  Fool's  coal. 

Duke.  So,  set  him  down  softly;  tlien  let  us 
slip  aside,  and  overhear  him. 

Ami.  Where  am  I  ?  What  metamorphosis  am 


I  crept  into  ?  A  fool's  coat !  what's  the  emblem 
of  this,  trow  ?  W^  has  thus  translbrm'd  me,  I 
wonder  ?  I  «vas  awake,  am  I  not  asleep  still  I 
Why  Petro,  you  rogue,  sure  I  have  drank  of 
Circe's  cup,  and  that  lias  turu'd  me  to  this  shape 
of  a  fool :  and  I  had  drunk  a  hule  longer,  I  had 
been  chang'd  into  an  ass.  Why  Petro,  I  say,  I 
will  not  rest  calling,  till  thou  com*ai 

Enter  Petro  tit  woman*s  clotheu 

Heyday,  what  more  transmigrations  of  forms ! 
I  think  Pythagdrhs  his  been  amongst  us«  How 
came  you  thus  accoutred,  sirrah  ? 

Fet.  W  hy,  sir,  tite  wendies  made  me  drank, 
and  dress'd  me,  as  you  see. 

Ant.  A  merry  world  the  while  !  My  boy  and 
I  make  one  hermaphrodite,  and  now  neit^^  mid- 
summer-ale, I  may  serve  for  a  ibol,  and  he  for  a 
maid-marrion. 

Enter  Duke  and  Leonardo. 

Duke.  Who  is  this  ?  Signior  Veterano  ? 

Ant.  The  same,  sir:  I  was  not  so  wben  yo« 
left  roe.  Do  you  know  who  has  thos  abus'd 
mc? 

Duke.  Not  I,  sir. 

Ant.  You  prorois'd  to  do  me  a  courtesy. 

Duke.  Any  thing;,  lies  in  my  powtr. 

Ant.  Th^n,  pray,  will  you  briug  me  imme- 
diately to  the  duke? 

Duke.  Not  as  you  are,  I  hope. 

Ant.  Yes,  as  I  am :  he  shall  see  how  I  am 
wrong'd  amongst  them.  I  know  he  loves  me, 
and  will  riglit  ine.  Pray,  sir,  forbear  persuasion 
to  the  contrary,  and  lead  on.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L 

£ii/er  Losenzo,  Mocikigo,  Emilia,  and 
Lucretia. 

Lor.  Now,  signbr  Mocinigo,  what  haste  re- 
quires your  presence  ? 


Moc.  Marry,  sir,  this.  Yon  brought  me  once 
into  a  paradise  of  pleasure,  and  expectation  of 
much  comfort :  my  request  therefore  is,  that  you 
would  no  longer  defer  what  then  you  so  liberally 
promis'd. 

Lor.  How  do  you  mean  ? 


♦*  Midsummer-al€.^Rustick  meetings  of  festivity,  at  particular  seasons,  were  formerly  called  mUai 
as  Church-ale,  Whitson-ale,  Bride-ale,  Midsummer-ale,  &c.  Carew,  in  bis  Swrvetf  ofCornwall,  edition 
1769,  p.  60,  gvcs  the  following  account  of  the  Church-ale ;  with  which,  it  is  most  likely,  the  otben 
•g'^^d  ; — "  For  the  charch-ale,  two  yoons  men  of  the  parish  are  yerely  chosen  by  then*  last  f•ft^ 
goers,  to  be  wardens ;  who,  dividing  the  task,  make  collection  among  the  parishioners,  of  whatsoere] 
provision  it  pleaseth  them  voluntarily  to  bestow.  This  they  imploy  in  brewing,  baking,  and  otiiei 
acates,  against  Whitsontide ;  upon  which  holydayes  the  neighbonrs  meet  at  the  charch4ioii8ey  an^ 
there  menly  feede  on  their  owne  victuals,  contributing  some  petty  portion  to  the  stock ;  which,  bj 
many  smalls,  groweth  to  a  meetly  greatnes :  for  there  is  entertayned  a  kmde  of  emnlation  betwcen< 
these  wardens,  who  by  his  graciousnes  in  gathering,  and  good  husbandry  in  expending,  can  best  ad 
yance  the  churches  profit  Besides,  the  neighbour  parishes  at  those  times  lovingly  visit  one  anothei 
and  this  way  frankely  spend  their  money  together.    The  afWrnooncs  are  consumed  m  such  exercise 

as  olde  andyongtolke  (having  leysure)  doe  accustoroably  weare  out  the  time  witball.'* In  tbt 

svbseqaent  pages,  Carew  enters  into  a  defence  of  these  meetings,  which  in  his  time  had  become  pto 
dnctive  of  riot  and  disorder,  and  werp  among  the  subjects  of  complaint  by  the  more  rigid  pnriUns 
For  an  accout  of  illintf  MariBm,  see  Air  ToaeVhDiaerttiiUm,  hi  the  end  of  Vu  rtr$t  Port  ^Hnuy  IW 
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3f0C  Wbjr,  sir,  in  joining  that  beanteoas  lady 
joar  daughter,  and  royself,  m  the  firm  bonds  of 
matrimony;  for  I  am  somewhat  impatient  of 
delay  in  this  kind,  and  indeed  the  height  of  my 
Uood  requires  it. 

Imc,  Are  you  so  hot  ?  I  shall  give  yon  ^^  a 
card  to  cool^  you,  presently. 

Lor,  Tisan  hcmest  and  a  virtuous  demand,  and 
OB  all  sides  an  action  of  great  consequence; 
and,  for  my  part,  there's  not  a  thing  in  the  world 
I  cooid  wish  sooner  accomplished. 

Moc.  Thank  you,  sir. 

Lor.  There's  another  branch  of  policy,  besides 
the  coupling  of  you  together,  which  springs  from 
the  fruitliilness  of  my  brain,  that  I  as  much 
kboor  to  bring  to  perfection  as  the  other. 

Moc,  What's  that,  sir? 

Lor.  A  devise  upon  the  same  occasion,  but 
with  a  different  respect ;  'tis  to  be  impos-'d  upon 
Petracio.  I  hate  to  differ  so  much  from  the 
nature  of  an  Italian,  as  not  to  be  revengeful ; 
and  the  occasion,  at  this  time,  was,  he  scorn'd 
the  loire  of  her,  that  yon  now  so  studiously  af- 
fect ;  but  I'll  fit  him  in  his  kind. 

Moc,  Did  he  so?  He  deserves  to  have  both 
hb  eyes  struck  as  blind  as  Cupid*s,  his  master, 
that  should  have  taught  him  better  manners. 
Bot  bow  will  vo<i  do  il  ? 

Lor,  There  s  one  Lionel,  an  ingenious  witty 
gentleiiian. 

JEmiL  Ay,  that  he  is,  as  ever  breath'd,  hus- 
band, upon  my  knowledge. 

hor.  Well,  he  is  so,  and  we  two  have  cast  to 
requite  it  upon  him.  The  plot,  as  he  informs 
iBff^  is  already  in  agitation,  and  afterwards,  sans 
delay,  I'll  bestow  her  upon  you. 

Xjct.  But  you  may  be  deceived. 

Moc.  Still  you  engage  me  more  and  more 
vour  debtor. 

Lor.  If  I  can  bring  both  these  to  success,  as 
thev  are  happily  intended,  I  may  sit  down,  and, 
witfi  the  poet,  cry,  Jamque  opus  exegi. 

Moc.  Would  I  could  sav  so  too ;  I  wish  as 
BBch,  but  'tis  you  must  confirm  it,  fair  mistress : 
one  bare  word  of  your  consent,  and  'tis  done. 
Tbe  sweetness  of  your  looks  encourage  me,  tliat 
you  will  join  pity  with  your  beauty  ;  there  shall 


be  nothing  wonting  in  me  to  dement  it ;  and 
then,i  hope,  although  I  am  base. 

Base  in  respect  of  you,  divine  and  pure ; 
Dutiful  service  may  your  love  procure. 
Lor.  How  now,  signior  I  -  What,  love  and 
poetry,  have  they  two  found  you  out  ?  Nay,  then 
you  must  conquer.  Consider  this,  daughter; 
shew  thy  obedience  to  Phoebus  and  God  Cupid : 
make  an  humble  proffer  of  thyself ;  'twill  be  the 
more  acceptable,  and  advance  thy  deserts. 

MmiL  Do,  chicken,  speak  the  word,  and  make 
him  happy  in  a  minute. 

Lor.  Well  said,  wife,  solicit  in  his  behalf;  'tis 
well  done. — I  am  loth  to  importune  her  toe 
much,  for  fear  of  a  repulse. 

Mmil.  Marry,  oome  up,  sir;  you  are  still 
usurping  in  my  company.  Is  this  according  to 
the  articles  proposed  between-  us,  that  I  should 
bear  rule,  and  you  obey  with  silence?  I  had 
tliought  to  have  eodeavour'd  f«)r  persunsion,  but 
because  you  exhort  me  to  it,  I'll  desist  iinom  what 
I  intended ;  1*11  do  nothing  but  of  my  own  a^ 
cord,  I. 

Lor.  Mum,  wife,  I  have  done.  This  we,  that 
are  married,  must  be  subject  to. 

Moc.  You  give  an  ill  example,  mistress  .Emi- 
lia ;  you  Rive  an  example 

MmiL  WImt  old  fellow  is  this  that  talks  so  ? 
Do  you  know  him,  daughter  ? 

Moc.  Have  you  so  soon  forgot  me,  lady  ? 
MmU.  Where  hns  he  had  his  breeding,  I  wotv- 
der?  He  is  the  ofispring  of  some  peasant,  sure ! 
Can  he  shew  any  pedigree? 

Lor.  Let  her  alone,  there's  no  dealing  with 
her.  Come,  daughter,  let  roe  liear  youranswer 
to  this  gentleman. 

Imc.  Truly,  sir,  I  have  endeavoured  all  means 
possible,  and  in  a  manner  enforced  myself  to 
love  him. 

Lor.  Well  said,  girl. 
Luc.  But  could  never  effect  it. 
Lor,  How! 

Luc.  I  have  examined  whatever  might  com- 
mend a  gentleman,  both  for  his  exterior  and  in- 
ward abilities  ;  yet  amongst  all  that  may  speak 
liim  worthy,  I  could  never  discern  one  good  part 
or  quality,  to  invite  affection. 


^'.  A  card  to  codl  you. — A  co(Uiiig  card  is  frequently  mentioned  in  onr  ancient  avtfaors ;  b«t  the  pre- 
ciie  sense  in  which  it  is  used,  is  difikult  to  be  ascertained.  In  some  places  it  seems  to  signify  oomo- 
mikm  or  advice;  in  others,  censure  or  reproqf.  In  Lyly's  Euphues,  p.  39,  *'  Euphnes,  to  the  intent  he 
joigltt  bridle  the  overlashing  affections  of  Philautus,  conveied  into  his  stndie  a  certeine  pamphlet, 
which  he  teanned  A  cooling  card  for  Philautus ;  yet  generally  to  bee  applyed  to.  all  loyen*^ 

ftrti  Part  Heary  VL  A.  5.  S.  4 : 

^  There  all  is  marr'd ;  there  lies  a  cooling  card." 


^^Ua,  1594: 


^  VU  have  a  present  cooling  card  for  you.' 
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Lor.  This  is  it  I  fear'd.  Now  sbould  I  break 
out  iuto  rage,  but  my  wife  and  a  foulisb  nature 
withhold  ray  passion. 

Moc,  I  am  undone,  unspirited,  my  hopes 
vain,  and  my  labours  nullities. 

Lor.  Where  be  your  large  vaunts  now,  sig- 
nior?  What  strange  tricks  and  devices  you  hiui 
to  win  a  woman  ! 

Moc.  Such  assurance  I  conceiv'd  of  myself; 
but  when  they  affect  wilful  stubbornness^  lock 
up  their  ears,  and  will  hearken  to  no  manner  of 
persuasion,  what  shall  a  man  do  } 

Lor.  You  hear  what  taxes  are  laid  upon  you, 
daughter :  these  are  stains  to  your  other  virtues. 

Luc.  Pray,  sir,  hear  my  defence.  What 
sympathy  can  there  be  between  our  two  aj^es,  or 
agreement  in  our  couditions  ?  But  you'll  object, 
he  has  means.  Tis  confessed ;  but  what  assur- 
ance has  lie  to  keep  it  ?  Will  it  continue  longer 
than  tlie  law  permits  him  possession  ?  which  will 
come  like  a  torrent,  and  sweep  away  all !  He 
lias  made  a  forfeiture  of  his  whole  estate. 

Lor.  What,  are  you  become  a  **  statist's 
daughter,  or  a  prophetess  ?  Whence  have  you 
this  intellieence  ? 

Moc.  I  nope,  she  will  not  betray  me. 

Luc.  If  murder  can  exact  it,  ^tis  absolutely 
lost. 

Lor.  How,  murder ! 

Lor.  Yes,  he  conspir'd  the  otlier  day  with  a 
bravo,  a  cutp-throat,  to  take  away  the  life  uf  a 
noble  innocent  gentleman,  which  is  since  dis- 
covered by  miracle :  the  same  that  came  with 
musick  to  my  window. 

Moc,  All's  out :  I'm  ruin'd  in  her  confession  ! 
That  man  that  trusts  woman  with  a  privacy,  and 
hopes  for  silence,  he  may  as  well  exptct  it  ^^  at 
the  fall  of  a  bridge !  A  secret  with  them  is  like 
a  viper;  'twill  make  way,  though  it  eat  through 
the  bowels  of  thera. 

Lor.  Take  Iieed  how  you  traduce  a  person  of 
his  rank  and  eminency :  a  scar  in  a  mean  man 
becomes  a  wound  in  a  greater. 

Luc.  There  he  is,  question  him;  and  if  he 
deny  it,  get  him  examined. 

Lor.  Why,  signior,  is  this  true  ? 

MmU.  His  silence  betrays  him  :  'tis  so. 

Moc.  Tis  so,  that  all  women  thirst  man's 
overtlirow  :  that's  a  principle  as  demonstrative 
as  truth:  'tis  the  only  end  they  were  made  for; 
and  when  they  have  once  insinuated  themselves 
into  our  counsels,  and  gain'd  the  power  of  our 
life,  the  fire  is  more  merciful ;  it  Dums  within 
them  cHl  it  get  forth. 

Lor.  I  commend  her  for  tlie  discovery :  'twas 
not  6t  her  weak  thoughts  should  be  ck>^'d  with 
so  foul  a  matter :  it  had  been  to  her  like  forc'd 


meat  to  a  surfeited  stomach,  that  would  have 
bred  nothing  but  crudities  in  lier  conscience. 

Moc.  Oh  my  cursed  fate  !  shame  and  punif*h- 
ment  attend  me !  they  are  the  fruits  of  lust.  Sir, 
all  that  I  did  was  for  her  ease  and  liberty. 

Luc.  Nay,  sir,  he  was  so  impudent  to  be  an 
accessary :  who  knows  but  he  might  as  privately 
have  plotted  to  have  sent  me  after  him :  for  liow 
should  I  have  been  secure  of  my  life,  when  be 
made  no  scruple  to  kill  another  upon  so  small 
an  inducement  ? 

JEmil,  Thou  say'st  ri&rht,  daughter ;  thoushalt 
.  utterly  disclaim  him.  The  cast  ot  bis  eye  shews 
he  was  ever  a  knave. 

Moc.  How  the  scabs  descant  upon  me  ! 

Lor,  What  was  the  motive  to  this  foul  at* 
tempt  ? 

Luc,  Why,  sir,  because  he  was  an  affectionate 
lover  of  mine;  and  tor  no  other  reason  in  the 
earth. 

JEifti/.  Oh  mandrake,  was  that  all  ?  He  thought, 
belike,  he  should  not  have  enough  Thou  covet- 
ous ingrosser  of  venery !  Why,  one  wife  is  able 
to  content  two  husbands. 

Moc.  Sir,  I  am  at  your  mercy :  bid  them  not 
insult  upon  me.  I  beseech  you  let  me  go  as  I 
came. 

Lor.  Stay  there ;  I  know  not  how  I  shall  be 
censured  for  your  escape.  I  may  be  thought  a 
party  in  the  business. 

Luc.  Besides,  I  hear  since,  that  the  mercenary 
varlet  that  did  it,  though  he  be  otherwise  most 
desperate,  and  hardened  in  such  exploits,  yet, 
out  of  the  apprehension  of  so  unjust  an  act,  and 
inov'd  in  conscience  for  so  foul  a  guilt,  is  grown 
distracted,  raves  out  of  measure,  confesses  the 
deed,  accuses  himself  and  the  procurer,  corses 
both,  and  will  by  no  means  be  quieted. 

Lor.  Where  is  that  fellow  ? 

Luc.  Sir,  if  you  please  to  accompany  me,  I 
will  bring  you  to  him,  where  your  own  eye  and 
ear  shall  witness  the  certainty ;  and  then,  I  hope, 
you  will  repent  that  ever  you  sought  to  tie  me 
to  such  a  monster  as  this,  who  prefer'd  the 
heat  of  liis  desires  before  all  laws  of  nature  or 
humanity. 

Lor,  Yes,  that  I  will,  and  gratulate  the  snh^ 
tiety  of  thy  wit,  and  goodness  of  fate,  that  pro- 
tected thee  from  him. 

j£;iti7.  Away  with  him,  husband ;  and  be  Bare 
to  beg  his  lands  betimes,  before  your  court-vul- 
tures scent  his  carcase. 

Lor.  Well  said,  wife;  I  sbould  never  have 
thought  on  this  now,  and  thou  had'st  not  |9ut  m^ 
in  mmd  of  it :  women,  I  see,  have  the  only  inas- 
cuhne  policy,  and  are  the  best  solicitors  and 
politicians  of  a  state.    But  Fll  first  go  see  him 


^  St9li$e$  dmifi:kier.-See  Note  5,  p.  8. 

^ attke(ki\<fa  bridge— i.  e.  at  tbe/a/2  of  water  through  a  bridf^. .  The  ideaseens  to  be  taken 

fVom  the  noisy  situation  of  the  houses  formerly  standing  on  London  Bndge.      S. 
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mj  daugliter  tells  me  of».  that  when  I  am  truly 
ioA>rm'd  of  all,  I  may  the  better  proceed  in  my 
accasfition  apainst  tl>em.    Come  along,  sir. 

Moc,  Well,  if  you  are  so  violent,  I  am  as  re- 
solute :  'tis  but  a  hanging  matter,  and  do  yoar 
worst*  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Bravo  and  Boy, 

Bra,  What  news,  boy  ? 

Boy.  Sir,  mistress  Lucretia  commends  her  to 
yoo,  and  desires,  as  ever  her  persuasion  wrought 
upon  jou^  or  as  you  affect  her  £Ood,  and  would 
add  credit  and  l>elief  to  what  she  has  reported, 
that  you  would  now  strain  your  utmost,  to  the 
expression  of  what  she  and  you  consulted  of. 

Bra,  I  apprehend  her,  where  is  she  ? 

Boy,  Hara  by,  sir ;  her  father  and  the  old  for- 
nicator Mocinigo,  and  I  think  her  mother,  are 
all  coming  to  be  spectators  of  your  straiice  he- 
hafiour.  [Exit, 

Bra,  Go  wait  them  in,  let  me  alone  to  per- 
sonate an  ^extasy;  I  am  near  mad  already, 
and  I  do  not  fool  myself  quite  into't,  I  care  not 
— ^ni  withdraw  till  they  come.  [Exit, 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Mocinigo,  Emilia,  Lucre- 
tia, and  Boy, 

Lor,  Is  this  the  place  ? 

Luc.  Yes,  sir.  Where's  your  master,  boy  ? 
how  does  he  ? 

Boy,  Oh  sweet  mistress,  quite  distemper*d,  bis 
brains  turn  round  like  the  needle  of  a  dial,  six 
men*s  strength  is  not  able  to  hold  him;  he  was 
bound  with  I  know  not  how  many  cords  this 

moraiiw,  and  broke  them  all See  where  he 

•entcM! 


Enter  Bravo, 


Bra.  Why,  if  I  kill'd  him,  what  is  that  to 
thee? 
Was  I  not  hir'd  unto  it?  'twas  not  I, 
But  ^^  the  base  gpld  that  slew  Sir  Polydore  t 
Thee  damn  the  money. 


Lor,  He  bef^ns  to  pceacb. 

.^mil.  Will  he  do  us  no  mischief,  think  jou  ? 

Boy,  Oh  no,  he  is  the  best  for  that  in  his  fits^ 
that  e*er  you  knew,  he  hurts  nobody. 

Moc.  But  I  am  vilely  afraid  of  him. 

Boy,  h'yofi  are  a  vile  person,  or  have  done 
any  great  wickedness,  you  were  best  look  to  your- 
self; for  those  he  knows  by  instinct,  and  assaults 
them  with  as  much  violence  as  may  be. 

Moc.  Then  am  I  perish*d.  Good  sir,  I  had 
rather  answer  the  law  than  be  ten:ify'd  ivith  his 
looks. 

Lor,  Nay,  you  shall  tarry,  and  take  part  with 
us,  by  ^our  ^vour. 

./24Nt/.  How  liis  eyes  sparkle ! 

Bra,   Look   where    the  ^host  appears,  his 
wounds  fresh  bleeding ! 
He  ^frowns,  and  thres^tens  me;  could  the  sub- 
stance 
Do  nothing,  and  wiU  shadows  revenge  ? 

Lor.  Tis  strange, 
This  was  a  f^mrful  murder. 

Bra,  Do  not  stare  so, 
I  can  look  big  too ;  all  I  did  unto  thee, 
Twas  by  another's  instigation : 
There  be  some  that  are  as  deep  in  as  myself, 
Go  and  fright  them  too. 

Moc,  Beshrew  him  for  his  counsel ! 

Lor.  What  a  just  judgment's  here!    Tis  an 
old  saymg. 
Murder  will  out;  and  'fore  it  shall  lie  hid, 
The  authors  will  accuse  themselves. 

Bra,  Now  he  vanishes ; 
Dost  thou  steal  from  ine,  fearful  spirit?  See 
The  print  of  his  footsteps ! 

Moc,  That  ever  my  lust  should  be  the  parent 
to  so  foul  a  sin  ! 

Bra,  He  told  me,  that  his  horrid  tragedy 
Was  acted  over  every  night  in  hell, 
Where  sad  Eiinnys,  with  her  venom'd  face, 
^  Sits  a  spectatress,  blaqk  with  the  curls  of  snakes. 
That   lift    their    speckled  heads   a)>ove  their 
shoulders. 


^  Estaty^—SOy  in  HamUt,  A.  S.  S.  4  : 

<*  This  is  the  very  coinage  of  your  brain ; 
This  bodiless  creation  extasy 
Is  very  cunning  in.'' 

Mr  Steevens  observes,  that  in  this  place,  and  many  others,  extasy  means  a  temporary  alienation  of 
■ind,  a  fit. 

^7 the  bate  gold  that  $Uw  Sir  Polydore.— Alluding  to  the  fate  of  Poltfdorus,  a  son  of  Ring  Priam. 

Bee  Virgil's  iBneid,  lib.  ui.  1. 49  : 

*'  Hunc  Polydormn  anri  quondam  cum  pondere  mi^gno 
Infelix  Priamus  furtim  mandarat  alendiim 

Threicio  regi 

Polydofum  obtroncat,  et  auro 

Vi  potitur."      S. 

^  SiiMy  4cc.— In  the  first  edition  this  Ime  is  thus : 

^  Black  with  the  curls  of  snakes,  sits  a  spectatrix." 
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And  thrusting  forth  tKeir  ttinga,  hiss  at  their  en- 
trance ; 
And  that  serves  for  an  applause. 

Moc,  How  can  you  have  the  heart  to  look 
upon  him  f  pray  let  me  go^ 
I  feel  a  looseness  in  my  belly. 

Lor,  Nay,  you  shall  bear  all  out  first. 

Moc,  1  confess  it, 
What  would  you  have  more  of  me  ? 

Bra.  Then  fierce  Enyo  holds  a  torch,  Megara 
Another ;  I'll  <1owb  and  play  my  part  amongst 

them, 
Forlcando^ttoth'lffe. 

Lor,  Rather  to  the  death. 

Bra.  I'll  trace  th*  infernal  theiatre,  and  view 
Those  squalid  actors,  and  the  tragic  pomp    - 
Of  hell  and  night. 

Moc,  How  ghastly  his  words  sound !   fnray 
keep  him  off  from  me. 

Lor.  The  guilt  of  conscience  makes  you  fear- 
fuly  signior ! 

Bra,  When  I  come  there.  111  chain  up  Cer- 
berus, 
Nay,  1*11  muszle  him ;  I'll  pull  down  JEacus 
And  Minos  by  the  beard ;  then  with  my  fi>ot 
I'll  tumble  Rbadamaitthus  from  his  chair : 
And  for  the  Furies,  I'll  not  suflfer  them, 
I'll  be  myself  a  Fury. 

Moc,  To  vex  me,  I  warrant  you. 

Bra,  Next,  will  I  post  unto  the  Destinies, 
Shiver  their  wheel  and  distaff  'gainst  the  wall, 
And  spoil  their  housewifery;   Til  take  their 

spindle, 
Where  hang  the  threads  of  human  life,  like 

beams 
Drawn  firom  the  sun,  and  mix  them  all  together. 
Kings  with  begj^rs. 

McK,  Good  sir,  be  comes  towards  me ! 

Bra,  That  I  could  see  that  old  fox  Moctnigo, 
The  villain  that  did  tempt  me  to  this  deed  ! 

Moc.  He  names  me  too ;  pray,  sir,  stand  be- 
-     tweenut: 


Ladies,  do  you  speak  to  iitm,  I  iiave  not  the 
faith. 

JEmil.  What  would  you  do  with  him,  if  yoU 
had  him  ? 

Bra,  ^  I'd  serve  him  worse  than  Hercules 
did  Lychas,  ' 

When  he  presented  him  the  poison'd  shirt ; 
Which  when  he  had  put  on,  and  felt  the  smart. 
He  snatch'd  him  by  the  heels  into  the  air, 
Swung  him  some  once  or  twice  about  his  head. 
Then  shot  him  like  a  stone  out  of  an  engine. 
Three  fiiriongs  length  into  the  Buboick  sea. 

Lor.  What  abuse  progress  is  that,  for  «n  old 
lover  to  be  carried  1 

Bra.  What's  he  that  seeks  to  hide  himself  f 
Come  forth, 
Thou  mortal,  thou  art  a  traitor  or  a  murderer : 
Oh,  is  it  you  ? 

Moc.  What  will  become  of  me?  pray  help 
me ;  I  shall  be  torn  in  pieces  else. 

Bra.  You  and  I  must  walk  together :  come 
into  the  middle;  yet  furtlier. 

Enter  Aukblio  oi  an  Officer,  and  two 
ServafUi, 

Aur.  Where  be  these  fbllows  here  that  mui^ 
der  men }  Serjeants,  apprehend  them,  and  cod- 
▼ey  them  straight  before  the  duke. 

Bra.  Who  are  you  ? 

Aur.  We  are  the  duke's  oficers. 

Bra.  The  duke's  officers  must  be  obey'd, 
take  heed  of  displeasing  them;  how  majesdoillj 
they  look ! 

Lor.  You  see,  wife,  the  charm  of  autboritj; 
and  a  man  be  ne'er  so  wild,  it  tames  him  pre- 
sently. 

JESri*/.  Ay,  husband,  I  know  what  will  tame  a 
man  besides  authority. 

Aw.  Come,  gentles,  since  you  are  all  together, 
I  must  intreat  your  company  along  with  us,  to 
witness  what  you  know  in  th»  beh^. 


49  Pd  seire  him,  Sec. — So,  in  Shakspeare's  Antomf  and  Cleopatra : 

**  Let  me  lodge  LtcAos  on  the  horn  o'  th'  moon."     S. 


Again,  Ovid's  Metam.  lib.  ix.  1.  215 : 


•  trcmit  ille  pavetque 


Gay's  1V«fIa<tMi: 


Pallidus ;  et  thnide  verba  excnsantia  dicit 
Dicentem,  genibusqne  manus  adhibere  parantem 
Corripit  Alcides ;  et  terque  quaterque  rotatum 
Mittit  in  Euboica^  tormento  fortius  undas, 
Ille  per  aerias  pendens  indumit  auras." 

**  The  youth  all  pale  with  shiv*ring  fear  was  stung, 
And  vain  excuses  falter'd  on  his  tongue : 
Alcides  snatched  him,  as  with  supnliant  face 
He  strove  to  clasp  his  knees,  ana  beg  for  grace : 
He  toss'd  him  o*er  his  head  with  airy  course. 
And  hori'd  with  more  than  with  an  engine's  force : 
Far  o'er  th*  Eubcean  main  aloof  he  flies. 
And  hardens  by  degrees  amid  the  skies." 
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Lor.  Sir,  you  have  prevealed  us,  for  wc  in- 
tended to  have  brouglu  him  ourselves  before  bis 
highness, 

Aur.  Then  I  hope  your  resolution  will  make 
it  the  easier  to  you.    What>  sir,  will  you  ^  will- 

Bra.  Without  aU  contradiction ;  lead  on. 

[Eseunt.    Flauritk. 

EtUer  Lionel  as  the  Duke ;  Duke,  Pstrucio, 
Casparo,  Amgelia  a$  a  Woman, 

Duke.  Come,  siguior. 
This  is  the  morning  must  shine  bright  upoa  you, 
Wherein  preferment  that  has  slept  obscure. 
And  all  this  while  lingerM  behind  your  wishes^ 
Shall  overtake  you  in  her  greatest  glories : 
Ambition  shall  be  weak,  to  think  the  honours 
Sbail  crown  your  worth. 

Pet.  Father,  you  hear  all  this  ? 

Gas.  I  do  withjo^r,  son,  and  am  ravish'd  at  it; 
Therefore  I  have  resign*d  m'estate  unto  thee, 
(Only  reserving  some  few  crowns  to  live  on,) 
Because  l*d  have  thee  to  maintain  thy  port. 

Pel.  You  did  as  you  uughL 

Gas.  Tis  enough  for  me. 
To  be  the  parent  of  so  blest  an  issue. 

Pet.  Nay,  if  you  are  so  apprehensive,  I  am 
satb6ed. 

LUm,  Is  this  the  gentleman  you  so  com- 
mended ? 

Duke.   It  is  the  same,  my  liege,  whose  royal 
virtoies 
Fittin|r  a  prince's  court,  are  the  large  field 
For  fiune  to  triumph  in. 

Lioiu  So  you  luformM  me :  his  face  and  car* 
riafie  do  import  no  less. 

Duke.   Report  abroad  speaks  him  as  libe- 
rally ; 
And  in  my  thoughts.  Fortune  deserves  but  ill. 
That  she  detained  thus  long  her  favours  from 
him. 

Lumm  That  will  I  make  amends  for. 

Gtt$.  Happy  boor. 
And  happy  me  to  see  it !  Now  I  perceive 
He  has  more  wit  than  myself. 

Pet.  What  must  I  do  ? 

Duke.  What  must  you  do?  go  strait  and 
kneel  before  him. 
And  thank  his  highness  for  his  love. 

Pet.  I  can't  speak, 
I  am  so  overcome  with  sudden  gladness, 
Yet  III  endeavour  it :  Most  mighty  sovereign, 
Thus  low  I  bow,  in  humble  reverence. 
To  kiss  the  basis  oT your  regal  throne. 

UoH.  Rise  up. 

Pei.  Your  grace's  servant. 

Lion.  We  admit  you, 
Our  nearest  fovourite  in  place  and  council. 

Duke.  Go  to,  you  are  made  for  ever. 

Pet.  m  find  some  office 
To  gratolate  thy  pains. 

Lion.  What  was  the  clause 


That  you  presented  him  no  sooner  to  us  ? 
We  might  have  bred  him  up  in  our  a£Bsirs, 
And  he  have  learnt  the  fashions  of  our  court, 
Which  might  have  rendered  him  more  active. 

Duke.  Doubt  not, 
His  ingenuity  will  soon  instruct  him. 

Lion.   Tlien,  to  confirm  him  deeper  in  our 
friendship, 
We  here  assign  our  sister  for  bis  wifo. 
What!  i^hebashfol? 

Pet.  Speaks  your  grace  in  earnest? 

Lion.  What  else?  Til  have  it  so. 

Duke.  Why  do  tjrou  not  step  and  take  her? 

Pet.,  Is't  not  a  lund  of  treason  ? 

Duke.  Not  if  he  bid  you. 

Pet.  Divinest  ladv,  are  you  so  content  ? 

Ang.   What  my  orotber  commands,  I  must 
obey. 

Lion.  Join  hands  together,  be  wise,  and  use 
Your  dignities  with  a  due  reverence. 
Tiberius  Cssar  joy*d  not  in  the  birth 
Of  great  Sejanus'  fortunes  with  that  seal 
As  I^all  to  have  rais'd  you,  though  I  hope 
A  different  fate  attends  you. 

Duke.  Go  to  the  church, 
Perform  your  rites  there,  and  return  again 
As  fast  as  you  can. 

Gas.  I  could  e'en  expire  with  contemplation 
of  4iis  happiness. 

Lion,  What  old  man's  that? 

Pet.  This  is  my  lather,  sir. 

Lion.  Your  own  ^ther  ? 

Gas.  So  please  your  grace. 

Lion.  Give  him  a  pair 
Of  velvet  breeches,  lirom  our  grandsire's  ward- 
robe. 

Gas.    Thrice  noble  duke.     Come,  son,  let's 
to  the  church. 

[Exeunt  Petrucio,  Gasparo,  and  Angeiia. 

Enter  Antiquary  and  Petro. 

Lion.  Uow  now !  what  new-come  pageant 
have  we  here  ? 

Duke.  This  is  the  famous  antiquary  I  told 
your  grace  of,  a  man  worthy  your  grace ;  the 
Janus  of  our  age,  and  treasurer  of  times  past  r 
a  man  worthy  ;fonr  bounteous  favour  and  kind 
notice ;  that  will  as  soon  forget  himself  in  the 
remembrance  of  your  highness,  as  any  subject 
you  have. 

Lion.  How  comes  he  so  accoutred  ? 

Duke,  No  miracle  at  all,  sir ;  for,  as  you  have 
many  fools  in  the  habit  of  a  wise  man,  so  have 
you  sometimes  a  wise  man  in  the  habit  of  a 
fool. 

Ant*  Sir,  I  have  been  so  grossly  abus'd,  as  no 
story,  record,  or  chronicle  can  parallel  the  like, 
and  I  come  liere  for  redress ;  I  hear  your  high- 
ness loves  me,  and  indeed  ][ou  are  partly  inte- 
rested iu  the  cause,  for  I  having  took  somewhat  a 
large  potion  for  your  grace's  l^th,  fell  asleep, 
when  in  the  interim  they  apparell'd  me  as  you 


140 


THE  ANTIQUARV. 


[MAIIMIOKa 


see,  made  a  fool,  or  an  ^^  asinigo  of  me ;  and  for  I 
my  boy  here,  they  cogg*d  him  out  of  his  proper 
shape,  into  the  habit  of  an  Amazon,  to  wait 
upon  me. 

Lion,  But  who  did  this  ? 

Ant,  Nay,  sir,  that  I  cannot  tell,  but  I  desire 
k  may  be  found  out. 

Duke,  Well,  signior,  if  you  knew  all,  you 
have  no  cause  to  be  angry. 

Ant,  How  so  ? 

Duke.  Why,  that  same  cont  you  wear,  did 
formerly  belong  unto  Pantolabus  the  Roman 
jester,  and  buffoon  to  Augustus  Cssar. 

Ant.  And  I  thought  so,  Td  ne'er  put  it  off 
while  I  bieath*d. 

Lion,  Stand  by,  we'll  inquire  further  anon. 

Eater  Aurelto,  Lorenzo,  Moctitigo,  Bravo, 
Emilia,  Lucretia,  Officers, 

Now,  who  are  you  ? 

Aur,  Your  highnesses  officers. 
We  have  brought  two  murderers  here  to  be  cen- 

sureo. 
Who  by  their  own  confession  are  found  guilty, 
And  need  no  further  trial. 

Lion,  Which  be  the  parties  ? 

Aur,  These,  and  please  you. 

Lion.  Well,  what  do  you  answer? 
What  can  you  plead  to  stop  the  course  of  justice? 

Moc,  For  my  part,  tho'  I  had  no  conscience 
to  act  it, 
I  have  not  the  heart  to  deny  it ;  and  therefore 

expect 
Your  sentence:  for  mercy,  I  hope  none,  nor 
favour. 

Lion,  What  says  th'  accuser? 

Luc,  Please  your  princely  wisdom, 
He  slew  a  man  was  destined  for  my  husband ; 
Yet,  since  another's  death  cannot  recall  him, 
Were  the  law  satisfied,  and  he  adjudg'd 
To  have  his  goods  confiscate,  for  my  own  part, 
I  could  rest  well  content. 

Moc,  With  all  my  heart : 
I  yield  possession  to  whomsoe'er 
She  shall  choose  for  a  husband ;  reach  a  paper 

0  rblank,  I'll  seal  to  it. 

Luc.  See  there's  a  writing ! 
Moc.  And  there's  my  hand  to  it : 

1  care  not  what  the  conditions  be. 

Lion.  Tis  well;  Whom  will  you  choose  in 
place  of  the  other? 

Luc,  Then,  sir,  to  keep  his  memory  alive; 
I'll  seek  no  further  than  this  officer. 

Ixfr,  How,  choose  a  common  serjeant  for  her 
husband ! 

^mil,  A  base  commendadore !  I'll  ne'er  en- 
dure it 


Aur,  No,  lady,  a  gentlemsUi  I  9Mare  yon,  and 

Suppos'd  tfaie  slain  Aurelio.     [Discovert  himself. 

Moc,  A  plot|  a  plot  upon  me !  Ill  revoke  it 

all. 
LiofL  Nay,  that  you  cannot,  now  you  have 

confirm'd  it. 
Moc,  Am  I  then  cheated  ?  I'll  go  home  and  die. 
To  avoid  shame,  not  live  in  infamy.  [ErU. 

Lion.  What  says  the  villain  bravo  for  himself? 
Bravo,  The  bravo,  sir,  is  honest,  and  his  ht- 

ther. 
Aur,  My  father !  bless  me,  bow  comes  this 

about? 
Bmvo,  That  virtuous  maid,  whom  I  must 
always  honour. 
Acquainted  me  with  that  old  leacher's  drift; 
I,  to  prevent  the  ruin  of  my  son, 
Conceal'd  from  all,  proffer'd  my  service  to  him 
In  this  disguise. 

Lion.  'Twas  m  wise  and  pious  deed. 

Enter  Petrucio,  Angelia,  and  Gasparo. 

Pet.  Room  for  the  duke's  kindred. 

Lion,  What,  you  are  married,  I  perceive  ? 

Pet.  I  am,  royal  brother. 

Lion.  Then,  for  your  better  learning  in  our 
service, 
Take  these  instructions :  Never  hereafter 
Contemn  a  roan  that  has  more  wit  than  yourself, 
Or  foolishly  conceive  no  lady's  merit 
Or  beauty  worthy  your  affection. 

Pet,  How's  this? 

Lion.  Truth,  my  most  honoured  brother,  yon 
are  gull'd, 
So  is  my  reverend  uncl^  the  antiquar^r. 
So  are  you  all;  for  he  t^at  you  conceiv'd 
The  duke,  is  yocur  frieu4  and  Lionel ; 
Look  you  else. 

Pet.  Th  so. 

Gas,  'Tis  too  apparent  true. 

Lion.  What,  all  drunk !    Speak,  tinde. 

Ant,  Thou  art  my  nephew. 
And  thou  hast  wit ;  'tis  fit  thou  should'st  hare 

land  too. 
Tell  me  no  more  bow  thon  hast  cheated  me, 
I  do  perceive  it,  and  forgive  thee  for't; 
Thou  shalt  have  all  I  have,  and  Fll  be  wiser. 

Lion,  I  thank  you,  sir.    Brother  Petrucio, 
This  to  vour  comfort ;  that  is  my  sister, 
Whom  formerly  you  did  abuse  m  love ; 
And  you  may  be  glad  your  lot  is  no  worse. 

Pet,  I  am  contented :  I'll  give  a  good  wit 
Leave  to  abuse  me  at  any  time. 

Lor,  When  he  cannot  help  it. 

Gas,  This  'tis 
To  be  so  politick  and  ambitious,  son. 

Pet,   Nay,    father,    do  not  you  aggravate 
It  too. 


5®  AHmgo,^A  cant  term  for  a  foolish  fellow  or  kJeot 
Cre$9idaf  A.  ft.  S.  1. 


See  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  TVoihit  mud 
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Lor.  Well,  sigoior, 
Ton  most  pardon  me,  if  I  bid  joy  to  you ; 
Ify  davtffater  was  not  good  enough  for  you. 

fet.  You  are  tyrannous. 

Enter  Leohabdo. 

Icon.  Save  you,  gallants. 

lion.  You  are  very  welcome. 

Leon,  I  come  in  quest  of  our  noble  duke, 
Who  firom  his  court  has  stol'n  out  privately, 
Jiod  'tis  reported  he  is  here. 

Uoiu  No  indeed,  sir. 
He  it  not  here ;  'slight^  we  shall  be  questioned 


For  counterfeiting  hb  person. 

Duke,  Be  not  dbma/d, 
I  am  the  duke. 

Leon,  My  lord ! 

Duke.  The  very  same,  sir, 
That  for  my  recreation,  have  descended 
(And  no  impeach,  I  hope,  to  royalty) 
To  sit  spectator  of  your  nurth.    A  nd  thus  much 
You  shall  gain  by  my  presence ;  what  is  past, 
111  see  it  ratified  as  firm,  as  if 
Myself  and  senate  had  concluded  it. 
And  when  a  prince  allows  his  sulnects  sport, 
He  that  pines  at  it,  let  him  perish  for't. 
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WILLIAM  CARTWRIGHT- 


William  Cartwrioht  waSf  according  to  Lloyd,*  horn  16  Auguit,  1615,  though  Woodfsmys 
he  was  bom  at  Northway,  near  Tewksbury,  Gloucesterthire,  in  September^  1611,  and  christened 
on  the  Q6th  of  the  tame  month.  There  is  as  much  difference  between  these  tv>o  writers,  with  respect 
to  his  father,  as  there  is  concerning  the  time  of  his  birth.  LMyd  say$y  he  was  the  son  of  Thomas 
Cartmright,  of  Burford  in  Oxfordshire  ;  Wood  asserts,  that  his  fathers  name  was  Wiiium  Car/- 
wright,  one  who  had  dissipated  a  fair  inheritance,  and  was  at  last  rednctd  to  keep  an  inn  ai 
Cirencester,  These  contradictory  accounts  are  totality  irreconciieahle,  Woed^s,  hon^ever,  is  pro^ 
bably  the  true  one,  \  That  author  says,  that  Cartwright  received  part  of  his  education  under 
Mr  William  Top,  master  of  the  Free  School  at  Cirencester,  was  from  thence  sent  to  Westminster, 
where  he  compleated  his  education  under  Mr  Lambert  Osbaldiston  ;  and,  in  the  year  1628  ||  was 
chofen  a  student  of  Christ  Church  in  Oxford,  and  placed  under  the  care  of  Mr  Terrent,  He 
took  his  several  degrees  of  Batchelor  and  Master  of  Arts  ;  the  latter  in  1635;  and  afterwards 
entfiring  into  holy  orders,  became,  as  Woodi  expresses  it,  **  the  most  florid  and  seraphical  preacher 
in  the  University,**'  In  October,  1643,  Bishop  Duppa  conferred  on  him  the  place  qfSuccentor  in 
the  church  tf  Salisbury ;  and  on  12  April,  1643,  he  was  acbnitted  junior  Proctor  of  the  VniversUv, 
He  died  29  November  following,  of  a  malignant  fever,  universally  lamented  by  every  person  who 
knew  him,  even  by  his  sovereign,  who  shewed  him  particular  marks  of  his  re$pect,%  He  was  buried 
at  the  upper  end  of  the  south  isle,  adjoining  to  the  choir  of  the  cathedral  y  Christ  Church,  *'  He 
was^  says  Langbaine,  "  extremely  remarkable  both  for  his  outward  ana  inward  endowments,  kis 
body  being  as  handsome  as  his  soul.  He  was  an  expert  linguist,  understanding  not  only  Greek  and 
Latin,  but  French  and  Italian  as  perfectUf  as  his  mother  tongue.  He  was  an  excellent  orator,  and 
yet  an  admirable  poet ;  a  quality  which  Cicero  with  all  his  pains  could  not  attain  to.  Nor  mas 
Aristotle  less  known  to  him  than  Cicero  and  Virgil ;  and  those  who  heard  his  metaphysical  lectures, 
gave  him  the  preference  to  all  his  predecessors,  the  present  Bishop  of  Lincoln  (Dr  Barlow)  excepted. 
His  sermons  were  as  much  admired  as  his  other  composures ;  and  one  fitly  applied  to  our  author  thokt 
frying  of  Aristotle,  concerning  A^chron  the  poet,  that  be  could  uot  tell  \vbat  .Sscbron  coold 
not  do/ 

Ben  Jonson  said  cf  him,  with  some  passion.  My  son  Cartwright  writes  all  like  a  man;  and 
Dr  Fell,  Bishop  of  Oxford,  gtroe  him  this  character,  Cartwright  was  the  utmost  man  could 
come  to. 

Besides  a  sermon,  and  some  Greek  and  Latin  poems,  he  was  the  author  of  four  plays,  one  only 
of  which,  I  believe,  was  published  in  his  lifc'time;  viz, 

(1.)  **  The  Royal  Slave,  a  tragi-comedy,  presented  to  the  king  and  queen  by  the  students  «^ 
Christ  Church  in  Oxford^  August  30,  1636 ;  presented  since  to  both  their  majesties  at  Hamptom 
Court,  by  the  king's  servants.    4to.  1GS9,  1640;    Bvo,  1651.'' 


*  Memoirs,  p.  42?.  t  Atken,  Oxon.  p.  34.  t  Ihid. 

II  LaDffbaine,  p.  51,  says,  1631.  $  Athen,  Qxon.  2.  p.  35. 

f  01<fy8,  in  his  MS.  Notes  on  Langbaine,  says,  that  the  king  being  asked,  why  he  appeared  in  bladt 
the  day  Cartwright  was  bnried  ?  answered,  that  since  the  Muses  had  so  much  monnied,  for  the  loss  of 
such  a  SOD,  it  woold  be  a  shame  for  him  not  to  appear  in  mooming,  for  the  loss  of  such  a  sali^lcct* 
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Tkisplsyf  in  which  the  celebrated  Dr  Buihy  pcfformed  a  part^  gave  to  much  tatirfaction  to  their 
m^esties^  that  it  was  by  their  orders  performed  at  Hampton  Court  bu  their  own  servants,  Lang" 
bainesays^  the  preference  was  given  to  the  representation  by  the  coUegians,  as  much  superior  to 
that  of  the  players. 

(2.)  "  The  La<h  Errant^  a  tragu<omedy,  Bvo,  1651." 

(S.)  "  The  OrMnary^  a  comedy^  8vo,  1651." 

(4.)  *•  The  ^edge ;  or.  Love's  Convert,  a  tragi-comedy,  Bvo.  1651.** 

All  these  plays  were  printed  with  his  other  poems  in  Qvo.  1651.  Prefixed  to  this  edition  of  his 
works,  are  54  copies  of  verses  in  praiu  of  the  author. 


PROLOGUE. 


Twoiild  wrone  onr  author  to  bespeak  your  ears; 
Tour  persons  be  adores,  bat  judement  fears : 
For  where  you  please  but  to  dislike,  be  shall 
Be  allieift  thought,  that  worships  not  his  fiUl. 

Next  to  not  marking,  'tis  his  hope  that  you, 
Who  can  so  ably  judge^  cad  pardon  too. 
His  cooversation  will  not  yet  supply 
Follies  enoogh  to  make  a  comedy; 
He  cannot  write  by  th*  poll ;  nor  act  we  here 
Scenes,  which  perhaps  you  should  see  liv'd  else- 
where; 
No  gailty  line  traduceth  any ;  all 
We  now  present  is  but  conjectural; 


Tis  a  mere  guess:  Those  then  wilt  be  to  blame. 
Who  make  that  person,  which  he  meant  but 


That  web  of  manners  which  the  stage  requires. 
That  mass  of  humours  which  poetick  fires 
Take  in,  and  boil,  arid  purge,  and  try,  and  then 
With  sublimated  follies  cheat  those  men 
That  first  did  vent  them,  are  not  yet  his  att; 
But,  as  drown'd  islands,  or  the  world's  fifth  par^ 
Lie  undiscovered ;  and  he  only  knows 
Enough  to  make  himself  ridiculous. 
Think  then,  if  here  you  find  nought  can  delight, 
He  hath  not  yet  seen  vice  enough  to  write. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONA. 


i  Complices 
inthe 


HxAESAT,  Oft  Intelligencer, 
SiicsR,  a  Lieutenant, 

MlAVWBLL,     LlTTLEWORTU 

gsM^d,  a  deca^d  Knight's  Son, 
Sbafb,  a  Cheater. 

Sir  Thomas  Bitefig,  a  covetous  Knight. 
Snrojr  Cbbovlous,  a  Citizen. 
AsosBw,  Us  Son,  Suitor  to  Mrs  Jane. 
BomsmT  Moth,  an  Antiquary. 


Ordinary^ 


ate,\ 
drali 


RiMEWEix,  a  Poet, 
Bagshot,  a  decayed  Clerk^ 
Sir  Christopher,  a  Curate^ 
FtcarCATCHMEY,  a  Cathedral 

Singing'-man, 
Mrs  Jane,  Daughter  to  Sir  Thomas. 
Priscilla,  her  Maid. 
Joan  Potluck,  a  Vintner's  Widow. 
Shopkeeper. 
Chirurgeon* 
Officers. 
Servants. 


Chbbers  at  the 
Ordinary. 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

HSARSATy  SlIC£R>  SHAPBy  MsANWEtL. 

Hear.  We're  made,  my  boys,  we're  made! 
methioks  I  am 
Growine  into  a  thing  that  will  be  worsbipM. 

SIL  I  shall  sleep  one  day  in  my  chain  and 
scarlet, 
At  Spital-sermon. 

Shape,  Were  not  my  wit  sach, 
rd  put  out  moneys  on  beinf^  Mayor. 
But  O  this  brain  of  mine !  That  s  it  that  will 
Bar  me  the  city  honour. 

Hear,  We're  crVd  up 
O'  th'  sudden  for  the  sole  tutors  of  the  age. 

Shape,  EsteemM  discreet,  sage,  trainers  up 
of  youth. 

Hear.  Our  bouse  becomes  a  place  of  visit  now. 

Sli,  In  my  poor  judgment,  'tis  as  good  my  lady 
Should  venture  to  commit  her  eldest  son 
To  us,  as  to  the  inns  of  court:   He'll  be 
Undone  here  only  with  less  ceremony. 

Hear,  Speak  mr  our  credit,  my  brave  man  of 
war. 
What,  Meanwell,  why  so  lumpish  ? 


Mean,  Pray  you  be  quiet. 
Hear.  Thou  look'st  as  if  thou  plott'st  the  call* 
ingin 
'  O*  th'  Declaration,  or  th'  abolishing 
O*  th*  Common-prayers.    Chear  up ;  say  some- 
thing for  us. 
Mean,  Pray  vex  me  not. 
Sli.  These  foolish  puling  sighs 
Are  good  for  nothing,  but  to  eudanger  buttons. 
*  Take  heart  of  grace,  man. 
Mean,  Fie,  y'are  troublesome. 
Hear.  Nay,  fare  you  well  then,  sir. 

i  Exeunt  Hearsay,  Slices,  Shape. 
J  father  still 
Runs  in  my  mind,  meets  all  my  thoughts,  and 

doth 
Mingle  himself  in  all  my  cogitations. 
Thus  to  see  eager  villains  drag  along 
Him,  unto  vrhom  they  crouch'd!   to  see  him 

hal'd. 
That  ne'er  knew  what  compulsion  was,  but  when 
His  virtues  did  incite  him  to  good  deeds. 
And  keep  my  sword  dry!  O  unequal 

Nature ! 
Why  was  I  made  so  patient  as  to  view, 


*  G*  tk'  DeeUBratiom^  or  tk*  aftoUtfttiij' 

O*  th*  Commm^praifere. — ^Tbe  Declaration  concerning  tiie  book  of  sports,  set  forth  some  time  be- 
fore. This  was  a  matter  very  disgusting  to  tiie  Puritans,  wlio  had  an  equal  dislike  to  the  book  of 
Common  Prayer. 

*  Take  heart  ^ grace, — ^This  phrase  signiffies,  take  cewage,  or  stunmoji  iip  retohUum.  It  is  at  present 
always  written  in  this  manner ;  formeriy  it  used  to  be,  take  heart  at  grase ;  as  in  Eaphues,  p.  18 : 
'<  Rbe  tlierefore,  Euphnes,  and  takt  heart  at  grauey  younger  thou  shalt  never  bee :  plucke  ap  tliy 
stomacke,  if  love  have  stong  tiiee,  it  shall  not  stifle  thee." 

Tariton's  Newe9  9ut  <^  Purgataryy  p.  4 :    ' 

« therefore  taking  heart  at  grajue^  drawing  more  neere  him,  &c." 

JhU.  p.  S4: 

^ seeing  she  woold  take  no  warning:  on  a  day  toeke  heart  at  grame,  and  belaboor'd  her  wcB 

with  a  cudgel." 
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And  Dot  90  strong  as  to  redeem }  Wbj  should  I 
Dtre  to  beboldy  and  jet  not  dare  to  rescue  ? 
Had  I  been  destitute  of  weapons,  yet 
ArmM  with  the  only  name  of  son,  I  might 
Have  out-<lone  wonder.    ^  Naked  piety 
Dares  more  than  fury  well-appointed :  blood 
Being  never  better  sacrificed,  than  when 
It  flows  to  him  that  gave  it.    But,  alas ! 
The  envy  of  m^  fortune  did  allow 
That  oni^,  which  she  could  not  take  away. 
Compassion :  that  which  was  not  in  those  savage 
And  knowing  beasts,  those  engines  of  the  law. 
That  even  kul  as  uncontrourd  as  that. 
How  do  I  ffneve,  when  I  consider  from 
Wliat  hands  he  suffered !  Hands  that  do  excuse 
Th'  indulgent  prison :  shackles  being  here 
A  kind  of  rescue.    Young  man,  'tis  not  well 
To  see  thy  aged  father  thus  confined, 
Good,  good  old  man.  Alas!  thou*rt  dead  to  me. 
Dead  to  the  world,  and  only  living  to 
That  which  is  more  than  death,  thy  misery  ! 
The  grave  could  be  a  comfort :  And  shall  I— 
0  would  tins  soul  of  mine But  death's  the 

wish 
Of  him  that  fears;  he's  lazy  that  would  die. 
rU  live,  and  see  that  thiuK  of  wealth,  that  worm 
Bred  oot  of  splendid  muck,  that  citizen, 
like  his  own  sullied  wares  thrown  by  into 
Some  unregarded  comer,  and  my  piety 
Shall  be  as  (amous  as  his  avarice. 
His  son,  whom  we  have  in  our  tuition. 
Shall  he  the  subject  of  my  j^ood  revenge: 
111  count  myself  no  child,  tdl  I  have  done 
Something,  that's  worth  that  name.    My  brain 

shall  be 
Busy  in  his  undoing ;  and  I  will 
Plot  ruin  with  religion :  his  disgrace 
Shall  be  my  zeal's  contrivement;  and  when  this 
Shall  stile  me  son  again,  I  hope  'twill  be 
Counted  not  wrong,  but  duty.    When  that  time 
Shall  give  my  actions  growth,  I  will  cast  off 
This  brood  of  vipers,  and  will  shew  that  I 
Do  hate  the  poison  which  I  mean  t'apply. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  n. 

Mrt.  PoTLUci. 

Pat.  Now  help,  good  Heaven  !    Tis  such  an 
tmcouth  thing 
To  be  a  widow  out  of  term-time 1 


Do  feel  such  aguish  qualms,  and  dsmps,  and  fits^ 
And  shakings  ^1  an  end  I  lately  was 

A  wife,  I  do  confess;  but  yet  I  had 
No  husband :  he,  alas !  was  dead  to  me 
Even  when  be  liv*d  unto  the  world  ;  I  was 
A  widow  whilst  he  breath'd.   His  death  did  only 
Make  others  know  so  much.    But  yet 

Enter  Hearsay. 

Hear.  How  now  ?   So  melancholy,  sweet ! 

Pot.  How  could  I  choose. 
Being  thou  wert  not  here?  The  time  is  come, 
Thou'lt  be  as  good  unto  me  as  thy  word  ? 

Hear.  Nay,  hang  me  if  I  e'er  recant.    You'll 
take  me 
Both  wind  and  limb  at  th'  venture,  will  voo  not  ? 

Pot.  Ay,  good  chuck,  every  inch  of  thee;  she 
were 
No  true  woman  that  would  not. 

Hear,  I  must  tell  you  one  thing,  and  yet  I'm 
loth. 

Pot.  I  am  thy  rib. 
Thou  must  keep  nothing  from  th  v  rib,  good  chuck : 
Thy  yoke-fellow  must  know  all  thy  secrets. 

bear.  Why  then  I'll  tell  you,  sweet. 

[He  whispen  her. 

Pot.  Heaven  defend ! 

Hear.  Tis  true. 

Pot.  Now,  God  forbid ;  and  would  you  ofier 
T*  undo  a  widow-woman  so  ?    I  had 
As  lief  the  old  vintner  were  alive  again. 

Hear.  I  was  not  born  witli  it,  I  confess ;  but 
lying 
In  Turkey  for  intelligence,  the  Great  Turk, 
Somewhat  suspicious  of  me,  lest  I  might 
Entice  some  a  th'  seraglio,  did  command 
I  should  be  forthwith  cut. 

Pot.  A  heathen  deed 
It  was :  none  but  an  infidel  could  have 
The  heart  to  do  it! 

Hear.  Now  you  know  the  worst 
That  you  must  trust  to.     Come,  let's  to  the 
church. 

Pot.   Good  Mr  Hearsay,  nature  ne'er  in- 
tended 
One  woman  should  be  ioined  to  another. 
The  holy  blessing  of  all  wedlock  was, 
T  inciease  and  multiply;  as  Mr  Christopher 
Did  well  observe  last  Sabbath.    I'll  not  do 
Any  thing  'gainst  Grod's  word.    I  do  release  you 
Of  all  your  promises;  and  that  it  may  not 


Nakedpiety 


Dtres  more  tkaM/ury  weO-appotnted.—Well'appoiMiedy  is  campletelff  aceimtred.   So,  in  7^  MiMerki  qf 
Qasm  Margaretf  by  Drayton : 

''  Ten  thousand  valiant  wtiU<^^p9inied  men." 
Seamd  Part  Henry  IV.  A.  4.  S.  1 : 

<<  What  wOl-^ppomted  leader  firoots  us  here  l^ 
Mr  Steerens's  Note  on  the  last  passage. 
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Be  said  you  lost  hj  loving  oMy  Cake  An. 
Perhaps  I  may  eel  you  a  coatribntion 
O*  th*  womeA  of  the  parish^  as  I  did 
The  broken-bellied  man,  the  other  day. 

Hear,  Seeing  you  needs  vrill  cast  roe  off,  let  me 
Intreat  this  one  thing  of  you,  that  you  would  not 
Make  me  your  ubl  Aalk  at  the  next  gossiping. 


SI 
5 


^Exit. 
Poi,  Indeed,  I  pity  thee,  poor  thing;  or  rather, 
I  pity  thee,  poor  nothing ! 

Enter  Slicer. 

Good  lieutenant,  how  dost  thou  ? 
Thou  art  mindful  of  thy  promise  ? 

Sli.  What  else,  my  jolly  wench  ? 

Pot,  Good  sweet  lieutenant. 
Give  me  but  leave  to  ask  one  question  of  vou ; 
Art  tliou  entire  and  sound  in  all  thy  limbs  f 

Sli.  To  tell  the  very  truth,  ere  now  I've  had 
A  spice  o'  tb*  poi,  or  so ;  but  now  I  am  sound 
As  any  bell  (hem  I)  was't  not  shrill,  my  tfirl  ?  ha ! 

Pot,  I  do  not  ask  thee  about  these  diseases : 
My  Question  is.  Whether  tliou'st  all  thy  parts? 

SU,  Faith,  I  have  lost  ajoint  or  two ;  as  none 
Of  our  profession  come  off  whole,  unless 
The  general,  and  some  sneaks. 

Pot,  M  V  meaning  ii. 
Whether  that  someUiing  is  not  wanting,  that 
Should  write  thee  husband  ? 

SU,  Ne'er  fear  that,  my  wench : 
Do'st  think  the  king  would  send  me  to  the  wars 
Without  I  had  my  weapons  >    Eunuchs  are  not 
Men  of  employment  in  these  days.    His  majesty 
Hath  newly  pot  me  on  a  piece  of  service; 
And  if  I  e^r  come  off  (which  I  do  fear 
I  shan%  the  danger  is  so  great),  breve  widow, 
We'll  to't,  and  get  commanders. 

Pot,  If  you  can 
Jjeave  me,  I  can  leave  you :  there  are  other  men 
That  won't  refuse  a  fortune  when  'tis  proffer'd. 

Sli.  Well,  I  most  to  bis  majesty ;  think  on't; 
So  fare  thee  well.    Tlune,  to  his  very  death : 
That  is,  a  month  or  two,  perhaps,  D.  Slicer.  [Exit. 

Enter  Shape. 

Pot,  Kind  roaster  Shape,  you  are  exceeding 
welcome. 
Here  hath  been  Mr  Hearsay,  and  Lieutenant 
Slicer.    You  may  guess  at  their  business ;  but 
I  hope  you  think*  roe  faithful. 

Shape,  I  believe 
The  memory  of  your  husband's  ashes,  which 
Scarce  yet  are  cold,  extinguisheth  all  flnmes 
That  tend  to  kindling  any  love-6re.    'TIS 
A  virtue  in  you,  which  I  roust  admire. 
That  only  you,  amongst  so  many,  should 
Be  the  sole  turtle  of  the  age. 

Pot,  I  do 
Bear  him  in  memory,  I  confess;  bat  when 


I  do  remember  what  your  promise  was 
When  he  lay  sick,  it  doth  take  some^ng  horn 
The  bitterness  of  sorrow.    Woman  was 
Not  made  to  be  alone  still. 

Shape.  Tender  things 
At  seventeen  may  use  that  plea ;  but  you 
Are  now  arriv'd  at  matron.    These  young  quarks 
Are  rak*d  up,  I  presume,  in  sa^er  embers. 
Pot.  Na^f,  don't  abuse  her  that  must  be  your 

wife : 
You  might  have  pity,  and  not  come  with  your 

nick-names, 
And  call  me  turtle.    Have  I  deserv'd  this  ? 
Shape,  If  that  you  once  hold  merits,  I  have 

done. 
I'm  glad  I  know  what's  your  religion. 

Pot,  What's  my  religion !    Ti6  well  known 

there  hath 
Been  no  religion  in  my  house  e'er  since 
My  husband  died. 

Enter  Slicer,  Hearsay. 

Hear.  How  now,  sweet  Shape  ?    So  close 
Alone  wi*  your  widow ! 

Shape,  Sirs,  dare  you  believe  it  ? 
This  thing,  whose  prayer  it  hath  been  these  ten 
Years,  that  slie  may  obtain  a  second  tootb. 
And  the  third  hair,  now  doats  on  me,  on  me. 
That  do  refuse  all  that  are  past  sixteen. 

Sli.  Why,  faith,  this  was  her  suit  to  me,  just 

now. 
Hear,  I  had  the  fi rst  o'nt  then.  A  coachman,  or 
A  groom,  were  fitter  far  for  her. 

Sli.  You  do 
Honour  her  too  much,  to  think  she  deserves 
A  thing  that  can  lost  moderately ;  give  her 
The  sorrel  stallion  in  my  lord's  long  stable. 
Shape,  Or  the  same-colour'd  brother,  which  is 

worse. 
Pot,  Why,  gentlemen 
Hear,  Fob,  foh !  She  hath  let  fly. 
Pot,  D'  you  think  I  have  no  more  manners 

than  so  ? 
Shape,  Nay,  faith,  I  can  excuse  her  for  that; 
but 
Must  confess  she  spoke,  which  is  all  one. 
Sli,  Her  breath  would  rout  an  army,  sooner 
than 
That  of  a  cannon. 

Hear,  It  would  lay  a  devil 
Sooner  than  all  ^Trithemius'  charms. 

Shape,  Hark,  how 
It  blusters  in  her  nostrils,  like  a  wind 
In  a  foul  chimney. 

Pot.  Out,  you  base  companions, 
You  stinking  swabbers ! 

Hear.  For  her  gait,  that*s  such, 
As  if  her  nose  did  strive  t'  outrun  her  heels. 


♦  Tritbemiut^  ctoaif.— See  Johannis  fTolfii  Opera,  Fo.   Vol.  II.  p.  59«.   Halberstadii,  167e* 
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Shape.  She's  just  six  yards  behind^  when  that 
appears: 
It  saves  an  usher,  madam. 

Pot,  You  are  all 
Most  fbui-moath'd  knaves,  to  use  a  woman  thus. 

SIL  Your  plaisterM  face  doth  drop  against 
moist  weather. 

Shape.  Fie,  how  you  writhe  it !  Now  it  looks 
just  like 
A  ruffled  boot. 

SU.  Or  an  oil'd  paper-lanthohi. 

Hear,  Her  nose  the  candle  in  the  midst  of  it. 

Shape.  How  bright  it  flames !    Put  out  your 
nose,  go<^  lady ; 
You  '  bum  day4ight. 

Pot,  Come  up,  you  lousy  rascals. 

Hear,  Not  upon  yoa  for  a  kingdom,  good  Joan ; 
The  Great  Turk,  Joai^-2 the  Great  Turk. 

Sii.  Kiss  him,  chuck ; 
Kiss  him,  chuck,  open-mouth'd,  and  be  revenged. 

Po/.  Hang  you,  base  cheating  variet. 

Sii,  Don't  you  see 
December  in  her  face  ? 

Sh^te.  Sure  the  surveyor 
Of  the  highways  will  have  to  do  with  her. 
For  not  keeping  her  countenance  passable. 

Hear.  There  lies  a  hoar>frost  on  her  head, 
and  yet 
A  constant  thaw  in  her  nose. 

Shape.  She's  like  a  piece 
Of  fire-wood,  dropping  at  one  end,  and  yet 
Bnrnaiig  i'  ih'  midst. 

SIL  O  that  endeavouring  face ! 
When  will  your  costiveness  have  done,  good 
madam? 

Hear.  Do  you  not  bear  her  guts  already  squeak 
Like  kit-strings? 

SU.  They  must  come  to  that  within 
This  two  or  three  years :  by  that  time,  she'll  be 
Trse  perfect  cat.    They  practise  beibre-hand. 

Poi.  I  can  endure  no  longer,  though  I  should 
Throw  off  my  womanhood. 

Hear.  No  need,  that's  done 
Already.    Nothing  left  thee  that  may  style  tliec 
Woman,  but  lust  and  tongue :  no  flesh  mit  what 
The  vices  of  the  sex  exact,  to  keep  them 
In  heart. 

Shape.  Thou  art  so  lean  and  out  of  case, 
That  'twere  absurd  to  call  thee  devil  incarnate. 

S/i.  Th'  art  a  dry  devil,  troubled  with  the  lust 
Of  that  thou  hast  not,  flesh. 

Pot.  Rogue,  rascal,  villain  ! 
m  shew  your  cheating  tricks  i'  faith.  .  All  shall 
Be  now  laid  open.    Have  I  suffer'd  yx>u 
Thus  long  i*  my  house,  and  ne'er  demanded  yet 
One  penny  rent,  for  this?    I'll  have  it  all  s 
By  this  good  blessed  light,  I  will. 

Hear.  You  may. 
If  that  you  please,  undo  yourself:  You  may. 


I  will  not  strive  to  hinder  you.    There  is 
Something  contriving  for  you,  which  may  be. 
Perhaps,  yet  brought  about :  a  match^  or  so : 
A  proper  fellow :  'tis  a  trifle,  that : 
A  thing  you  care  not  for,  I  know.    Have  I 
Plotted  to  take  you  off  f^m  these,  to  match  you 
In  better  sort,  and  am  us'd  thus?  As  for  . 
The  rent  you  ask,   here  take  it;    take  your 

money ; 
Fill,  choak  your  gapinie  throat.    But  if,  as  yet 
You  are  not  deaf  to  counsel,  let  me  tell  you. 
It  had  beeu  better  tbat  you  ne'er  had  took  it. 
It  may  stop  some  proceedings. 

Pot.  Mr  Hearsay, 
You  know  you  may  have  even  my  heart  out  of 
My  belly  (as  tliey  say)  if  you'll  but  take 
The  pains  to  reach  it  out.    I  am  sometimes 
Peevish,  I  do  confess.    Here,  take  your  money. 

Hear,  No. 

Pot,  Good,  sir. 

Hear,  No,  keep  it  and  hoard  it  up ; 
My  purse  is  no  safe  place  for  it. 

Pot,  Let  me 
Request  you,    that  you  would  be  pleas'd  to 
take  it. 

Hear,  Alas !  'twould  only  trouble  me.  I  can 
As  willinely  go  light,  as  be  your  treasurer. 

Pot.    Good   Mr  Slicer,    speak  to    him    to 
take  it. 
Sweet  Mr  Shape  join  with  him. 

SU.  Nay,  be  once 
O'er-rufd  by  a  woman. 

Shape.  Come,  come;  yon  shall  take  iL 

Pot,  Nay,  faith  you  shall.    Here,  put  it  up, 
good  sir. 

Hear,  Upon  intreaty,  I'm  content  for  once; 
But  make  no  custom  oft.    You  do  presume 
Upon  my  easy  foolishness  :  'tis  that 
Makes  you  so  bold.    Were  it  onother  man. 
He  ne'er  would  have  to  do  with  you.    But 

mark  me. 
If  e'er  I  find  you  in  this  mood  again, 
I'll  dash  your  hopes  of  marriage  for  ever. 

[Eseunt  all  but  Hearsay. 


SCENE  III. 

To  him  Meakwell,  Andrew. 

And.  God  save  you,  tutors,  both ! 
Mean.  Fie,  Andrew,  fie  ! 
What,  kiss  your  hand !  You  smell ;  not  com- 
plimeut. 
He4tr.  besides,  you  come  too  near  when  you 
salute. 
Your  breath  may  be  discover'd  ;  and  you  give 
Advantage  unto  him  you  thus  accost. 
To  shake  ydu  by  the  hand;  which  often  doth 


I  da^4ight.-'Ste  Note  209  on  The  Spanish  Tragedy,  Vol.  J.  p.  501. 
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£ndaiif;er  the  wliole  arm.    Your  ganaDt*s  like 
The  crjfttai  glass,  brittle ;  rude  handling  cracks 

him, 
To  be  saluted  so,  were  to  be  wounded. 
His  parts  would  iail  asunder  like  unto 
8pi|t  quicksilver.    An  ear,  an  eye,  a  nose, 
Would  drop,   like  sumroer-fruit  from  shaken 
trees. 

Mean.  For  the  same  reason,  Fd  not  have  you 
dance. 
Some  courtiers,  I  confess,  do  use  it ;  but 
They  are  the  sounder  sort ;  those  foolish  o»es 
That  have  a  care  of  health,  which  you  shall  not, 
If  ;rouni  be  ruPd  by  me.    The  hazard's  great ; 
Tm  an  adventure,  an  exploit,  a  piece 
Of  service  for  a  gentleman,  to  caper. 

Hear.  A  gallant*s  like  a  les  of  mutton  boil'd 
By  a  Spanish  cook :  take  Inm  but  by  the  one  end. 
And  shake  him,  all  the  flesh  falls  from  the  bones, 
And  leaves  them  bare  immediately. 

And,  I  would 
Not  be  a  leg  of  mutton  here. 

Hear,  I  saw 
In  France  a  monsieur,  only  m  the  cutting 
Of  one  cross  caper,  rise  a  man,  and  come 
Down  to  th'  amazement  of  the  standers-by, 
A  true  extemporary  skeleton ; 
And  was  strait  read  on. 

And.  Sure  this  man. 
Good  tutor,  was  quite  rotten ! 

Mean.  See  how  you 
Betray  your  breeding  now !   Quite  rotten  !  Tis 
Rottenness,  perhaps,  in  footmen,  or  in  yeomen : 
Tis  tenderness  in  gentlemen :  they  are 
A  little  over-boiFd,  or  so. 

Hear.  Ue  is 
A  churl,  a  bind,  that*s  wholesome ;  some  raw 

thing 
That  never  was  at  London  :  one  in  whom 
The  clown  is  too  predominant.     Refin'd 
People  feel  Naples  in  their  bodies;  and 
An  ach  i'th'  bont^  at  sixteen,  passeth  now 
For  high  descent :  it  argues  a  great  birth. 
Low  bloods  are  never  worthy  such  infection. 

And.  Ay,  but  my  father  bid  me  I  should  live 
honest. 
And  say  mv  prayers ;  that  he  did. 

Hear.  If  that 
You  cannot  sleep  at  any  time,  we  do 
Allow  you  to  begin  your  prayers,  that  so 
A  slumber  may  seize  on  you. 

Mean,  But  as  for 
Your  living  honest,  'twere  to  take  away 
A  trade  i*  th*  commonwealth :  the  surgeons 
Benefit  would  go  down.    You  may  go  on 
In  foolish  chastity,  eat  only  sallads, 
Walk  an  unskilful  thing,  and  be  to  learn 


Something  the  first  night  of  your  wife :  but  that's 
To  marry  out  of  fifishion. 

And,  Here's  no  proofs. 
No  doctrines,  nor  no  uses.    Tutor,  I 
Would  fiiin  learn  some  religion. 

Hear,  Religion! 
Yes,  to  become  a  martyr,  and  be  pictur*d 
With  a  long  label  out  o'  your  mouth,  like  those 
^  In  Fox*s  book ;  Just  like  a  juggler  drawing 
Ribband  out  of  his  throat. 

And.  I  must  be  gone. 

Mean.    Obedience   is    the   first   step  unta 
science : 
Stay,  and  be  wise. 

And,  Indeed,  I  dare  not  stay ; 
The  clyster  works  you  sent  to  purge  gross  hu- 
mours. ^  [Exit, 

Mean,  Being  you  will  not  take  your  lecture 
out, 
Good-morrow  to  y',  good  Andrew.    This  tolt 

fool 
Must  swim  in*s  father's  wealth !  It  is  a  curse 
That  Fortune  justly  makes  the  city's  lot. 
The  young  fool  spends  whate'er  the  okl  knave 
got.  [Exit  Meakwbix. 


SCENE  IV. 
To  Hearsat,  enter  Slicbr  and  Credulous. 

Hear,  Sir,  let  me  tell  you,  this  is  not  the 
least 
Of  things  wherein  your  wisdom  shews  itself. 
In  that  you've  placM  your  son  in  this  good  sort. 

Cred.  Nay,  nay,  let  me  alone  to  give  him 
breeding : 
I  did  not  hold  the  university 
Fit  for  the  training  up  of  such  a  spirit 

Sli.  The  university!    T  had  been  the  only 
way 
T  have  took  him  off  his  courage,  and  his  metal, 
lie  had  retum'd  as  slaves  do  from  the  galleys ; 
A  naked  shorn  thing  with  a  thin-dock'd  top, 
Learnedly  cut  into  a  logick  mode. 

Hear.    A    private  oath  given  him   at  first 
entrance. 
Had  sworn  him  pilgrim  unto  conventicles  ; 
Engag'd  him  to  the  bate  of  all ;  but  what 
Pleaseth  the  stubborn  fioward  Elect. 

Sli.  But  we. 
Following  another  model,  do  allow 
Freedom  and  courage,  cherish  and  maintain 
High  noble  thoughts 

Hear.  Set  nature  free,  and  are 
Chymists  of  manners- 


SIL  Do  instruct  of  state 


^  J«  F0x'»  book. — **  The  Acts  and  Monnments  of  matters  most  special!  and  memorable  Uappeiiiii|i 
in  the  churchy  with  an  universall  his  tone  of  the  same.    By  John  Fox^" 
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Hear. 


And 
him- 


wars.     There's  one.   look 


SIL  Do  but  vievr 
That  searching  bead 

Hear,  The  very  sonl  of  battle; 
True  steel. 

SU.  IV  hatb  been  an  agent  some  few  years 
(A  score  or  so)  for  princes,  and  as  yet 
Doth  not  write  for^. 

Hear,  I  confess  I  can 
Discorer  th*  eutraib  of  a  state  perhaps, 
Lay  open  a  kingdom's  pannches,  shew  the  bowels 
And  inwards  of  a  seieniory  or  two ; 
Bat  for  Yoor  deeds  of  yaloor,  tliere  is  one. 
Although  I  speak  it  to  his  face,  that  can 
Write  a  geography  by  his  own  conquests : 
U'  hath  fought  oV  ^  Strabo,  *  Ptolemy,    and 

'Stafford; 
Traveli'd  as  for  in  arms  as  '^  lithgoe  naked ; 
Boroe  weapons  whither  "  Coriat  durst  not 
Carry  a  shirt  or  shoes.     '*  Jack  MandevUle 
Ne'er  sailM  so  far  as  be  hath  steer'd  by  land. 
Using  bis  colours  both  for  mast  and  sad. 

Cred,  I'd  thoosbt  h'  had  been  lieutenant. 

Hear.  That's  dl  one. 

SIL  I've  worn  some  leather  out  abroad ;  let  out 


A  heathen  sonl  or  two ;  fed  this  good  sword 
With  tlie  bUck  Uood  of  pajgan  cbcisdans; 
Converted  a  few  infidels  with  it.  [hath 

But  let  that  pass.    That  man  of  peace  ttere. 
Been  trusted  with  kino  breasts 

Hear,  His  name  is  beard 
Like  thunder,  and  that  mere  word,  Slicer,  hath 
Sufficed  unto  victory. 

Sa,  He's  close, 
Reserv'd,  lock'd  up.    Tlie  secrets  of  the  king 
Of  Tartary,  of  China,  and  some  other 
Counsels  of  moment,  have  been  so  long  kept 
In's  body  without  vent,  that  every  monun|(. 
Before  he  coven  them  with  some  warm  thing 
Or  other,  you  may  smell  'em  very  strongly ; 
Distinguish  each  of  them  by  several  scentu 

Hear.  A  ^ve  of  pikes  are  rushes  to  bun. 

More  frights  yon  than  a  shower  of  bullets  him — 
SU.  The  Dutch  come  up  like  ''  broken  beer; 
the  Irish 
Savour  of  usquebauch ;  the  Spanish  they 
Smell  like  unto  perfume  at  first,  but  then. 
After  a  while,  end  in  a  fotal  steam 

Hear.  One  drum's  his  table,  the  other  is  hb 
musick; 


7  Strabo. — Strabo,  a  philosopher  of  Crete,  and  aceographer,  in  the  time  of  Augustus. 
*  Pf«iany.-^Bom  at  Pelusium,  flourished  about  £e  year  140,  and  died  162,  aged  78. 
9  Sla^«fd.— Robert  Staflbrd.  bom  at  DobKn.  was  of  Exeter  College,  Oxford,  and  published 
**  A  Gewaphical  and  Antkoloncal  Description  of  all  the  Empires  and  Kingdoms,  both  of  Cootinent 
nd  Islands,  fai  this  terrestrial  Globe,"  &c.    London.  Quarto,  1618.    Wood  says,  it  was  reported, 
that  John  Prideaux,  who  was  Staff»rd^  tutor,  had  the  chief  hand  in  this  work. 

'®  Utkgoe. — ^WiUiam  lithgow,  a  Scotsman,  whose  sufierings  by  imprisonment  and  torture  at  Malaga, 
and  whose  travels  on  foot  over  Europe,  Asia,  and  Africa^  seem  to  raise  him  almost  to  the  rank  of  a  mar. 
Cyr  and  a  hero,  published  an  account  of  his  peregrinations  and  adventures,  ijuarto,  1614 ;  reprinted  in 
qnarto,  165f ,  with  additions.  At  the  conclusion  of  this  work,  he  Mtys,  **  Here  is  tiie  just  relation  of  nine- 
teene  yeares  travells  perfited  In  three  deare  bought  voyages :  The  senerall  computation  of  which  dim* 
SMBsions,  spaces  in  my  goings,  traversings,  and  retnmings  through  kingdomes,  continents,  and  iiands, 
which  my  paynefol  feet  traced  over  (brides  my  passages  of  seas  and  rivers)  amoanteth  to  thirty- 
mx  ikemmmd  oad  odde  mUes ;  wkiek  drmoeth  neare  to  twice  the  eireua^erence  ^  the  whole  earth." Lith- 
gow abo  printed  at  Edinburgh,  a  poem,  entitled,  The  Gutkbig  Tearet  ^  GoiUf  Swnrow,  tfc.  quarto, 
1640. 

"  Coriat. — ^Tbe  celebrated  Thomas  Coriat,  who,  except  Lithgow,  b  supposed  to  have  travelled 
■ore  miles  on  fbot^  than  anv  person  of  his  times,  or  indeed  in  any  period  since.  From  his  writings, 
and  many  parts  or  his  conduct,  he  cannot  be  supposed  to  have  been  In  his  perfect  senses.  He  was, 
notwithstanding,  a  man  of  considerable  learning,  and  rendered  himself  ridiculous,  chiefly  by  dwelling 
with  too  much  attention  on  the  trifling  accidents  which  happened  to  him  durinc  his  journey.  In  the 
year  1608,  he  left  England,  and  went  to  Venice  and  back  again ;  a  joumev  performed  on  foot  in  five 
aoDtbs.  On  hb  return,  he  published  an  account  of  it  in  a  large  quarto  volume,  1611,  containing  six 
handled  and  fifty-five  pases,  besides  more  than  one  hundred  filled  with  commendatory  verses,  by 
Ben  Jonson,  and  other  wits  of  the  age,  who  both  laughed  at,  and  flattered  him  at  the  same  time. 
He  afterwards  travelled  into  Persia,  and  from  thence  into  the  East  Indies,  (still  on  foot,)  and  died  at 
Sorat  in  the  year  1617. 

'^  Jack  MamdeviUe. — Sir  John  Mandeville,  knight,  bom  at  St  Albans :  He  was  a  traveller  for  the 
mce  of  thirty-four  3rears,  visiting  in  that  time  Scythia,  Armenia  the  Greater  and  Less,  Egypt,  both 
Libyas.  Arabia,  Syria,  Media,  Mesopotamia,  Persia,  Chaldaea,  Greece,  Illyrium,  Tartarv,  and  di- 

fcrs  other  kingdoms.    He  died  at  Liege,  November  17,  1371. ^An  excellent  edition  of  hb  traveb 

was  printed  in  8vo.  1725,  from  a  MS.  in  the  Cotton  Library. 

'I  —-^^rroken  beer. — Mr  Whallev  observes,  that  broken  victuaU  is  a  cant  term  with  our  common  beg- 
gars. 6  Ben  Jonson  12$.  So  broken  beer  he  imaghies  to  be  that  of  which  some  part  had  been  drank. 
IWe  epithet  broken^  when  annexed  to  beer^  is  always  to  be  found  in  writers  of  the  times,  speaking  of 
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His  gvrord'g  hu  knifir;  his  colours  are  bis  napkins ; 
Carves  nourishing  horse,  as  be  is  us*d  to  do 
The  hostile  pa^ an  or  we  venison ;  eats 
Gun-powder  with  hb  meat,  instead  of  pepper, 
Then  drinks  o'er  all  hb  bandoleers,  and  bghts. 

Sli.  Secrets  are  rank'd  and  order'd  in  his  belly, 
Just  like  tobacco-leaves  laid  in  a  sweat. 
Here  lies  a  row  of  Indian  secrets,  then 
Something  ofs  own  on  them ;  on  that,  another 
Of  China  counseb,  cover'd  with  a  lid 
Of  Newfoundland  discoveries:  next,  a  bed 
Of  Russia  policies ;  on  them,  a  lay 
Of  Prester-Jolmian  whispers 

Hear.  Slights  a  tempest ; 
Counts  lightning  but  a  giving  fire,  and  thunder 
The  loud  report  when  heaven  hath  discharged. 
H'  hath  with  his  breath  supply*d  a  breach : 
When  he*8  once  fix'd,  no  engine  can  remove  him. 

Sli,  Twould  be  a  policy  worth  hatching,  to 
Have  him  dissected,  if  'twere  not  too  cruel. 
All  states  would  lie  as  open  as  his  bowels. 
Turkey  in's  bloody  liver ;  Italy 
Be  found  in's  reins;  Spain  busy  in  his  stomach; 
Venice  would  lloat  in*s  bladder;  Holland  sail 
Up  and  down  all  his  veins ;  Bavaria  lie 
Close  in  some  little  gut,  and  '^  Ragioni 
Di  Stato  eenerally  reek  in  all. 

Cred.  I  see  my  son's  too  happy :  he  is  bom 
To  be  some  man  of  action;  some  engine 
For  tb*  overthrow  of  kingdoms. 

Hear,  Troth,  he  may 
Divert  the  torrent  of  the  Turkish  rule 
Into  some  other  track ;  dam  up  the  stream 
Of  that  vast  headlong  monarchy,  if  that 
He  want  not  means  to  compass  his  intents. 

Cred,  The  Turkish  monarchy's  a  thing  too  big 
For  him  to  maiittge :  he  may  make  perhaps 
The  governor  of  some  new  little  island. 
And  there  plant  faith  and  zeal;  but  for  the 

present, 
M'  ambition's  only  to  contrive  a  match 
Between  Sir  Thomas  Bitefig's  only  daughter, 
And  (if  I  may  so  call  him  now^  my  son : 
^Twill  raise  his  fortunes  somewhat. 

Sli,  We  have  got 
One  tliat  will  do  more  good  with's  tongue  that 
way, 


Than   that  uxorious  shower  that  came  from 

heaven : 
But  you  must  oil  it  first. 

Cred,  1  understand  you. 
Grease  him  i'  th*  fist,  you  mean.    There*8  just 

ten  pieces; 
Tis  but  an  earnest.    If  he  bring't  about, 
I'll  make  those  ten  a  hundred. 
Hear,  Think  it  done. 

[Exit  Credulous,  and  enter  SHAPSy 
Meakwsll. 

SCENE  V. 
Hearsay^  Slicer,  Meanwell,  Shaps. 

Hear,  Our  life,  methinks,  is  but  the  aamt 
with  others : 
To  cozen  and  be  cozen'd,  makes  the  age. 
The  prey  and  feeder  are  that  civil  tiling 
That  sager  heads  call  body  politick. 
Here  is  the  only  difference ;  others  clieat 
By  statute,  but  wt  do't  upon  no  grounds. 
The  firaud*s  the  same  in  both;  tl^re  only  wants 
Allowance  to  our  way.    The  commonwealth 
Hath  not  dedar'd  herself  as  yet  for  us ; 
Wherefore  our  policy  must  be  our  charter. 

Mean,  Well-managed  knav'ry  is  but  one  degree 
Below  plain  honesty. 

Sli,  Give  me  villainy 
That's  circumspect,  and  well-advis'd,  that  doth 
Colour  at  least  for  goodness.    If  the  cloak 
And  mantle  were  puird  oif  from  tilings,  'twould  be 
As  hard  to  meet  an  honest  action,  as 
A  liberal  alderman,  or  a  court-nun. 

Hear,  Knowing  then  how  we  must  direct  oar 
steps. 
Let  us  chalk  out  our  paths :  you,  Shape,  know 
yours. 

Shape,    Where-e'er  I  light  on  Fortune,  my 
commission 
Will  hold  to  take  her  up :  I'll  ease  my  silken 
Friends  of  that  idle  luggage,  we  cull  money. 

Hear,  For  my  good  toothless  countess,  let  as 
try 
To  win  that  old  Eremite  thing,  that  like 
An  imase  in  a  '^  Gerir.an  clock  doth  move. 
Not  walk ;  I  mean,  that  rotten  antiquary. 


ahns.  So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Ma»que  qfAngiers :  *'  The  poor  cattle  yonder  are  passing  away  the  time 
with  a  cheat  loaf,  and  a  bombard  of  broken  beer,*' 

Matque  qf  the  Gtfpsiea : 

" ^he  were  very  carefullv  carried  at  his  mother's  back,  rock'd  in  a  cradle  of  Welsh  cheese,  like 

fi  maggoty  and  there  fed  with  broken  beer  and  blown  wine  of  the  best,  daily." 

The  Belgicke  Pimire,  1622,  p.  76 : 

** having  before  fed  themselves  full  with  the  sweat  of  other  mens  browes,  even  to  gluttome' 

dnmkencssc,  and  snrfetting,  may  rcleeve  with  their  scraps,  crummes,  bones,  and  broken  beere,  the  oece- 
pities  of  such  as  they  or  tlieir  predecessors  have  before  undone  and  made  beggers." 

'*  Ragioni  di  Siato, — Their  several  policies.      S.  P. 

"  German  clock, — GenrMiM  clock*  were  about  this  time  much  in  use;  they  are  frequently  mentioned 
by  Ben  Jonson  and  other  writers.    See  Eyiccene^  A.  4.  S,  9. 
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ACmh.  He'll  sorely  love  her,  'cfuise  she  looks 
like  some 
Old  roio'd  piece,  that  was  five  ages  backward. 
Hear.   To  the  great  vestry-wit,  the  livery- 
brain. 
My  common-council  pate,  that  doth  determine 
A  city-basiness  with  his  ^oves  on's  head. 
We  must  apply  ^ood  hope  of  wealth  and  means. 
8U,  That  sriprng  knight  Sir  Thomas  most  be 
calPd 
Widi  the  same  lore :  He  knows  t'  a  cnim  hotr 

much 
Loss  is  in  twenty  dozen  of  bread,  between 
That  which  is  broke  by  th*  hand  and  that  is  cut. 
Which  way  best  keeps  hb  candles,  bran  or  straw. 
What  tallow*8  lost  in  potting  of  'em  out 
^  spittle,  what  by  foot,  what  by  the  puff. 
What  by  the  holdmg  downwards,  and  what  by 


The  extinguisher ;  which  wick  will  longest  be 
In  lighting,  which  spend  ^test;  he  must  hear 
Nothing  but  moieties,  and  lives,  and  farms. 
Copies,  and  tenures ;  he  is  deaf  to  th'  rest. 

idean.  I'll  speak  the  language  of  the  wealthy 
to  him; 
My  mouth  shall  swill  with  bags,  revenues,  fees. 
Estates,  reversions,  incomes,  and  assurance. 
He's  in  the  gin  already ;  for  his  daughter 
She'll  be  an  easy  purchase. 

Hear,  I  do  hope 
Wc  shall  grow  fiimous;  have  all  sorts  repair 
As  duly  to  us,  as  the  barren  wives 
Of  aged  citizens  do  to  St  Antholin's. 
Come,  let  us  take  our  quarters :  We  may  come 
To  be  some  great  officers  in  time. 

And  with  a  reverend  magisterial  frown. 

Pass  sentence  on  those  faults  that  are  our  own. 
[Eseunt  ( 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

HAVB-AT-ALLy$LicE&,  HEARSAY  koving  rescucd 
him  in  a  quarreL 

Hav,  Tis  destin'd ;  111  be  valiant :  I  am  sure 
I  shall  be  beaten  with  more  credit  then. 
Than  now  I  do  escape.    Lieutenant,  has't 
Betbooght  thyself  as  yet?  Has't  any  way 
To  make  my  sword  fetch  blood  ? 

Sli,  Yon  never  yet 
DhI  kill  your  man  then  ? 

Hav.  No. 

Hear.  Nor  get  your  wench 
With  child,  I  warrant  ? 

Hav.  O  sir ! 

SU.  You're  not  quite 
Free  of  the  gentry,  till  y*  have  marr'd  one  man^ 
And  made  anotlier :  When  one  fury  hath 
Cry*d  quit  with  t'other,  and  your  lost  repair'd 
What  anger  hath  destroy'd,  the  title's  yours ; 
Till  then  you  do  but  stand  for't. 

Htm.  Pox !  who'd  be 
That  vile  scorn'd  name,  that  stuffs  all  court-gate 

bills? 
lieuteoant,  thou  may'st  teach  me  valour  yet. 

SU,  Teach  thee!   I  will  inspire  thee,  man. 
I'll  make 
Thy  name  become  a  terror;  and  to  say. 
That  Have-at-all  is  coming,  shall  make  room 
As  when  the  bears  are  in  procession. 
Hark  hither,  Frank [They  consult. 

Hear,  That's  good,  but 

81L  How  think'st  now? 

Hear,  Nay,  be  will  pay  yon  large — ly.  [Aloud, 

Hav,  Pnjf  what  else? 

Hear.  Make  him  believe  the  citizen*s  his  guest ; 
The  cicizen,  that  he  is  bis. 

SU.  Concluded; 
Would  you  fight  fair,  or  conquer  by  a  spell  ? 


Hav,  I  do  not  care  for  witchcraft;  I  would 
have 
My  strength  rely  merely  upon  itself. 

iS/».  There  is  a  way,  tho  I  ne'er  sliew'd  it  yet. 
But  to  one  Spaniard,  and  'twas  wondrous  happj. 

Hav,  Think  roe  a  second  Spaniard,  worthy  sir. 

SU.  Then  listen.    The  design  is  by  a  dinner ; 
An  easy  way,  you'll  say ;  I'll  say,  a  true : 
Hunger  may  break  stone-walls,  it  ne'er  hurts 

men: 
Your  cleanly  feeder  is  your  man  of  valour. 
What  makes  the  peasant  grovel  in  his  muck. 
Humbling  his  crooked  soul,  but  that  he  eats 
Bread  just  in  colour  like  it?  Courage  ne'er 
Voochsafd  to  dwell  a  minute,  where  a  sullen 
Pair  of  brown  loaves  darken'd  the  dirty  table ; 
Shadows  of  bread,  not  bread.    You  never  knew 
A  solemn  son  of  bag-pudding  and  pottage 
Make  a  commander ;  or  a  tnpe-eater 
Become  a  tyrant :  He's  the  kingdom's  arm 
That  can  feed  large,  and  choicely. 

Hav,  If  that  be 
The  way,  Pll  eat  inysdf  into  courage, 
And  will  devour  valour  enough  quickly. 

Sli,  Tis  not  the  casual  eating  of  tlK>Be  meats, 
That  doth  procure  tliose  spirits,  but  the  order 
And  manner  of  the  meal ;  the  ranking  of 
The  dishes,  that  does  all ;  else  he  that  hath 
The  greatest  range,  would  be  the  hardest  man. 
Those  goodly  juments  of  the  guard  would  fight 
(As  they  eat  beef)  after  six  stone  a  day ; 
The  spit  would  nourish  great  attempts :  my  lord 
Would  lead  a  troop,  as  well  as  now  a  masque ; 
And  force  the  enemy's  sword  with  as  much  ease 
As  his  mistress's  bodkin :  Gallants  would 
Owe  valour  to  their  ordinaries,  and  fight 
After  a  crown  a  meal. 
Hav,  I  do  conceive 
The  art  is  all  in  all.    If  tlmt  you'll  give 
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A  bill  of  your  difections,  TU  account 
Myself  oblig'd  unto  you  for  my  safety. 

SIL  Take  it  then  thus :  AU  must  be  soldier- 
Uke; 
No  dish  but  must  present  artillery ; 
Some  military  instrument  in  each. 
Imprimis,  six  or  seven  yards  of  tripe 
Display'd  instead  o'  th*  ensign. 

Hav.  Why !  you  said. 
Tripe-eaters  ne*er  made  tyrants. 

Sli,  Peace,  sir ;  learners 
Must  be  attentive  and  believe.    Do  y'  think 
We'll  eat  this?  Tis  but  for  formality. 
Item,  a  collar  of  goqd  l&rge  fat  brawn 
Serv*d  for  a  drum,  waited  upon  by  two 
Fair  long  black-puddings,  lying  by  for  drum- 
sticks. 
Item,  a  well-grown  lamprey  for  a  fife ; 
Nex(  some  good  curious  '^march-panes  made 

into 
The  form  of  trumpets.    Then  in  order  shall 
Follow  the  officers :  The  captain  first 
Shall  be  presented  in  a  warlike  cock. 
Swimming  in  white-broth,  as  he*s  wout  in  blood. 
The  serjeanUmajor  he  may  bustle  in 
The  shape  of  some  large  turkey :  for  myself, 
Who  am  lieutenant,  I'm  content  there  be 
A  buzzard  only.    Let  the  cotporal 
Come  sweating  in  '^  a  breast  of  mutton,  stuffed 
With  pudding,  or  strut  in  some  aged  carp : 
Either  doth  serve,  I  think.    As  for  '^  perdueS, 
Some  choice  sous'd  fish  brought  couchant  in  a 

dish 
Amone  some  fennel,  or  some  other  grass, 
Sbewsliow  they  lie  i'  th'  field.    The  soldier  then 


now. 


May  be  thus  rank'd :  the  common  one,  chicken. 
Duck,  rabbit,  pigeon ;  for  tlie  more  genteel. 
Snipe,  woodcock,  partridge,  pheasant,  quail  will 
serve. 

Hear,  Bravely  contriv'd ! 

SIL  That  weapons  be  not  wanting, 
We'll  have  a  dozen  of  bones  well  ^arg*d  with 

marrow 
For  ordnance,  muskets,  petronels,  petards ; 
Twelve  yards  of  sausage  by,  instead  of  match  ; 
And  '^  caveary  then  prepar'd  hr  wild-fire. 

Hear.  Rare  rogue !  how  I  do  love  him  i 
methinks ! 

Sli,  Next  we'll  have  true  fat  eatable  old  pikes, 
Tlien  a  fresh  turbot  brought  in  for  a  buckler. 
With  a  long  spitchcock  for  the  sword  adjoio'd. 
We'll  bring  the  ancient  weapons  into  play. 

Hav,  ]l£>st  rare,  by  Heaven ! 

Sli.  Peaches,  apricots. 
And  ^^malecotoons,  with  otlier  choicer  plumbs, 
Will  serve  for  large-sized  bullets ;  then  a  dish 
Or  two  of  pease  for  small  ones.    I  could  now 
Tell  you  of  pepper  in  the  stead  of  powder. 
But  that  'tis  not  in  fashion  'mongst  us  gallants. 
If  this  might  all  stand  upon  drum-heads,  'twould 
Work  somewhat  better. 

Hav,  Will't  so  ?  Then  we'll  have  'em 
From  every  ward  i*  th*  city. 

Sli.  No,  I'm  loth 
To  put  you  to  such  charge.    For  once,  a  long 
Table  shall  serve  the  turn :  'tis  no  great  matter : 
The  main  thing's  still  behind.    We  must  have 

there 
Some  fort  to  scale ;  a  venison-pasty  doth  it. 
You  may  have  other  pyes  instead  of  out-works : 


'^ marchrpoMis, — Mareh'faine  was  a  confection  made  of  pistacho  nuts,  almonds,  and  sncar,  4te. 

Ibrmeiiy  in  hirii  esteem,  and  a  constant  article  in  the  deserts  of  our  ancestors. — See  the  Notes  of 
Dr  Gray,  Mr  Hawkins,  and  Mr  Steevens,  to  Romeo  and  JvUet,  A.  1.  S.  5. 

'7  a  hreoH  qf  mutton  stnPd 

9Vith  paddlfif  .—This  is  caoled  a  St  Stephen's  Puddiiig :   it  used  formerly  to  be  provided  at 
St  John's  College,  Cambridge,  uniformly  on  St  Stephen's  Day.    S.  P. 

's ferdueM,'-Set  Note  19  to  The  Gobline,  Dodsley's  Old  PUys,  p.  151,  edit  17B0. 

'9 coTMry — or  caveare.  Giles  Fletcher,  in  his  Rusie  CommomDeaUh^  t591,  p.  11,  says,  in'Roasia 

they  have  divers  kinds  offish,  ^  very  cood  and  delicate :  as  the  Bellouga  or  Bellougina,  or  font  or  five 
elnes  long ;  the  Ositrina  or  Sturgeon,  but  not  so  thicke  nor  long.  These  four  kinds  offish  i>reed  in 
the  VolgSoy  and  are  catched  in  great  plenty,  and  served  thence  into  the  whole  reatane  for  a  great  Ibod. 
Of  the  roes  of  these  foure  kinds,  they  make  very  great  store  of  Icary,  or  caveary." 

Tlie  introduction  of  these  foreign  delicacies,  is  ridiculed  by  several  writers  of  the  times ;  as  Ben 
Jonson's  CytUhia^e  Revels,  A.  3.  S.  1 : 

**  Come,  let  us  go  and  taste  some  light  dinner,  a  dish  of  sli<fd  caeiaref  or  so." 
Marston's  What  Ymi  H^iUy  A.  2.  S.  1 : 

*'  A  man  can  scarce  put  on  a  tuckt-up  cop,  * 

A  button'd  irizado  sute ;  scarce  eate  good  meate. 
Anchovies,  caviare^  but  bee's  satired, 
And  term'd  phantasticall." 


^^ malecotome^-Tht  malacoton  is  one  of  the  late  pradbes. 

Fair: 

'<  A  soft  Tdvet  head  Uke  a  mettieotUm.'*     S. 


So,  in  Bea  Joiis«n*s  BsrtiMotnfw^ 
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Some  sconces  would  not  be  amisSy  I  think. 
When  this  is  all  prepar'd,  and  when  we  see 
The  table  look  like  a  pitcird  battle,  then 
Well  give  the  word,  fall  to,  slash,  kill,  and  spoil : 
Destraction,  rapine,  violence :  spare  none. 

Hear,  Thou  hast  forgotten  wine,  lieutenant, 
wine. 

SIL  Then  to  avoid  the  gross  absurdity 
Of  a  dry  battle,  'cause  there  must  some  blood 
Be  spilt  (on  th'  enemies  side,  I  mean,)  you  may 
Have  there  a  rundlet  of  brisk  Claret,  and 
As  much  of  Alicant :  the  same  quantity 
Of  Tent  would  not  be  wanting;  'tis  a  wine 
Most  like  to  blood.    Some  shall  bleed  fainter 

colours ; 
As  sack  and  white-wine.    Some  that  have  the 

itch, 
(As  ihere  are  taylors  still  in  every  army,) 
Shall  run  with  Rhenish  that  hath  brimstone  in't. 
When  this  is  done,  fight  boldly ;  write  yourself 
The  tenth  or  leventh  worthy,  which  you  please, 
Yoar  choice  is  free. 

ffor.  ril  be  the  gaming  worthy ; 
My  word  shall  be  twice  twelve.    I  think  the  dice 
Ne'er  mounted  any  upon  horseback  yet. 

Sit.  We*ll  bring  your  friends  and  ours  to  this 
laree  dinner : 
It  works  the  oetter  eaten  before  witness. 
Beware  you  say  'tis  yours :  confession  is 
One  step  to  weakness ;  private  conscience  is 
A  theatre  to  valour.    Let*s  be  close ; 
Old  Credulous  and  his  son,  and  Mr  Caster, 
Shall  all  be  there. 

Hav,  But  tlien  they  will  grow  valiant 
All  at  my  charge. 

SU,  ^fe'er  fear't :  th'  upknowing  man 
Eats  only  flesh,  the  understanding,  valour : 
His  ignorance  i'  th'  mystery  keeps  him  coward. 
To  him  'tis  but  a  meal :  to  you  'tis  virtue. 
It  shall  be  kept  here. 

Hav.  No  ntter  place.    There  is 
Aa  old  rich  clutch-nst  knight.  Sir  Thomas  Bitefig, 
Invite  him  too ;  perhaps  1  may  have  luck. 
And  break  his  purse  yet  open  for  one  hundred. 
A  usurer  is  somewhat  exorable 
When  lie  is  full ;  he  ne'er  lends  money  empty. . 

SU.  Discreer,  and  wisely  done ;  I  was  about 
V  have  prompted  it. 

Hear.  Stout  Mr  Have-atrall^ 
Let's  be  sworn  brothers. 

Hav.  Pox !  thou  fear'st  I'll  beat  thee 
After  I've  eaten.    Dost  thou  think  I'll  offer't  ? 


By  my  next  meal  I  won't;  oay,  I  do  love 
Mj  friends  howe'er:  I  do  but  think  how  I 
Shall  bastinado  o'er  the  ordinaries. 
Arm'd  with  my  sword,  battoon  and  foot,  I'll 

walk 
To  give  each  rank  its  due.    No  one  shall  'scape. 
But  he  I  win  of. 

Hear.  You  shall  have  at  least 
Some  twenty  warrants  sign'd  upon  you  straight. 
The  trunk-liose  justices  will  try  all  means 
To  bind  you  to  the  peace,  but  that  your  strength 
Shall  not  be  bound  by  any. 

Sli.  Sui^eous  will 
Pray  for  your  health  and  happiness;  you  may 
Bring  'em  to  be  your  tributaries,  if 
You  but  deny  to  fight  a  while. 

Hav.  My  teeth 
Are  on  an  edge  till  I  do  eat ;  now  will 
I  cozen  all  men  without  opposition. 
I  feel  my  strength  increase  with  very  thought 

on't. 
Sword,  sword,  thou  shalt  grow  fat;  and  thou 

battoon. 
Hold  out,  I  pr*y thee ;  when  my  labour's  done, 
I'll  plant  thee  in  the  tower-yard,  and  there, 
Water'd  with  wine,  thou  shalt  revive,  and  spring 
In  spice  of  nature  with  fresh  succulent  bouglis. 
Which  shall  supply  the  commonwealth  with 

cudgels. 
Thou,  I  first  meet  after  this  meal,  I  do 
Pronounce  unhappy  shadow ;  happy  yet 
In  that  thou'lt  (all  by  me.    Some  men  I  will 
Speak  into  carcase,  some  I'll  look  to  deatli. 
Others  I'll  breathe  to  dust ;  none  shall  hold  back 
This  fatal  arm :  The  Templers  shall  not  dare 
T  attempt  a  rescue ;  no  mild  words  shall  bury 
My  splitted,  spitchcock'd 

Sit.  *'Oliv'd,hash'd 

Hear.  Dry'd,  powder'd 

.  Hav.  Roasted  fury.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Meanwell,  Moth. 

Mean.  If  what  I  spenk  prove  false,  then  stig- 
matize me. 
^^  Moth.  I  na's  not  what  you  mean ;  *^  depar- 
dieux 
You  **snyb  mine  old  years,  sans  fail  I  *'wene 

you  bin 
A  *®  janglcr,  and  a  *^golierdis. 
Mean.  I  swear 


*'  Olk^d^  kaMk*d.—Olixfd  is  a  term  of  cookery.    In  Mnrreirs  N«r  Book  qf  Cookenfy  N.  D.  is  a  receipt 
to  make  an  oUtt  pye  to  be  eaten  hot.    OHeet  are  colhp$  of  any  meat.      S. 

^  Afo<A.—Cartwright  has  fetched  most  of  his  antiquated  terms  from  Chaucer.    I  have  therefore 
given  the  explanation  of  them  from  Mr  Tyrwhit's  excellent  Glossary  on  tliat  author. 

** DepordtfHx.— In  God's  name.      T.  *♦ snyfr-snub,  reprove.      T. 

•    ** «M^— think,  suppose.      T.  ^ jangier—ti  prater.      T. 

«7 roHerdU—^*  urn  goUm-dtM,  Fr.  GoImhIm,  or  Goliardensis,  Lat.    This  jovial  sect  seems  to  have 

beoi  so  calkd  from  Goliis,  the  real  or  assumed  name  of  a  man  of  wit,  toward  the  end  of  the  twtifUi 
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By  tboae  two  JaDos'  heads  you  had  of  us. 
And  your  own  too,  as  rererend  as  those, 
There  is  one  loves  you,  that  you  think  not  on. 

Moth,  Nad  be,  none  pleasaunce  is  in  me 
/•ylaft. 
This  white  top  writeth  my  much  years,  I  wis, 
*^  My  fire  yreken  is  in  ashen  cold, 
I  can  no  whit  of  daliance :  If  I  kissen. 
These  thick  stark  bristles  of  mine  beard  will 

pricken 
Ylike  the  skin  of  hound-fish,    'o  Sikeriy 
What  wends  against  the  grain  is  ^'  lytherly. 

Mean,   Methinks  y*are  strong  enoughi  and 
ver^  lusty. 
Fit  to  get  heirs ;  among  your  other  pieces 
Of  age  and  time,  let  one  young  face  be  seen 
May  call  you  father. 

Moth,  Wholesom  counsel !  But 
The  world  is  now  full  '*  tykel  sykerly ; 
T'n  hard  to  find  a  damosel  '^  unwenned ; 
Thev  beins  all  coltish  and  full  of^^ragery, 
And  full  of'*  gergon  as  is  a  '•flecken  pye. 
Whoso  with  them  maketh  tliat  bond  anon, 
Which  inen  do  ^^  clypen  spousail,  or  wedlock, 
Saint  Idiot  is  his  lord,  I  wis. 

Mean,  This  is 
No  tender  and  wanton  thing,  she  is  a  stay'd 
And  settled  widow,  one  who*il  be  a  nurse 
Unto  you  in  your  latter  days. 

Moth,  '•  A  norice 
Some  dele  ystept  in  age !  So  ^'  mote  I  gone, 
This  goeth  arignt ;  how  ^  highteth  she,  say  you  ? 

Mean.  Mrs  Joan  Potlack,  vintner  Poduck's 
widow. 

Moth,  Joan  Potlnck,  spinster  ?  Lore  me  no- 
thing mere 
Alouten :  what  time  'gan  she  brendle  thus? 

Mean,  On  Thursday  morning  last. 


Moth.  Y*  Blessed  Thursday, 
Ycleped  so  from  Thor  the  Saxons*  god. 
Ah  benedicite,  I  might  soothly  sayne. 
Mine  mouth  bath  itched  all  this  livelong  day; 
All  night  me  ^  met  eke,  that  I  was  at  kirk ; 
My  heart  gan  ^Qoapp  full  oft.     Dan  Copido 
Sure  sent  Uiylke  ^^  sweven  to  mine  head. 

Mean,  You  shall 
Know  more,  if  you'll  walk  in.         [Exit  Mean. 

Moth.  Wend  you  beforne ; 
^Kembeth  thyself,  and  ♦*  pyketh  now  thyself; 
Sleeketh  thyself;    make  cneer  much  ^digne, 

good  Robert : 
I  do  arret  thou  shalt  acquainted  bin 
With  nymphs  and  fiiuns,  and  hamadryades ; 
And  yeke  the  sisteme  nine  Pierides 
That  were  transmued  into  birds,  ♦^  nerop'd  pyes, 
Metaroorphoseos  wat  well  what  I  mean. 
I  is  as  jollie  now  as  fish  in  Seine.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
Hearsay,  Caster,  Shape. 

Hear.  Can  I  lie  hid  no  where  securely  from 
The  throng  and  press  of  men  ?  Must  every  place 
Become  a  theatre,  where  I  seek  shelter  ? 
And  solitudes  become  markets,  'cause  I'm  there  f 
Good  sir,  I  know  your  tricks :  you  would  intrmp : 
This  is  your  snare,  not  your  request. 

Shape.  Take  heed, 
He*s  nois'd  about  for  a  deep-searching  head, 
ril  pawn  my  life  'tis  a  trick. 

Hear.  Leave  off  these  gins, 
You  do  not  do  it  handsomely.    You  think 
Y'  have  met  with  fools,  I  warrant. 

Shape,  On  my  life,  a  spy,  a  mere  informer. 

Cat,  As  I  hope 
For  (brtanes,  my  intentions  are  most  fair. 


century,  who  wrote  Apocaiyptit  Golt>,  and  other  pieces,  in  burlesque  Latin  rimes,  some  of  which 
have  been  falsely  attributed  to  Waher  Map.  In  several  authors  of  the  thirteenth  century,  quoted  by 
Do  Cange,  the  Goliardi  are  classed  with  Aejocutaiorea  or  bufone$."      T. 

»s y[q^— left.      T. 

^  M^fire  yrdeen  U  m  oAen  cold,— -So,  in  Chaucer's  Rev^s  Protogue,  v.  S880 : 

*^  Yet  in  our  ashen  cold  is  fire  yreken.''      S. 

On  this  last  line  Mr  Tyrwhit  observen,  <'  There  is  so  great  a  resemblance  between  this  line  and  tiie 
following,  in  the  CAttrd^yard  Elegy^  Do<Uley*s  Collection,  Vol.  IV  : 

"  Ev'n  in  our  ashes  live  their  wonted  fires — " 

that  I  should  certainly  have  considered  the  latter  as  an  hnitetion,  if  Mr  Gray  himself  had  not  referred 
US  to  the  169  (170)  Sonnet  of  Petrarch,  as  his  original :  Ch'i  veggio  net  penatety  &.c:* 


5®  Sikert^f--9mt\y,      T. 

3» iyfce^— oncertam.      T. 

3* finery— wantonness.      T. 

jA ^dkM— spotted.      T. 

3*  A  nonet, — ^A  nmse.      T. 

40  -. hightetk^is  she  called.      T. 

4» fuapp    tremble  or  qoake. 

44 Ltaitff*— combeth.      T. 

46  ——  i%iM— worthy.      T. 


3'  hftherly—yery  ill.      T, 

^^ umeemud — unspotted.     T 

'* gergon— jargony  chattering. 

^' cUfpen—ctll,  name.      T. 

3« wufte-^aoMU     T. 

♦'  mef-^dreamed.      T. 

43 
45 


47 


sweven — dream.      T. 

pyketh — pick  as  a  hawk  does  hit  feathers. 

d.      T. 


T. 
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Sh^e,  A  gamester's  oath  !  he  hath  some  re- 
flenratioD. 

Hear.  Yet,  did  I  think  you  true 

Cos.  By  aU  that's  good,' 
You  do  me  wroos,  to  think  that  Fd  wrong  yon. 

Hear.  When  flay  ngent  last  in  New  Atlantis, 
I  met  with,  what  you  now  desire,  a  strange 
New  way  of  wionuig,  but  yet  very  s^rc. 
Were  not  the  dao^r  great,  I'd 

Cat.  Do  you  think 
I  will  betray  myself,  or  you,  whom  I 
Esteem  above  myself?  I  have  as  yet 
One  hundred  left ;  some  part  of  which 

Shape.  Faith,  sir, 
These  times  require  advice :  if  it  should  come 
Unto  the  council's  ear  once,  he  might  be 
Sent  into  other  kingdoms,  to  win  up 
Moneif  for  the  relief  o'  th'  sUte,  and  so 
Be  as  it  were  an  honest  kind  of  exile. 

Cos,  If  I  do  e'er  discover,  may  I  want 
M<mey  to  pay  my  ordinary ;  nmy  I 
At  my  last  stake  (when  there  is  nothing  else 
To  lose  the  game)  throw  ames-ace  thrice  together ! 
m  give  you  forty  pound  in  hand 

near.  I  may 
Shew  you  the  virtue  oPt,  though  not  the  thing : 
I  love  my  country  very  well.    ♦*  Your  high 
And  low  men  are  but  trifles;  your  pois*d  dye. 
That's  ballasted  with  quicksilver  or  gold, 
Is  gross  to  this 

Shape.  Proffer  him  more,  I  say. 

Ca$.  Here's  fifty 

Hear,  For  the  bristle  dye,  it  is 
Not  wortli  that  hand  that  guides  it :  toys  fit  only 
For  clerks  to  win  poor  costermongers  ware  with. 

Shape.  You  do  not  come  on  well. 

Com.  Here's  threescore  ■ 

Hear.  Then  [box, 

Your  hollowed  thumb  join'd  with  your  wriegled 
The  slur,  and  such  like,  are  not  to  be  talk'dof : 
They're  open  to  the  eye.  For  cards,  you  may. 
Without  toe  help  of  any  secret  word, 
Or  a  false  hand,  without  the  cut  or  shufile. 
Or  the  pack'd  trick,  have  what  you  will  yourself; 
There's  none  to  contradict  you. 

Cas,  If  you  please 
But  to  instruct  me,  here  is  fourscore  pound. 


Hear.  Do  y'  think  'tis  money  I  esteem  ?  I  can 
Command  each  term  by  art,  as  much  as  will 
Furnish  a  navy.    Had  you  but  five  pound 
\jeit  you  in  all  the  world,  I'd  undertake 
Within  one  fortnight  you  should  see  five  thousand 
Not  that  I  covet  any  of  your  dross. 
But  that  the  power  of  this  art  may  be 
More  demonstrably  evident,  leave  in 
My  hands  all  but  some  smaller  sum,  to  set 
Something  to  stake  at  first. 

Shape.  He'll  tell  you  all, 
If  you  but  seem  to  trust  him. 

C«s.  Here  I'll  lay 
Down  in  your  hands  all  but  this  little  portion, 
Which  I  reserve  for  a  foundation. 

Hear.  Being  y'  are  confident  of  me,  and  I 
Presume  your  ups  are  sealed  up  to  silence. 
Take  that,  which  J  did  never  yet  discover; 
So  lielp  you  fortune,  me  philosophy. 
(I  roust  mtreat  your  absence,  Mr  bhape.) 

[Exit  Shapb. 
I  do  presume,  you  know  the  strength  and  pow'r 
That  lies  in  foncy. 

Cot.  Strange  things  are  done  by  it. 

Hear.  It  works  upon  that  which  is  not  asyet : 
The  little  ^thiop  infant  had  not  been 
^  White  in  his  cradle,  had  he  not  been  first 
White  in  the  mother's  strong  imagination. 
'Tis  thought  the  hairy  child,  that's  shewn  about, 
Came  by  the  mother  s  thinking  on  the  picture 
Of  Saint  John  Baptist  in  his  camel's  coat. 
See  we  not  beasts  conceive,  as  they  do  fancy 
The  present  colours  plac'd  before  their  eyes  ? 
We  owe  pyed  colts  unto  the  varied  horse-cloth, 
And  the  white  partridge  to  the  neighbouring 

snow. 
Fancy  can  save  or  kill :  it  hath  clos'd  up 
'°  Wounds  when  the  balsam  could  not,  and 

without 
The  aid  of  salves.    To  think,  hath  been  a  cure. 
For  witchcraft  then,  that's  all  done  by  the  force 
Of  mere  imagination.    That  which  can 
Alter  the  course  of  nature,  I  presume, 
You'll  grant  shall  bear  more  rule  in  petty  hazards. 

Coi.  It  must,  it  must,  good  sir.    I  pray  go  on. 

Hear.   Now  the  strongest  fancies  still   are 
found  to  dwell 


^  Fmct  high  oad  low  men.—\ii^  men  and  low  men,  are  false  dice. — See  Florio's  Dictionary^  1598, 
voce  Ptse.  These  terms  so  very  oft  occur  in  our  ancient  dramatic  writers,  that  to  quote  examples 
would  be  endless, 

^  White  in  fU$  cradle.— The  original  edition  reads.  Black  in  hia  cradle  ;  but,  as  this  play  was  not 
printed  until  after  the  author's  death,  it  is  undoubtedly  a  mistake ;  the  epithet  black,  does  not  agree 
with  the  book  from  whence  the  story  is  taken.  See  Sir  Kenehn  Digby's  Difcovne  touching  the  Cwe 
tffFomids  by  the  Powder  qf  Sympathy,  4th  edition,  1664,  p.  104  :"  1  told  her  sundry  stories  upon 
fins  subject;  as  that  of  the  Queen  of  Ethiopia,  who  was  delivered  of  a  white  boy  ;  which  was  attri- 
buted to  a  picture  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  which  she  had  always  near  the  teaster  of  her  bed,  whercunto 
she  bore  great  devotion.  I  urged  another,  of  a  woman  who  was  brought  to  bed  of  a  child  all  hairy, 
bfcanse  of  a  portrait  of  St  John  Baptist  in  the  wilderness ;  where  he  wore  a  coat  of  earners  hair." 

^  Wonnd$y  ^c— See  Sir  Kenehn  Digby*s  l>tscottrsf,  p.  6. 


156 


THE  ORDINARY. 


[Cartwrigut. 


In  the  moot  simple ;  they  being  easiest  won 
To  the  most  6rm  belief,  who  understand  not 
Who  'tis  thev  do  believe.    If  they  think  'twill 
Be  so,  it  will  be  so :  they  do  command. 
And  check  (he  course  of  fortune ;  they  may  stop 
Thunder,  and  make  it  stand,  as  if  arrested 
In  its  mid  journey.     If  that  such  a  one 
Shall  think  you'll  win,  you  must  win  :  'tis  a  due 
That  nature  pays  those  men  in  recompence 
Of  her  deficiency,  that  whate'er  they  think 
Shall  come  to  pass.     But  now  the  hardest  will  be 
To  find  out  one  that's  capable  of  thinking. 

Cat.  I  know  you  can  produce  an  instrument 
To  work  this  your  design  by.  Let  me  owe  you 
The  whole  and  entire  courtesy. 

Hear,  I've  one 
Committed  to  my  custody  but  lately ; 
The  powerfuirst  that  way,  I  e'er  found  yet : 
He  will  but  think  he  shall  be  abus*d  in  such 
A  company,  and  he's  abus'd :  be  will 
Imagine  Only  that  he  shall  be  cheated, 
And  he  is  cfieated  :  all  still  comes  to  pass. 

He*8  but  one  pin  above  a  natural :  but 

Cat,  We'll  purchase  him :  I'll  take  up  for't. 
Old  dimon 
Shall  have  my  farm  outright  now.    What's  a 

piece 
Of  dirty  earth  to  me?   a  clod?  a  turf? 

Hear,  Because  I  see  your  freer  nature's  such 
As  doth  deserve  supplies,  I'll  do  my  best 
To  win  him  o'er  a  while  into  your  service. 
Cat,  If  I  should  strive  to  pay  you  thanks,  I 
filiould 
But  undervalue  this  great  courtesy. 
Sir,  give  me  leave  to  think  and  worship.    Stay ; 
First,  will  I  beggar  all  the  gentlemen 
That  do  keep  terms;  then  build  with  what  1  win. 
Next,  I'll  undo  all  gaming  citizens, 
And  purchase  upon  that:  The  foreman  shall 
Want  of  his  wonted  opportunities ; 
Old  Thomas  shall  keep  home,  I  warrant  him. 
I  will  ascend  to  the  groom-porter's  next. 
Fly  higher  games,  and  make  my  mincing  knights 
Walk  musing  in  their  knotty  frieze  abroad ; 
For  they  shall  have  no  home.  There  shall  not  be 
Tiiat  pleasure  but  1*11  baulk :  I'll  run  o'er  Nature ; 
And  when  I've  ransack'd  her,  I'll  weary  Art ; 
My  means  Fm  sure  will  reach  it.    Let  me  see, 
'Twill  yearly  be — by  Ueav'n  I  know  not  what — 
Hear,  Ne'er  think  to  sum  it,  'tis  impossible ; 
You  shall  ne'er  know  what  angels,  pieces,  pounds, 
Tliosc  names  of  want  and  beggary,  mean;  your 

tongue 
Shall  utter  nought  but  millions :  you  shall  mea* 

sure, 
Not  count  your  moneys;  your  revenues  shall 
*Be  proud,  and  insolent,  and  unruly;         [ings, 
Tiiey  shall  increase  above  your  conquer'd  spend- 


In  spite  of  their  excess ;  your  care  shall  be 
Only  to  tame  your  riches,  and  to  make  them 
Grow  sober,  and  obedient  to  your  use. 

Cat.  I'll  send  some  forty  thousand  unto  Paul's; 
Build  a  cathedral  next  in  ^'  Banbury ; 
Give  organs  to  each  parish  in  the  kingdom ; 
And  so  root  out  the  unmusical  elect. 
I'll  pay  all  foldiers  whom  their  captains  won't; 
Raise  a  new  hospital  for  those  maim'd  people 
That  have  been  hurt  in  gaming ;  then  build  up 
All  colleges,  that  ruin  hath  deroolish'd, 
Or  interruption  left  unperfect. 

Hear,  'Twill  ne'er  be  done,  I  think,  unless 
you  do  it. 
Provide  the  wealthiest  gamesters ;  there's  but  one 
Thing  that  can  do  us  wronp,  discovery. 
You  have  no  enemy,  but  &ilty. 

Cat,  Night  and  silence  are  loud  names,  com- 

rir'd  with  me. 
see  the  tide  of  fortune  n^ling  in 
Without  resisunce.    Go,  be  close,  and  happy. 

[Eseunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Ajidrew,  Meanwell. 

And,  Upon  my  conscience  now,  he  cheated 
me;  "  . 

I  could  have  never  lost  it  else  so  strangely. 
Mean.  What  is  a  paltry  cloak  to  a  man  of 
worth  ? 
It  barr'd  men  only  o'  th*  sight  of  your  body ; 
Your  handsomeness  will  now  appear  the  better. 
And.  He  was  as  like  our  Mr  Shape  as  could  be ; 
But  that  he  had  a  patch  upon  his  cheek, 
And  a  black  beard,!  should  haveswom  'twere  he  ; 
It  was  somebody  in  his  clothes,  I'm  sure. 

Mean.  Some  cunning  cheater,  upon  my  life, 
won 
His  cloak  and  suit  too. 

And.  There  it  is  for  certain. 
Pies  take  him!  doth  he  play  for  cloaks  still? 

Surely 
He  hath  ft  fly  only  to  win  good  clothes. 

Enter  Shape. 

Sha:pe,  The  pox  and  plague  take  all  ill  fortune ! 
this 
The  second  time  that  he  hatli  cheated  roe ; 
My  very  best  suit  that  I  had ! 

And.  How  now ! 
What  lost  your  cloak,  and  suit  ?  A  jest,  I  vow  ; 
I  vow  a  pretty  jest :  Odsnigs  I  goess'd  so ; 
I  saw  him  have  it  on ;  it  made  him  look  as  like 
you, 

As  like  you Tis  a  rogue,  a  meer  decov. 

Shape,  A  rogue,  a  meer  decoy !   and  yet  like 
me! 


»■  Baa^iifjf.— From  Bishop  Corbett's  Iter  BoreaU,    This  town  appears  to  have  been  inhabited 
chiefly  by  Puritans.    Mr  Dodd,  mentioned  in  A.  4.  S.  5.  was  minister  there. 
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And,  Naj  bold^  I  mean  he  id  a  rogoe,  wben 
that 
He  bath  bis  own  clothes  on.   D'you  think  that  I 
Wooid  call  him  so,  when  he  is  in  your  suit? 

Shape.  No  more  of  that,  good  Andrew,  as 
jou  love  me ; 
Keep  in  your  wit. 

And,  Speak,  tntor,  Do  I  use 
Toqaarrel?   speak,  good  tutor. 

Mean.  That  wit,  Andrew, 
Of  yours,  will  be  th*  undoing  of  you,  if 
Yoa  uset  no  better. 

And.  Faith,  I  thought  I  might 
Have  broke  a  witty  jest  upon  him,  being 
IVe  lost  my  cloak. 

Mean,  True ;  but  he  has  lost  his  too : 
And  then  you  know  that  is  not  lawful  wit. 

Enter  Heabsay. 

Hear.  Here's  Mr  Credulous,    and  old  Sir 

Thomas; 
Tbey  bare  some  business  with  you. 
Mean.  Bring  'em  in. 
Shape.  My  business  lies  not  here,  sirs ;  fare 

you  weM.  [Exit  Shape. 

And.  For  God*8  sake  don't  you  tell  old  Sim. 

on't  now. 


SCENE  V. 

To  them  Sir  Thomas  Bitefig,  Credulous. 

Mean.  God  save  you,  good  Sir  Thomas. 
&>  T.  Save  yon,  sir. 
Mean.  Yon're  welcome,  Mr  Credulous. 
Cred.  Come  hither; 
Whither  do  you  steal  now?    What!   Where's 
your  cloak  ? 
And,  Going  to  foils  e'en  now,  I  put  it  ofif. 
Mean.  To  tell  you  truth,  he  hath  lost  it  at 

doublets. 
Cred.  With  what  a  lye  you'd  flap  me  in  the 
mouth  1 
Thou  hast  the  readiest  invention 

To  put  off  any  thing thou  had'st  it  from 

Thy  mother,  I'll  be  sworn :  T  ne'er  came  from 
me. 
Mean.  Peace,  as  you  love  yourself;  if  that 
the  knight 
Should  once  perceive  that  he  were  given  to 

gaming, 
Twould  make  him  break  the  match  off  presently. 
Cred.  Sir  Thomas,  lio^s  my  son;  he  may  be 
yours. 
If  you  please  to  accept  him. 

And.  Father,  don't 
Give  me  away  for  this:  try  me  once  more. 

Sir  T.  I  like  his  person  well  enough,  if  that 
Yoall  make  him  an  estate  convenient. 
Mean.  He  hath  more  in  him,  sir,  than  he  can 
shew : 
He  hatb  one  fault,  he's  something  covetous. 


Sir  T.  Marry  !  a  very  commendable  iault. 

Cred.  He  is  descended  of  no  great  high  blood: 
He  hath  a  house,  altlK>ugh  he  came  of  none : 
His  grandfather  was  a  good  livery-man. 
Paid  scot  and  lot,  old  Timothy  Credulous, 
My  father ;   though  I  say  it,  that  should  not. 

Sir  T.  I  don't  regard  this  thing,  that  you  call 
blood; 
'Tis  a  meer  name,  a  sound. 

Mean.  Your  worship  speaks 
Just  like  yourself;  methinks  he's  noble. 
That's  truly  rich :  men  may  talk  much  of  lines. 
Of  arms,  of  blood,  of  race,  of  pedigree. 
Houses,  descents,  and  families ;   they  are 
But  empty  noise,  God  knows ;  the  idle  breath 
Of  that  puff  nothing.  Honour :  formal  words. 
Fit  for  the  tongues  of  men  that  ne'er  knew  yet 
What  stem,  what  gentry,  nay,  what  virtue,  lies 
In  great  revenues. 

Sir  T.  Well  and  pithy  said  ! 
You  may  work  on  m^  daughter,  and  prevail 
For  that  young  stripling :  'TIS  a  foolish  wench, 
An  unexperienc'd  girl ;  she'd  like  to  have  been 
Caught  by  Sir  Rot^rt  Littleworth's  son,  if  that 
I  had  not  banish'd  him  my  house ;  a  youth 
Honest  enough,  I  think,  but  that  he's  pour; 
Bom  to  more  name  than  fortune. 

Cred.  He  is  safe 
For  ever  wooing.    I  have  laid  his  father 
Out  of  harm's  way;  there's  picking  meat  for  him ; 
And  God  knows  where  he  s  gone ;  he  hath  not 

been 
Seen  this  lon§r  while ;  he's  sure  cum'd  va^bond ; 
No  sight  of  him  since  th'  arrest  of  his  fatber. 
Andrew,  address  yourself  to  good  Sir  Thomas. 

And.  'Slid,  fiither,  you're  the  strangest  man— 
I  won't. 

Cred.   As  God  shall  mend  me,  thou'rt  the 

proudest  thing 

Thou  can'st   not  compliment,    but   in    capa- 
risons. 

And.  What's  that  to  you?  Pd  fsAn  say  some* 
thing  yet; 
But  that  I  can't,  my  losses  do  so  vex  me. 

Cred.  Come,  think  not  on't,  my  boy;  I'll 
furnish  thee. 

And.  Sir,  though 

Cred,  Nay,  to't,  I  say;  help  him,  sir,  help  him. 

And.  Sir,  tho'  without  my  cloak  at  this  time — 

To-morrow  I  shall  have  one give  me  leave 

Barely  to  say 1  am  your  servant,  sir 

In  hose  and  doublet. 

Cred,  I'll  do  what  yon  told  me. 

Hear.  Take  heed :  if  that  you  do't,  bell  guess 
you're  given 
To  idle  spend ings,  and  so  cross  the  match. 
I  will  invite  him  as  to  myself. 

Cred.  Do  so. 

Hear.  Sir  Thomas,  if  you'll  please  so  far  to 
groce  us. 
As  be  a  guest  to-morrow  here,  we  shall  - 
Study  hereafter  to  deserve  the  favour. 
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Sir  T,  Although  I  do  not  use  to  eat  at  ordi- 
naries ; 
Yet,  to  accept  your  courtesy,  good  friends, 
ril  break  my  wonted  custom. 


Hear.  You  shall  have  it 
With  a  free  heart. 

Sir  T,  Ifl  thought  otherwise, 
I  do  assure  you,  Pd  not  venture  hither.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 

Moth.  ** Harrow,  alas!  I  "swelthere  as  I 
5*  Brenning  in  fire  of  little  Cupido.  [go ; 

I  no  where  hoart  yfeel,  but  on  mine  head. 
Huh,  huh,  huh,  so ;  ycapred  very  wele. 
I  am  thine  leeke,  thou  Chaucer  eloquent ; 
Mine  head  is  white,  but  oh !  mine  taile  is  green. 
This  is  the  palyes  where  mine  lady  wendeth. 

'^  Saint  Francis  and  Saint  Benediglit, 
Blei$e  this  house frdm  wicked  wight ; 
From  the  night-mare,  and  the  goblin. 
That  is  highty  Good-fellow  Robin ; 
Keep  it  from  all  evil  spirits. 
FairieSf  weezels,  rats,  and  ferrets : 

From  Cuffew-time 

To  the  next  prime. 

Come  forth,  mine  duck,  mioe  bryd,  mine  honey- 
comb ; 
Come  forth,  mine  cinamon. 

Enter  Mrs  Potllck. 

Fot.  Who  is't  that  calls? 

Moth,  A  knight  most  gent. 

Fot.  What  is  your  pleasure,  sir  ? 

Moth.  Thou  art  mine  pleasure,  by  dame  Ve- 
nus brent; 
80  fresh  thou  art,  and  therewith  so  '^  lycand. 

Fot.  Alas !  I  am  not  any  flickerinf^  thing  : 
I  cannot  boast  of  that  slight-fading  gifk 
You  men  call  beauty ;  all  my  handsomeness 
Is  my  good-breedin£,  and  my  honesty. 
I  could  plant  red,  where  you  now  yellow  see; 
But  painting  shews  an  harlot. 

Moth.  Harlot;  so 
'  Called  from  one  Harlotha,  concubine 
To  ^^  deignous  Wilhelme,  bight  the  Conqueror. 

Fot.  Were  he  ten  Williams,  and  ten  con- 
querors, 


I'd  have  him  know*t,  I  scorn  to  be  his  harlot. 
I  never  yet  did  take  press-money  to 
Serve  under  any  one. 

Moth.  Then  take  it  now. 
Werme   kiss!    Tliine  lips  ytaste  like  marrow 

milk; 
Me  ibinketh  that  fresh  butter  runneth  on  them. 
I  grant  well  now,  I  do  enduren  woe. 
As  sharp  as  doth  the  Tityus  in  hell, 
Whose  stomach  fowls  do  ^*  tyren  ever  more. 
That  highten  vultures,  as  do  tellen  clerks. 
Fot.  YouVe  spoke  my  meaning,  though  I  do 
not  know 
What  'ds  you  said.    Now,  see  the  fortube  on't ; 
We  do  know  one  another's  souls  already ; 
The  other  must  needs  follow.     Where's  yoor 
dwelling  ^ 
Moth.  Ycloseby  Aldersgate  there  dwellethone 
Wights  cljpen  Robert  Moth ;  now  *^  Aldersgate 
Is  hotten  so  from  one  tlmt  Aldrich  bight ; 
Or  else,  of  elders ;  that  is,  ancient  men ; 
Or  else  of  alilcrn-trees,  which  growden  there  ; 
Or  else,  as  Heralds  say,  from  Aluredus : 
But  whence9oe*er  this  **^yateycalled  is, 
There  dwelleth  Robert  Moth,  thine  paramour. 

Pot.  Can  you  be  constant  unto  me,  as  I 
Can  be  to  you  ? 

Moth.  I)y  Woden,  God  of  Saxons^         [day; 
From  whence  comes  Weusday;  thatis,  Wodens- 
Truth  is  a  thing  that  ever  I  will  keep. 
Unto  thylke  day  in  which  I  creep  into 
My  sepulchre ;  I'll  be  as  faithful  to  thee, 
^'  As  Chaunticleer  to  Madam  Partelot. 

Pot.  Here  then,  I  give  away  my  heart  to  yon, 
As  true  a  heart  as  ever  widow  gave. 

Moth.  I  Robert  Moth,  **  tliis  tenth  of  our  king. 
Give  to  thee,  Joan  Potluck,  my  biggest*^  cramp- 
ring: 
And  with  it  my  cnrcase  entire  I  beoueatheo 
Under  my  foot  to  hell,  above  my  bead  to  Heaven ; 


5*  Hwnrow.—Sec  Mr  Tyrwhit's  Note  on  Chaucer,  Vol.  TV.  p.  239. 

"  SweU.—Ftdnt.      T.  5+  Biwnii^'.— Burning. 

55  Saint  Francis. — See  Notes  to  Midsummer  Night's  Dream,  A.  2.  S.  1. 

5*  JLycim.— Agreeable,  pleasing.  57  Df^'iwii*.-— Disdainful. 

"  Tyrfii.— See  Note  36  to  Cornelia,  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  II.  p.  «99. 

55  Aldersgate. — See  Stowe's  Survey  <^ London,  Strype's  edition,  1730,  Vol.  I.  B.  2.  p. 

^  Yate.—GBXe. 

6'  As  Chaunticleer  to  Madam  Partelot.— The  names  of  Chaucer's  cook  and  ben.     S. 

*** this  tenth  ofomr  Mi^'.— So  that  this  play  was  wriUcn  in  1634,      S.  P. 

63  iTtnnp-rtag-.— These  rings  were  sometimes  made  out  of  the  handles  of  decay'd  coffins ;  and  in 

piofe  ancient  tmies  were  consecrated  at  the  ceremony  of  creeping  the  cross,  of  which  an  accoont  is 


T. 
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^  And  to  witnesse  tluit  this  is  sootb, 
I  bite  thy  red  Hp  with  my  tooth. 
Pot,  Though  for  a  while  our  bodies  now  must 
part, 
I  hope  they  will  be  jom*d  hereafter. 
Motk  O!    and  must  we  part?    Alas!    and 
mast  we  so? 
Sin  it  may  be  no  **  bet,  now  gang  in  peace. 

[Exit  POTLUCK. 

Though  soft  into  mine  bed  I  ^  to  sink 
To  sleep  long  as  I'm  wont  to '^  done,  yet  all 
Will  be  for  naught ;  I  may  well  lig  and  wink. 
But  sleep  shall  there  none  in  this  heart  vsink. 

(r- 


[Exit, 


SCENE  n. 


Credulous,  and  Shape  dogging  him, 

Cred,  So,  now  the  mortgage  is  mine  own  out- 
right; 
I  swear  by  the  faith  of  my  body  now 
It »  a  pretty  thing,  o'  my  corporal  oath, 
A  very  pretty  thing.    Besides  the  bouse, 
Orcbanis,  and  gardens,  some  two  hundred  acres 
Of  kmd,  that  beareth  as  good  country  com, 
For  country  com,  as  may  be. 

Shape,  As  Fd  ha^e  it. 

CretL  How  now,  good  friend?  Where  dost 
thou  live  ? 
Dost  tbou  know  Caster's  farm  ? 

Shape,  Yes,  sir ;  I  fear  'tis  gone. 
Sore  Caster's  form  is  cast  away ! 

Cred.  A  jest! 
Good  troth,  a  good  one  of  a  country  one; 
I  see  there's  wit  there  too.     Then  thou  dost 
know  it  ? 

Shape.  I  am  afraid  I  shall  not  know  it  long ; 
I  shall  lose  my  acquaintance. 

Cred.  'Snigs,  another ! 
A  very  perilous  head,  a  dangerous  brain  ! 

Sh4q>e.  God  bless  my  master ;  and  the  devil 
take 
Somebody  else. 

Cred.  Um!  that's  not  quite  so  good 
As  th'  other  two ;  that  somebody  else,  is  me : 
(Now  you  shall  see  bow  he'll  abuse  roe  here 
To  mine  own  foce).    Why  somebody  else,  good 
brother? 


Shape,  The  rich  gout  rot  his  bones ;  an  hun- 
gry,  old, 
Hard  griping  citizen,  that  only  feeds 
On  heirs  and  orphans  goods,  they  say  must  have  it  c 
One  that  ne'er  had  the  wisdom  to  be  lionest ; 
And's  therefore  knave,  'cause  'tis  the  easier  art. 
I  know  he  hath  not  given  half  the  worth  on't. 
Tis  a  meer  cheat. 

Cred.  'Slid,  brother,  thou  hast  paid  him 
To  th'  utmost,  though  he  hath  not  paid  thy  master. 
Now  is  my  wit  up  too:  This  land,  I  see. 
Will  make  men  thrive  i'  th'  brain. 

Shape,  Would  he  were  here, 
Whoe'er  he  be,  I'd  give  him  somewhat  more 
Into  the  bargain  :  a  base  thin  jaw'd  sneaksbill. 
Thus  to  work  gallants  out  of  all.    It  grieves  me 
That  my  poor  tenement  too  goes  into  th'  sale. 

Cred.  What  have  I  done?  Now,  wit,  deliver  me! 
If  he  know  I  am  he,  he'll  cut  my  throat ; 
I  never  shall  enjoy  it.    Sure  it  was 
Your  master's  seeking,  friend !  he  would  ne'er  else 
Have  had  to  do  with  it;  he  that  bought  it  it 
A  verv  honest  man ;  and  if  you  please  him 
Will  deal  with  you.    I  may  speak  a  word 
In  your  behalf:  Twon't  be  the  worse  for  you. 

Shape,  I'm  going,  sir,  unto  him;  do  you  know 
Where  I  may  find  him  ? 

Cred,  What  if  I  am  he? 

Shape,  I  am  afraid  be  is  not  half  so  honest 
As  you  do  seem. 

Cred,  Faith,  I'm  the  same ;  I  trfd 
What  metal  thou  was't  made  of:  I  perceive 
Thou  wilt  not  ^^  flinch  for  th'  wetting;   thou 

may'st  be 
My  bailiff  there,  perhaps. 

Shape,  An't  please  your  worship ! 

Cred.  So,  now  the  case  is  alter  d. 

Shape,  I  do  know 
It  was  mv  master's  seeking ;  you  would  ne'er 
Have  had  to  do  with 't  else.    He  sent  me  to  you 
For  the  last  hundred  pound,  by  the  same  token. 
That  you  invited  him  to  th'  eatinc-bonse. 

Cred,  (O  this  simplicity !  He  does  not  know 
Yet  what  an  ordinary  means.)  I  was  now  coming 
To  have  paid  it  in. 

Shape,  I'll  save  your  worship  that 
Labour,  an't  please  you:  Let  me  now  begin 
My  bailiff-ship. 


givai  in  a  Note  on  Th«  Merry  DevU  ^  Edmonton,  with  reference  to  the  observations  of  Dr  Percr  oo 
tbe  NortkumberUmd  Honsehold  Book,  1519.      S. 

Cramp-rings  were  formerly  worn  as  charms  for  curing  of  the  cramp.  See  Brookes's  Natural  Hi$- 
t9ry,  Vol.  I.  p.  206.      S.  P. 

^  And  to  wttneucy  &c.— Alluding  to  the  old  way  of  biting  the  wax,  usually  red,  in  sealing  deeds.  S.  P. 
The  form  usually  was  this : 

''  And  to  witness  this  is  sooth, 

I  bite  the  wax  with  my  wang  tooth." — Sec  Cowell's  Interpreter, 

«  Brf.—Better.      T.  ^  Done.-'Do,      T. 

^  —  JUnch/or  th' wettUtf, -^An  allnsion  to  the  effects  of  water  on  cloth  ill  woven. 
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Cred.  'Snigs,  wiser  yet  than  so. 
Where  is  thy  master  ? 

Shape,  Sir,  my  master's  here, 
I  thank  my  stars !  But  Mr  Caster  is 
At  an  horse-race  some  ten  miles  off. 

Cred.  Why  then 
1*11  stay  till  be  returns ;  'twill  be  by  dinner. 

Shape.  Your  best  way's  now  to  send  it;  if  by 
chance 
The  race  go  on  his  side,  your  worsliip  may 
Fail  of  your  purchase. 

Cred.  'SnigSy  and  tliat's  considerable. 
Here,  here,  make  haste  with  it ;  but  ere  thou  goest. 
Tell  me,  is*t  a  pretty  thing  ? 

Shape,  (y  my  corporal  oath, 
A  very  pretty  thing.    Besides  the  house, 
Orchards,  and  gardens,  some  two  hundred  acres 
Of  land  that  beareth  as  good  country  com ; 
God  give  you  luck  on't ! 

Cred.  Right,  as  I  did  say, 
Ev*n  word  by  word.    But  pr'ythee  stay  a  little ; 
What  meadow-ground's  there  ?  Pasture  in  pro- 
portion? 

Shape,  As  you  would  wish,  sir.   I*m  in  haste. 

Cred.  Nay,  bailiff,  [place 

But  one  word  more,  and  I  have  done ;  What 
Is  there  to  dry  wet  linen  in  ? 

Shape.  O  twenty. 
To  hang  up  clothes,  or  any  thing  you  please; 
Your  worship  cannot  want  line-room.    God  be 
wi*  you ! 

Cred.  But  this  once,  and 

Shape.  I  must  be  gone The  race. 

(llxit  Shape. 
,  igentthouart 

To  little  purpose.    *Snig9, 1  pity  him : 

What  haste  he  makes  to  cheat  himself!  poor 

fool! 
Now  I  am  safe,  the  wretch  must. pardon  mc 
For  his  poor  tenement;  all's  mine.    1*11  sow 
One  ground  or  other  every  month  with  pease : 
And  so  I  will  have  green  ones  all  the  year. 
These  yeomen  have  no  policy  i'  th'  world. 

[ExU. 

SCENE  III. 
Pbiscilla,  Meanwell. 

Prts.  Pray  ye  entertain  yourself  awhile,  until 
I  give  my  mistress  notice  of  your  presence. 
Vd  leave  a  book  with  you,  but  that  I  see 
You  are  a  gentleman :  perhaps  you'll  find 
Some  pivtty  stories  in  the  hangings  there. 

Mean.  Thank  you,  sweetheart.    . 

Pris.  (A  very  proper  man  !) 
If 't  lie  in  me  to  ao  you  any  pleasure. 
Pray  you,  sir,  use  me ;  you  snail  find  me  ready. 

(Exit  Priscilla. 
that:  These  im- 
plements. 
These  chamber-properties  are  such  ripe  things, 
They'll  fall  with  the  least  touch.    From  twelve 
to  twenty 


They  think  that  others  are  to  sue  to  them  ; 
When  once  they've  pas8*d  these  limits,  tliey  make 

bold, 
I  cannot  say  to  woo,  that's  something  modest. 
But  ask  downright  themselves. 

Enter  Mrs  Jans. 

Jane.  Leave  us,  Priscilla, 
And  wait  without  a  while. 

Means  Fair  mistress,  pardon 
The  .boldness  of  a  stranger,  who  uncivilly 
Thus  interrupts  your  better  thoughts. 

Jane.  May  I 
Demand  your  business  ? 

Mean,  Under  lavour  thus : 
Not  to  use  farther  circumstance,  hir  virgin, 
(And  yet  less  fiiir,  'cause  virgin,)  you  are  one 
That  are  the  thought,  the  care,  the  aim,  the  strife^ 
I  should  not  err  if  I  should  say  the  madness. 
Of  all  young  men ;  all  sighs,  all  folded  arms. 
All  o'ercast  looks,  all  broken  sleeps  are  ow'd 
Only  to  you. 

Jane,  I'm  sorry  I  should  be 
A  trouble  unto  any :  If  I  could 
Afford  the  remedy  as  well  as  now 
I  do  your  grief,  assure  yourself  that  cure 
Shall  be  the  birth  of  my  next  action. 

Mean.  That  cure  is  my  request.    If  that  this 
were 
Mine  own  suit,  I  had  us'd  no  circumstance. 
Young  master  Credulous,  a  proper  man 
(For  sure  he  shall  be  rich),  one  whom  the  whole 

List  of  our  city- virgins  doat  on you 

Conceive  the  rest,  I  know. 

Jane.  Alas  !  What  ails  him  ? 
I'll  not  be  slack  to  do  him  any  good. 

Mean.  'Tis  in  your  power.  He  is  very  much. 
If  you  will  know'tp-— -But  sure  you  will  not  sraiit 
If  I  should  tell  you 

Jane,  If  you  thus  presume 
That  lam  hard,  you  only  ask  denial ; 
Your  expectation's  cross  d,  except  you  fail. 

Mean.  If  you  will  know  it  theu,  he  is  in  love. 

Jane,  I  pity  him  indeed,  poor  heart:    With 
whom? 

Mean.  Even  with  your  beauteous  self.. 

Jane.  'Tis  not  well  done 
To  scoff  one  ne'er  did  injure  you. 

Mean.  I  vow 
By  all  that's  good,  by  your  fiiir  self,  I  am 
As  tender  of  you  as  that  blest  one  is, 
Whoe'er  he  fane,  that  loves  you  moet.    If  I 
In  any  case  abuse  you,  let  me  be 
More  miserable  than  Littleworth. 

Jane.  Is  he  become  expression?  Jshis  fate 
The  period  of  ill  wishes  ?  Sure  be  never 
Deserv'd  so  ill  from  you. 

Mean.  I  don't  reflect  . 
Upon  his  ruin*d  fortunes,  but  your  coldness. 
And  sure  I  may  call  him  unhappy,  whom 
You  do  neglect. 

Jane.  That  man,  where-e'er  be  be. 
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Is  happier  than  yourself;  and  were  he  here, 
Yoa  should  see  biin  receiv'dy  and  yourself  8corn*d, 

MeuH,    I  do  DOC  thiuk  so,  indy;  sure  you 
would 
Make  more  of  me  than  so.    Til  bring  the  man 
And  10  confute  you. 

Jane,  It  may  be  I  might 
Lore  you  the  better  something  for  tliat  office. 
If  he  might  enter  here. 

Mean,  Nay,  I  could  tell 
Y*had  cast  him  offu  alas,  you  need  not  hide  it, 
I  have  it  from  himself. 

c  Jane*  Doth  he  think  so?  Could  I  but  tee 
him' 

Mean.  If  his  sight  can  bring 
But  the  least  joy  unto  you  (as  perhaps 
f  on'U  take  some  pleasure  in  his  misery) 
Toa  shall  enjoy  it. 

Jane.  I  do  fear  you  promise 
Only  to  raise  my  hopes  a  while,  and  then 
To  triumph  in  their  ruin. 

Mean,  That  you  may 
See  bow  mjr  breast  and  tongue  agree,  I'll  leave 
This  ring  with  you  till  I  return  again. 

Jane.  My  Littleworth !    Fool  that  I  was : 
could  I 
Not  all  this  while  pc;rceive  'twas  thee?  Why 

didst  thou 
Defer  my  jov  thus  long,  by  suffering  me 
To  stand  I*  tV  cloud? 

Mean.  AUs !  I  guess'd  Fd  been 
Infectious  to  thee  now;    that  thou  would'st 
look 

00  a  disease  more  mildly  than  on  me ; 
For  poverty  is  counted  a  contagion. 

Jane.  1  call  this  kiss  to  witness  (which  I  wish, 
If  I  prove  false,  may  be  the  last  to  me 
Which  friends  ^ny  dying  friends)  I  ne'er  will  be 
Otber^s  than  thme. 

Mean.  I  like  the  vow  so  well, 
That  the  same  way  1*11  seal  my  promise  too. 
If  I  prove  not  as  thou,  (that  b,  most  constant,) 
May  this  kiss  be,  that  I  may  wish  it  worse, 
Tlun  that  which  u  due  to  departing  souls, 
The  Uat  that  I  shall  take  from  thee.    I  am 
Sent  here,  bot  yet  unknown  to  them  tliat  send 

me. 
To  be  mnother^s  spokes-man.    The  man  is 
That  foolish  son  of  Mr  Credulous : 
Tbon  must  pretend  some  liking.      Twas  thy 

Granted  me  tliii  access  to  win  thee  for  him ; 
Be  tboo  no  way  averse.    *T  shall  be  my  care 
So  to  bring  thingii  about,  that  thou  shnlt  be 
Mine  bj  consent  in  spite  of  misery. 
Jane*  Be  secret,  and  love  prosper  thy  design ! 

[EjcU  Jane. 
Mean.  Happy  that  man  that  meets  such  faith- 
fulness ! 

1  did  not  think  it  had  been  in  the  sex. 

I  know  not  now  what's  misery.     Peace  I  my 
fair  [Mu$ich. 

Is  hallowing  the  lute  with  her  blest  touch. 

VOL.    III. 


A  SONG  [a^*iji]. 

1.  Come,  0  come,  I  brook  no  stay  • 
He  doth  not  lave,  that  can  delay. 
See  how  the  stealing  nighty 
Hath  blotted  out  the  light, 
And  tapen  do  supply  the  day. 

S.  To  be  chaste  is  to  be  old; 

And  that  foolish  girl  that's  cold 

h  fourscore  at  fifteen : 

Desires  do  write  us  green. 
And  looser  flames  our  youth  unfold. 

Mean,  T  cannot  be  her,  her  voice  was  ne'er 
pruphan'd 
With  such  immodest  numbers. 

d.  See  the  first  taper's  almost  gone. 

Thy  flame  like  that  will  straight  be  none. 

And  I  as  it  expire, 

Not  able  to  hold  fire : 
She  loseth  time,  that  lies  alone. 

Mean.  Tis  the  breath 
Of  something  troubled  with  virginity. 

4.  0  let  us  cherish  then  these  poweirSf 
Whiles  we  yet  may  call  them  ours : 
Then  we  best  spend  our  time, 
When  no  dull  xealous  chime. 
But  Rightful  kisses  strike  the  hours. 

Enter  Pbiscilla. 

Mean.  What  dost  thou  meau  ? 

Pris.  Only  to  please  you,  sir. 

Mean.  Sweetest  of  tbmg»,  was't  thou  ?  F  ^th 
I  guess'd 
T  could  be  no  other*s  melody  but  yours. 
There  have  been  many  of  your  sex  much  given 
Unto  this  kind  of  musick. 

Pris,  Sappho  was 
Excellent  at  it:  But  Amphion  he, 
He  was  the  man  that  out^lid  all ;  'tis  said 
Of  him,  that  he  could  draw  stones  with  the  sound 
Of  his  sweet  strings.    I'd  willingly  arrive 
At  some  perfection  in  the  quality. 

Mean.  I  do  acknowledge  your  desires  most 
prone. 
This  for  your  trouble. 

Pris.  1  am  not  mercenary, 
Your  acceptation  is  reward  enough. 

Mean.  You  have  it  tlien. 

Pris.  Beauty  go  with  you,  sir. 

[Exeunt  several  ways. 

SCENE  IV. 

Creduloos,  Hearsay,  Slicbb  ;  to  them  Sir 
Thomas  Bitefig,  Havb-at-all,  Caster,  as 
to  the  Ordinary. 

Cred.  You're  welcome,  firicndfjU  I  may  tay^ 
Hear.  You  do  forget. 
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Cred.  —That  am  a  guest  as  well  as  you. 

SIL  Most  Doble  sons  of  fortuDe,  and  of  valour. 
You  grace  us  with  your  presence :   you  must 

pardon 
Our  small  provision. 

Hear.  No  variety  liere. 
But  yoUy  most  noble  guests,  whose  gracious  looks 
Must  make  a  dish  or  two  become  a  feast. 

Hav.  I'll  be  as  free  as  'twere  mine  own. 

Cai,  Who  thinks 
Ob  any  thing  that  borders  open  sadness, 
May  he  ne'er  know  what's  mirtli,  but  when  others 
Laugh  at  his  sullen  wrinkles ! 

Have,  We  will  raise 
A  noise  enough  to  wake  an  alderman, 
Or  a  cast  captain,  when  the  reck'ning  b 
About  to  pay. 

Cred.  Haog  thinking,  'snigs  I'll  be 
As  merry  as  a  pismire.    Come,  let's  in. 

SIL  iJet's  march  in  order  military,  sirs. 

Hav.  That's  well  remember'd,  most  complete 
lieutenant.  [Eieumt  as  to  the  Ordinary. 

SCENE  V. 

RiMEWELL,   BaGSOOT,    Vicar   CATCUMEYy   Sir 

Christopber. 

Rime,  Come,  my  most  nuble  order  of  the  club ; 
'Cause  none  wUl  ebe,  let's  make  much  of  our* 

seUes. 
His  letter  may  procure  a  dinner  vet. 

Bag.  Cheer  up.  Sir  Kit,  thou  look'st  too  spi- 
ritually : 
I  see  too  much  of  the  tithe-pig  in  thee. 

Chris,  I'm  not  so  happy :  Kit*s  as  hungry  now 
As  a  besieged  city,  and  as  dry 
As  a  Dutch  commentator.    This  vile  world 
Ne'er  thinks  of  qualities:  good  truth,  I  think 
T  hath  much  to  answer  for.    Thy  poetry, 
Rimewell,  and  thy  voice,  vicar  Catchmey,  and 
Thy  law  too,  Banhot,  is  oonteinn'd:  Tis  pity 
ProfesaioBs  shQuld  be  slighted  thus.    The  day 
Will  «ome  perhaps,  when  tliat  the  eammonwealih 
May  need  such  men  as  we.    There  was  a  time 
Itriien  coblers  were  made  churclnmen ;  and  thoae 

Uack'd 
Smntch'd  creatures,  thrust  into  white  surplices, 
Look'd  like  so  many  magpies,  and  did  speak 
Just  as  they,  by  rote.    But  now  the  land 
Surfeits,  forsooth.    Poor  labourers  in  divinity 
Can't  earn  their  groat  a  day,  unless  it  be 
Reading  of  the  christian  burial  for  the  dend : 
When  my  ev'n  fbr  that  reason  truly  thank 
God  for  thus  taking  this  their  brother  to  him. 

Catch.  Something  pvophaue,  Sir  Christopher. 

Chtis.  When  I 
Level  my  hv^riliiMights  ubIo  the  basis 


Of  thy  deep  shallowness,  am  I  propbane  ? 
Henceforth  I'll  speak,  or  rather  not  speak,  for 
I  will  speak  darkly. 

Catch,  There's  one  comfort  then. 
You  will  be  brief. 

Chris.  My  briefness  is  prolix ; 
Thy  mind  is  bodily,  thy  soul  corporeal ;  ^ 
And  all  thy  subtile  faculties  are  not  subtile; 
Thy  subtilty  is  dulness.    I  am  strong ; 
I  will  not  be  conceiv'd  by  such  mechanicks. 

Rime,  1  do  conceive  you*  though,  Sir  Chris- 
tooher, 
My  muse  aoth  sometimes  take  the  selfsame 
flight. 

Chris.  Pauciy  pavci  ^uos  ttquus  amavit. 
But  ^*  quadragesimal  wits,  and  fancies  lean 
As  ember  weeks  (which  therefore  I  call  lean, 
Because  they  're  fat)  these  I  do  doom  unto 
A  knowing  ignorance ;  he  that's  conceiv'd 
By  such  is  not  conceiv'd ;  sense  is  non-sense 
If  understood  by  them.    Fm  strong  again. 

Rime.  You  err,  most  orthodoxly.  sweet  Sir  Kit. 

Chris.  I  love  that  though  I  hate  It;  and  I  bare 
A  kind  of  disagreeing  consent  to't. 
I'm  strong,  I'm  strong  again.    Let's  keep  these 

two 
In  desperate  hope  of  understanding  os. 
Kiddles  and  clouds  are  very  lights  of  speech. 
I'll  veil  luy  careless  anxious  thoughts,  as  'twere 
In  a  perspicuous  cloud,  that  I  may 
Whisper  in  a  loud  voice,  and  ey'ii  be  silent 
When  I  do  utter  words.    Words  did  I  call  then  ? 
My  words  shall  be  no  words ;  my  voice  no  voice ; 
My  noise  no  noise ;  my  very  language  silence. 
I'm  strong,  I'm  strong.    Good  sir,  you  ondcr- 
stand  not. 

Bag,  Nor  do  desire :  'ds  merdy  finoth  and 
barm, 
The  yest  that  makes  your  thin  small  sennoos 
work. 

Chris.  Thou  hold'st  thy  peace  most  vocaBy. 
A^in ! 

Catch.  I  hate  this  bilk. 

Chris.  Thou  lovest,  'cause  thou  dost  hate. 
Thy  injuries  are  courtesies.    Stronff  again ! 

Catch.  Good  Sampson^  use  not  &s  your  ass's 
jaw-bone. 

Chris.    Thou'st  got  my  love  by  losing  it :  that 
earnest 
Jest  hath  regained  nw  soul.  Sampson  was  strong; 
He  killed  a  tliousand  with  an  ass*s  jaw-bone. 

Enter  «  Servant^  m  p^^tung  hj^ 

And  so  will  I.    "St,  'st !— Cbod  friend,  (T  f 

hear? 
Here  is  a  letter,  friend,  to  Mr.  Meanwell. 
Bag.  Any  reversions  yet?   Nothing  tfani- 

miss'd  ? 


•• ^Modragerimdl  «•!•— i.  e,  thos^  who  write  the  customary  verses  4uriiif  the  Lent  seasoa  at 
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Rime,  No  deaning^  James  ?  No  ^'  trencber- 

uiakcts? 
Serv,  Parley  a  littlie  with  your  stomachs,  sirs. 
OUck,  There's  nothing  so  ridiculous  as  tiie 
hungry; 
A  fi»ting  man  w  a  good  jest  at  any  time. 
Sen,  There  is  a  gentleman  without,  that 
wiird  me 
To  ask  if  you'll  admit  of  him  among  you : 
He  can't  endure  to  be  in  good  company. 
Co^cA.  You're  merry,  Jumes.     Yes,  by  all 
means,  good  James. 
Admit,  quoth  he !  W  hat  else  f  Pray,  send  him  in. 

[Exit  Servant, 
Let's  be  resolv'd  to  fall  out  now :  then  he 
Shall  bave  live  glory  to  compost  the  quarrel. 
By  a  good  dozen  of  pacifick  beer. 

Bag/ 1  Agreed,  agreed. 

Ckris.  My  coat  allows  no  quarrel.  [stuff. 

Rime,  The  colour  bears't,  if  you'll  venture  the 
The  tenderness  of  it,  I  do  confess, 
Somewhat  denies  a  grappling, 

Ckris,  I  will  try ; 
Perhaps  my  q>irit  will  suggest  some  anger. 

Enter  Andrew. 

And.  Save  you,  boon  sparks!  Will't  please 
you  to  admit  me  r 

Chris,  Your  Worship  graceth  us,    in  con- 
descending 
To  level  thus  your  presence,  humble  sir. 

JtuL   What  ma^  I  call  your  name,  most 
reverend  sir? 

Bag,  His  name's  Sir  Kit. 

Chris,  My  name  is  not  so  short ; 
Tisa  tnssyllable,  an't  please  your  Worshm : 
Bat  vulgar  tonnes  have  ma<le  bold  to  profane  it 
With  the  sboft  sound  of  that  unhallowM  idol 
They  caU  a  kit.     Boy,  learn  more  reverence. 

Bag,  Yes,  lo  my  betters. 

And.  Nay,  friends,  do  not  quarrel. 

Ckris,  It'is  the  holy  cause,  and  I  roust  quarrel. 


And  the  stiBTbuckram-bag;  thou  that  roay'stcall 
The  pen  thy  fiither,  and  die  ink  thy  mother. 
The  sand  thy  brother,  and  the  wax  thy  sister, 
Aud  tlie  good  pillory  thy  cousin  remov'd ; 
I  say,  learn  reverence  to  thy  beUers. 

Bag,  Set  up  an  hour-glass;  he'll  go  on  uutii 
The  last  sand  make  his  period. 

Chris,  Tis  my  custom : 
I  do  approve  the  calumny :  the  words 
I  do  acknowledge,  but  not  the  disgrace. 
Thou  vile  ingrosser  of  unchristian  deeds. 

Bag.  Good  Israel  Inspiration,  hold  your  tongue;. 
It  makes  hr  better  musick,  when  you  nose 
Stemhold's,  or  ^®  .Wisdom's  metre. 

Catch.  By  your  leave. 
You  fall  on  me  now,  brother. 

Bime,  T'a  my  cause : 
You  are  too  forward,  brother  Catchmey. 

Catch,  1  too  forward  ! 

Rime.  Yes,  I  say  you  are  too  forward, 
By  the  length  of  your  London-measure  beard. 

Catch.  Thou  never  could'st  intreat  that  re^ 
spite  yet 
Of  thy  dishonesty,  as  to  get  one  hair 
To  testify  thy  age. 

Bag.  t'm  beardless  too : 
I  hope  you  think  not  so  of  me  ? 

Chris,  Yes,  verily; 
Not  one  hair's  difference  betwixt  you  both. 

Rime.  Thou  violent  cushion-thumper^  hold  thy 
tongue; 
The  furies  dwell  in  it. 

Catch,  Peace,  good  Sir  Kit. 

Chris.  Sir  Kjt  again!   Thoa  art  a  Lopex. 
When 
One  of  thy  legs  rots  off,  (which  will  be  shortly,) 
Thou'h  bear  about  a  ouire  of  wicked  paper. 
Defiled  with  sanctified  rhimes. 
And  idols  in  the  frontispiece :  That  I 
May  speak  to  thy  capacity,  thoo'lt  be 
A  Imllad-monger. 

Catch,  I  shall  live  to  see  thee 


iMns,  It  IS  the  noiy  cause,  ana  i  roast  quiirrei.     Stand  in  a  playhouse-door  with  thy  long  box, 
Tboo  son  of  parchment,  got  between  the  standish  |  Thy  bal^K:rown  library,  and  cry  small  books  r 


» treMeher-^maleetB-A*  e.  scraps  of  any  thmg;  Jhmkiytf,  colligo.    Every  one  has  heard  of  the 

ttUtetaua  and  mudecta  poetarum.      S. 

70 Wisdom*s  metre, — Robert  WisdonK  a  translator  of  the  Psahns.    "Wood  (Athetut  OxanieAtU, 

Vol  I.  Fasti  p.  57,)  says,  he  was  '*  a  good  Latin  and  English  Poet  of  his  thne,  and  one  that  had  been 
in  exile  *m  Qaeen  Mary's  reign.— *— He  was  also  rector  of  SettriMton  in  Yorkshire,  and  died  in  1568, 
havinff  been  nominated  to  a  bishoprick  in  Ireland,  in  the  time  or  Edward  the  Vlth."  His  version  of 
the  Ptelms  is  ridiculed  in  the  volmne  of  posthamoos  pieces,  caMed  The  Remaku  ^  Stomiel  Butter. 
See  p.  41,  edition  1754: 

**  Thence,  with  short  meal  and  tedious  grace. 

In  a  loud  tone  and  pnbHck  place, 

Sinn  Wisdom's  Hynrns,  that  trot  and  pace 

As  if  Goliah  8cann*d  'em.*' 

Agau,  p.  230,  <<  • »  besides,  when  Ronse  stood  forth  for  his  trial,  Roffm  Wisdom  was  found  l!ie 

better  poet." 
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jBiw  fl  good  godlif  sertnony  gentlemen — 
A  judgment  ihewn  upon  a  knot  of  drunkards — 
A  pill  to  purge  out  />o/»erv— ^'  2*he  life 
And  death  of  Catharine  btubb$ — 
Chris.  Thou  wilt  visit  windows. 
Methinks  I  hear  thee  with  thy  begging  tone, 
About  the  break  of  day,  waking  the  brethren 
Out  of  their  morning-revelations. 
And,  Brave  sport,  iYaith ! 
Rime.  Pray  y*,  good  sir,  reconcile  them. 
If  that  same  Justice  be  i*  th'  ordinary  now, 
He'll  bind  them  to  the  peace  for  troublm^  him. 
Bag.  Why  should  be  not,  gpod  sir?    It  is  his 

office. 
And.  Now,  'tis  o'  this  side ;  O  for  a  pair  of 

cudgels ! 
Rime.  Peace,  inkhom ;  there's  no  musick  in 

thy  tongue. 
Catch.  Tliou  and  tliy  rhime  lye  both:   the 
tongue  of  man 
Is  bom  to  musick  naturally. 

Rime.  Thou  thing, 
Thy  belly  looks  like  to  some  strutting  hill, 
O'eivshadow^d  with  thy  rough  beard  like  a  wood. 
Chris.  Or  like  a  larger  jug,  that  some  men  call 
A  Bellarmine ;  but  we  a  Conscience ; 
Whereon  the  lewder  hand  of  pagan  workman 
Over  the  proud  ambitious  head,  bath  carvM 
An  idol  large,  with  beard  episcopal. 
Making  the  vessel  look  like  tyrant  Eglon. 
Catch.   Prophane  again,  Sir  Christopher,  I 
take  It.  [beast, 

Chris.  Must  I  be  strong  again  ?  Thou  humail 
Who'rt  only  eloquent  when  thou  say*st  nothing. 
And  appear*st  handsome  while  thou  hid*st  thyself, 
I'm  holy,  'cause  prophane. 

And.  Courageous  rascals ! 
Brave  spirits,  soldiers  in  their  days,  I  warrant ! 

Bag.  Boni  in  the  field,!  do  assure  your  Worship. 
This  quarrelling  it  meat  and  drink  to  them. 
Rime.  Thou  lyest. 
Bag.  Nay,  then  I  do  deff  thee  thus. 

[Bagshot  draws  his  tnkhorn,  and  Rime- 
well  cateheth  off  Sir  Christopher's 
hat  and  spectacles. 


Rime.  And  thus  I  am  prepar*d  to  answer  thee, 
Chris.  For  the  good  Saint's  sake,  part  them : 
I  am  blind. 
If  that  my  spectacles  should  once  miscarry. 
Rime.    CaitiflF,    this    holy    instnimeDt   shall 

^*  quail  thee. 
Bag.  And  this  shall  send  thee  to  thy  cousin- 

furies. 
Chris.  I  feel  a  film  come  o'er  mine  eyes  ilreadj: 
I  must  look  out  an  animal  conductive; 
I  mean  a  dog. 

And.  Pray  y*  beat  not  out  his  eyes  m 
Another's  hands. 

Chris.  Most  strongly  urg'd ! 
Catch,  Your  words 
Arc  merely  wind.     James,  ho !  what,  James  i 

some  beer. 
Tliev're  mastiff  dogs ;  they  wont  be  parted,  sir, 
Witiiout  good  store  of  liquor. 

Enter  Servant  with  beer. 

And.  I  will  souse  them. 

Serv.  Drink  to  'em,  sir,  if  that  you'll  have  *em 

quiet. 
And.  Is  thut  the  way?    Here's  to  yoo,  ray 

friends,  a  whole  one. 
Bag.   Were't  not  for  that  good  gentleman, 

thou'dst  smoke  for't. 
Rime.  Hiid  I  not  vow'd  some  reverence  to  his 
presence, 
T1k>u  hndst  been  nothing. 

Bag.  'Fore  Mars,  I  was  dry. 
This  valour's  thirsty :  fill  to  my  antagonist. 
Rime.   No,  mine  own  dish  will  serve;    I'm 
singular. 
Few  vessels  still  do  well.    I  carry  diis 
To  drink  my  beer,  while  others  drink  their  sack. 
I  am  abstemious,  Rimewell;  I  hate  wine 
Since  I  spake  treason  last  i'  th'  cellar.    Here, 
Give  me  thy  hand,  thou  child  of  fervency : 
Didst  thou  mistrust  thy  spectacles  ? 
It  was  no  an^er,  'twas  a  rapture  merely. 

Chris.  Dnnk,  and  excuse  it  after.    Jmmes^ 
ydw  help  I 
Come,  man  of  voice,  keep  time  while  that  I  drink. 


-Them 


And  deaik  nf  CatkMtrine  StM9,—Tht  three  books  or  pamphlets,  of  which  the  titles  are  given  above, 
might  be  well  known  at  the  time  our  Author  wrote.    I  have  not  however  b^en  Incky  enough  to  meet 

with  them. Richard  Brome,  in  his  play  of  The  Antipodes,  A.  3.  .8.  2.  mentions  one  of  them  ui  the 

following  manner : 

t* a  booke  of  the  codly  life  and  death 

Of  Mistress  Katherine  ^nbs,  which  I  have  tom'd 

Into  sweet  meetre,  for  the  vertuons  youth, 

To  woe  an  ancient  lady  widow  with." 

Agam,  Bishop  Coibers  Iter  Bsremle : 

*'  And  in  some  bam  hear  cited  many  an  author, 
Kate  Slnbbs,  Anne  Ascne,  or  the  Ladies  Daughter." 

7» pusU  Me^.— See  Note  24  to  Cornelia,  Dodsley's  Old  PWys,  Vol.  H,  p.  «80,  edit.  1780. 
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Tlus  moisture  ^»11  dry  up  a]l  ii^oriesy 
Wlucb  rU  remember  odIv  to  forget; 
And  so  hereafter^  which  rm  wont  to  call 
The  future  now,  I  love  thee  stubbornly. 
Your  beer  is  like  my  words,  strong,  stinging  g^re. 

Ca/cA.  Here,  hitle  lawyer,  let's  be  triends 
hereafter; 
I  love  this  reconcilement  with  my  heart. 

And.  Tis  the  best  deed  that  e*er  I  did.    O* 
my  conscience, 
I  shall  make  a  good  justice  of  the  peace. 
There  had  been  blood  shed,  ^^  if  I   had  not 
stickled. 

Serv,  More  blood  been  spilt,  I  warrant,  than 
beer  now. 

And.  That  inkhom  is  a  deadly  dangerous 
weapon ; 
It  bath  undone  one  ouarter  of  the  kingdom. 

Ckris.  Men  shoula  forgive ;  but  thou  art  far, 
yea  far 
From  it,  O  Bagshot :  thott*rt  in  love  with  hate. 
Bless  me !  I  see  the  fiend  still  in  his  looks : 
He  is  not  reconciieable  with  drink ; 
Hell  ne'er  love  trulj,  till  he  eat  with  me. 
The  nature  of  his  spirit  asketh  meat : 
He  hath  a  wolf  in's  breast :  food  must  appease 
him. 

And,  Cold  meat  will  do  it ;  will't  not? 

Rime.  Any  thing 
That  may  employ  the  teeth. 

And,  Go,  James,  provide; 
You  are  not  merry  yet. 

(kick.  Tosatisfjryou 
lo  that  point,  we'll  smg  a  song  of  his. 

Amd  Let's  ha 't :  I  love  these  ballads  hugepusly. 


THE  SONO. 
1.    Catchmrt. 

Then  our  mutick  is  in  prime. 
When  our  teeth  keep  triple  time ; 
■    Hungry  notes  are  fit  for  kneiU : 

May  lankueu  6e 

A'o  guest  to  me : 
The  bag-pipe  sounds  when  that  it  swells. 

Chorus.   May  lankness,  SfC. 

2.    Bagshot. 

^^  A  mooting'-night  brings  wholesome  smiles, 
When  John-a-NokeSf  and  JohnnirStiles, 
Do  grease  the  lawyer's  sattin, 
A  readin^ay 
Frights  French  away. 
The  benchers  dare  speak  Latin. 
CnORus.  A  reading,  SfC. 

3.     RlMEWELL. 

He  thaVsfuU  doih  verse  compose; 
Hunger  deals  in  sullen  prou : 
Take  notice  and  discard  Iter, 
The  empty  spit 
Ne*er  cherished  wit : 
Minerva  loves  the  larder. 

Chorus.  The  empty  ^it,  l^c. 

4.    Christopher. 
First  to  breakfast,  then  to  dine, 
Is  to  conquer  Bellarmine : 
Distinctions  then  are  budding, 
7^  Old  Sutclifs  wit 


73 iflhadnst  stickled^,  e.  been  the  mediator.    The  Stickler  now  is  called  the  Sideswmn: 

<<  And  stickler  like,  our  armies  separates." Shaxsprari.     S. 

7^  d  mtoiing-night.—'*  Moot  is  a  term  used  in  the  inns  of  court,  and  signifies  the  handling  or  ar> 

giing  a  case  for  exercise." Blount. 

For  the  regulations  of  Mooting  and  Reading-days,  see  Dugdale's  Origines  JwridieUdes, 
^^  Old  Sutcl^s  trt^.— This  was  Dr  Matthew  Sutcliff,  Dean  of  Exeter,  fai  the  reign  of  Rfaig  James 
the  Yvnt ;  a  person  who  had  been  one  of  the  opponents  of  Parsons  tne  Jesait,  in  defence  of  the 
Reformed  Religion.  In  the  year  1616,  he  procinred  an  act  of  parliament  for  incorporating  himself 
ami  other  divmes  to  be  provost  and  fi&llows  of  a  college  then  founded  at  Chelsea,  fot  promoting  the 
ftady  of  Polemick  divinity,  and  vindicating  the  doctnnes  of  the  Reformation  a^^nst  all  Popbh 
writers.  To  carry  tins  design  into  execution,  he  settled  on  the  college  four  farms  m  Devonshire,  of 
the  value  of  SOOi.  per  annum,  and  the  benefit  of  an  extent  on  a  statute,  acknowledged  by  Sir  I^wis 
Stakely,  for  40002.  By  the  act  of  parliament,  the  college  was  impowered  to  bring  a  stream  of  water 
fion  the  river  Lee,  for  the  use  of  the  city  of  London  (a  scheme  similar  to  that  then  lately  executed  by 
Sir  Hugh  Middleton).  This  foundation,  although  patroniied  both  by  King  James  a^ d  his  sons  Prince 
Henry  and  Charles  the  First,  yet  fell  to  decay.  One  range  of  huildhss  onlv  (scarce  an  eighth  of  the 
iatended  edifice)  was  erected  by  Dr  Sutcliff,  at  the  expence  of  SOO(M.  After  UAgering  some  time, 
«iti  were  commenced  about  the  title  to  the  veiy  gromid  on  which  the  college  stood,  and  by  a  decree 
cf  the  Court  of  Chancery,  in  the  time  of  Lord  Coventry,  three  of  the  four  farms  were  returned  to  Dr 

SutdiflTs  beir^-See  The  Gkry  qf  Chelsea  CoUedge  reoked,  by  John  Dariy,  4to.  1669< Sutclifs  wii 

\  almost  to  have  been  proverbial.    Beaumont,  in  his  letter  to  Ben  JonsoUy  says, 

**  Tis  liquor  that  will  find  out  SuteUf*s  wit. 

Lie  where  he  will,  and  make  him  write  worse  yet* 
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Did  never  Mi^ 
But  after  kit  bag-pudding. 

Choras.  OldSutclif*twit,^c, 

And.  Most  admirable !  A  good  eating^  song ! 
Chris.  Let's  walk  m,  and  practise  it:   my 
bowels 
Yearn  till  I'm  in  charity  with  all. 
Jnd,  A  Christian  resolution^  good  Sir  Chris- 
topher !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Meak WELL  with  a  Letter  in  his  handy  Heaeiay, 
Slicer. 

Mean,  [reads.]  Sweet  sir,  I  am  most  passion- 
ately yourSf 
To  serve  vou  ait  the  ways  I  can :  Priuiila. 
Very  well  penn*d  of  a  yoong  chambermaid ! 
I  do  conceive  yoar  meanine,  sweet  Priscilla. 
You  see  I  have  the  bapp^  rortmie  on't; 
A  night  for  nothtngy  ana  rotreated  too. 

SIL  Thou  dost  not  know  how  I  do  love  thee. 
Let  me 
Make  use  of  this ;  thou'lt  have  the  like  occasion. 

Hear.  Thon  art  the  fiiwning*st  fellow,  Slicer 
— Meanwelly 
Hark  here. 

Mean.  For  God*s  sake,  be  contented,  sirs ; 
I'm  flesh  and  blood  aa  well  as  yotu    Lieutenant 


Think  on  your  suburb  beauties.    Sweet  intel- 

ligeucer, 
I  will  by  no  means  bar  you  of  vour  lady : 
Your  sin,  I  assure  you,  will  be  honourable. 

[Exit  Mean  WELL. 

SU.  Pox  o'  your  liquorish  lips!    If  that  she 
don't 
After  this  sealing  forty  weeks  deliver 
Somethint  unto  thee  as  thy  act  and  deed. 
Say  I  cairt  orophesy. 

near.  If  I  don't  serve  him 
A  trick  he  thinks  not  of 

Sli.  Did'^t  mark  how  he 
Did  appl^  himself  to  the  knight  all  dinner? 
I  am  amud  he  plays  the  cunning  factor, 
And  in  anotliers  name  wooes  for  himself. 

Hear.  Let  it  go  on;  let  it  work  something 
fiuther. 
'TIS  almost  ripe  enough  to  crush :  be  hath  not 
Crept  high  enough  as  yet,  to  be  sensible 
Ofany  falL 

SIL  Now  is  the  time,  or  never. 
This  night,  you  know,  he  and  his  doxy  meet ; 
Let  me  alone  to  give  them  their  good-morrow. 
If  that  we  carry  thin^  but  oue  week  longer 
Without  discovery,  tareweU  London  then ; 
The  world's  our  own.  He  ne'er  deserves  to  thrive 
That  doth  not  venture  for  it.     Weakh's  then 
sweet  [set ; 

When  bousbt  with  hazard.    Fate  this  law 
The  fool  iuneritS|  but  the  wise  must  get. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L 
CaEDULO08,  Hbarsat,  Slicer. 

Cred.  My  name's  not  IVibulation, 
Nor  holy  Ananias : 
1  was  baptii^d  in  fashion. 
Our  vicar  did  held  hiass.  [merry  ? 

Hear.  What,  how  now,  Mr  Credulous?  so 

Cred.  Come,  let's  be  mad :  by  yea  and  nay, 
my  son 
Shall  have  the  Turkish  monarchy ;  be  shaU 
Mavt  it  directly.    The  twelve  companies 
ShaU  be  his  kickshaws. 

Hear.  Bashaws,  sir,  yoa  mean. 

Cred.  Wellv  sir,  what  if  I  do?    Andrew  thfe 
Great  turit! 
'*  I  would  I  were  a  peppeiMrorn,  if  that 
It  sounds  not  well.     Does*t  not  ? 

SIL  Yes,  very  weM. 


Cred.  I'll  make  it  else :   Great  Andrew  Ma- 
homet, 
Imperious  Andrew  Mahomet  Credulous, 
TeU  me  which  name  sounds  best. 
Hear.  That's  as  you  speak  'em. 
Cred.  Oatmealman  Andrew  !    Andrew  Gat- 

mealman. 
Hear.  Ottoman,  sir,  you  mean. 
Cred.  Yes,  Ottoman. 
Then,  Mrs  Jane,  Sir  Thomas  Bitefig's  dau^ter, 
That  may  be  tlie  She-Great  Turk,if  she  please  me. 
SIL  The  sign  o'  th'  hal^moon  that  hangji  at 
your  door. 
Is  not  for  nooglit. 

Cred.  That's  the  Taii's  arms,  they  sar ; 
The  empire's  destia'd  to  oar  house  directhr. 
Hang  shop-hooks;  give  uv some  wine;  ^^  bey  for 

a  noise 
Of  fidlers  now  I 


76  IwoMlwertapeppereen.'So  Falstaff  says,  Bret  Part  Henry  IV.  A.  3.  S.  3 ;  ^AalhaTeaat 
fiMvptten  what  the  iaside  of  a  ohurch  is  B&ade  o^  /  <mi  a  pepper-eeiFn,  a  brewer's  horse." 

"f^ hey  for  a^noise 

Qffdkrs  mw  I^A  noise  of  fidlers,  is  a  company  or  concert  ^  them;  as  in  Ben  Jonson's  Epicene* 
A.S.S.S: 


^  The  smell  of  the 


going  throof^  the  stieel,  will  invite  ene  neise  ^/idlers  or  other.' 
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Hear.  The  Great  Turk  loves  no  musick. 
Cred,  Does  be  not  so  ?  nor  I.    I'll  light  to- 
bacco 
Widi  my  sum-totals;  my  debt-books  shall  ^'  soal 
Pjres  at  Yonng  Andrew's  wedding ;  cry-you-mercy, 
I  would  say,  gentlemen,  the  Ureat  Turk's  wed- 

dinc. 
My  deeds  shall  be  slic'd  otit  in  tarlor's  roeasnres; 
They  all  employed  in  making  Mrs  Mahomet 
New  gowns  against  the  time ;  hang  dirty  wealth, 
SU,  What  should  the  Great  Turk's  mther  do 

with  wealth  ? 
Cred,  'Snigs,  I  would  fiun  now  hear  some 
fighting  news. 

Enter  Caster. 

SU.  There's  one  will  furnish  you,  I  warrant 
yon. 

Cm.  Pox !— jplague !— hell !— death— 'Damn'd 
lack!— This 'tis!— 
The  devil  take  ill  fortune :  Never  man 
Came  off  so:    quite  and  clean   defunct,  by 

Heaven 
Not  a  piece  left. 

Cred.  What  all  your  ordnance  lost  ? 

Cos.  But  one  to  bear,  and  lose  it !  AM  the 
Was  sure  a^inst  roe.  [world 

Cred.  "Snigs,  how  many  fell  ? 

Cos.  He  threw  twice  twelve. 

Cred.  By'r  lady,  a  shrewd  many ! 

Cos,  The  devil,  sore,  was  in  his  hand^  I  think. 

Cred.  Nay,  ifthe  devil  was  against  you,  then — 

Cos.  Bat  one  for  to  be  hit  in  all  tlie  time — 
And  that  too  safe  enough,  to  any  one's  thinking ; 
T  stood  on  eleven. 

Cr^.  'Slid,  a  mighty  slaughter ; 
Bat  did,  he  stand  upon  eleven  at  once. 

Csf.  The   plague    take  all  impertinendes. 
Peace! 

Cred.  These  soldiers  are  so  cholerick,  there  is 
No  dealing  with  'em.  Then  they've  lost  the  day  ? 

Cof.  'Twas  ten  to  one,  by  Heaven,  all  tbe 
while. 


Cred.  And  yet  all  kiU'd  at  last !  Hard  fortune, 
fiiith!  [hear 

What  news  from  Bruxels ;  or  the  Hague  ?  D'  y' 
Aught  of  the  Turks  designs  ? 

€a$.  I'll  make  thee  news  for  the  Corantt^ 

dotard. 
Cred.  Ay,  the  Coranti :  What  doth  that  say  f 
Cos.  O  hell!  Thou  foolish  thing, 
Keep  in  that  tongue  of  tliine ;  or 

Sli.  Good  now,  peace ; 
He's  very  furious  when  he*s  mov'd. 

Hear,  This 'twas, 
You  must  be  vencurins  without  your  foncy-man. 
Cred.  What  officers  that  faacyHooan,  lieu- 
tenant } 
Some  great  commander,  sure. 

Cos.  Pox!  let  it  go; 
I'll  win't  again :  'Twas  but  the  reliques  of 
An  idle  hundred. 

Cred.  'Sni^,  and  well  remember'd. 
Yon  did  receive  the  hundred  that  I  sent  you 
To  th'  race  this  morning  by  your  man, my  bailiff? 
Car.  Take  him  away,  bis  wine  speaks  in  him 

now. 
Cred.  Godsnigs,  the  farm  is  mine,  and  must 

'  be  so. 
Sii  Debate  these  things  another  time^  good 
friends. 

Enter  Have-at-axl. 

Come,  come ;  have  patience.  Od's  my  life,  away; 
Tliere's  Mr  Have-at-all  is  inad ;  he'll  spit  you, 
If  he  but  know  you  are  a  usurer. 
Cred.  A  plot,  a  plot,  to  take  away  my  lifo 
and  farm!  [Exit. 

Hav.  «Fight,  as  I  live,  with  any  one.    Lien- 
tenant, 
Do  not  come  near  me  now ;  noryet  thou,  Caster ; 
It  works,  'fore  Mars  it  works ;  I'll  take  my  walk, 
And  if  I  do  find  any  one,  by  Jove — [Exit  Hav. 
Cos.  What's  he  fox*d  too?   Some  drunken 
planet  reigns. 
And  woiks  upon  the  world;  provide  my  fancy. 


BsFtiUlMMwFittr,  A.  3.  S.  6 : 

^  Cry  yon  mercy,  sir;  will  yoa  buy  nfiidU  to  fill  up  jfoaf  noise ?^ 
MaqpyoB's  Fine  Compmdon^  A.  4.  S.  1 : 

**  necomebiitwithatroope  of  wendies,  and  aiioyae  ^/filers;  and  pky  thee  baeke  like  OrplMiis.'' 
Dekker's  aetecfii^LoNdott,  G  3: 

^  to  bee  up  more  earely  then  a  aoyse  qfthniggingftdlen." 

meaUmmne  SitU  Pnper$,Jrom  1501  to  1726,  VoL  I.  p.  87 : 

-~^  ^  after  the  wkieh  they  had  a  very  notable  baaqnet;  theheatenlyNotse  that  was  there,  as  wtM. 
vHh  strange  instmrnents  of  music  as  otherwise,  I  cannot  declare." 
See  also  the  examples  in  Mr  Steevens^s  Note  on  Second  Part  Hewrf  IV.  A.  S.  S.  4. 
n  : 40^  ^fet--i.  e.  be  placed  at  the  bottom  of  them,  and  act  as  the  soal  ta  the  shoe. 
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Good  noble  ptftron ;  I'll  win  soberly, 
I  itch  till  I  have  beggared  all  tlie  city. 

[Exit  Caster. 
Hear,  Till  that  you  have  undone  yourself, 
you  mean. 

Enter  Moth. 

Moth,  Ey  save  you  both ;  for  deme  love  snyen 
.  soothly 
"Where  is  thy  Ik  araebly  Franklin,  deped  Mean- 
well? 
Hear,  lie's  gone  abroad. 
Math,  Lere  me  whylk  way  he  wended. 
SiL  He  is  gpne  o*er  the  fields. 
Hear,  To  the  knight's  house. 
Moth.  Why  laugh  you  every  dele  ?  So  mote  I 
gone, 
This  goeth  not  aright;  I  dread  some  covm. 

[EjU  Moth. 
SU.   Now  will  he  meet  with  Have-at-all; 
there'll  be 
A  combat  worthy  chronicle.    Let's  go 
And  see  bow  this  ^'  grave  motion  wiii  bestir  him. 

SCENE  II. 

Havfj-at-all;   after  a  whi/e  Morn ;    Slicer 
and  Hearsay  watching, 

Hav,  What,  no  man  yet  march  by?   Who- 
'  e'er  comes  next 
111  give  bim  one  rap  more,  for  making  me 
Stay  here  so  long. 

Enter  Moth. 

So,  so,  liere  he  is ;  how  shall 
I  do  to  know  whether  he  be  a  gentleman, 
Or  yeoman,  or  s(*rving-man  ?  I  think, 
I'd  best  suppose  hiui  all,  and  beat  him  through 
Every  degree;  and  so  I  shall  not  wrong  him. 
What!  Who  goes  there? 
Moih.  *^  Waes  heal,  thou  gentle  knight. 


Hav»  Wacs  heal,  thou  gentle  knight?  Sped[, 
wliat  art  thou  ? 
Speak  auickly,  do :  Villain,  know'st  thou  not  me  ? 

Moth.  Now,  by  my  troath,  I  know  not  jour 
name;  * 

Whider  I  shall  call  yon  mv  Lord  Dan  John, 
Or  Dan  Thomas,  or  Dan  llobert,  or  Dan  Albon ; 
I  vow  to  God  thou  hast  a  fuU  fiure  chine. 
Upon  my  faith,  art  some  officer. 

Hav,  Have  you  the  pox,  sir?  Speak. 

Moth.  No. 

Hav,  No !  nor  yet  an  acb  in  yoor  bones? 

Moth.  No. 

Hav.  No  !  Wh^  then  you  are 
No  gentleman ;  Lieutenant  Slicer  says  so. 
This  cudgel  then  seires  turn. 

Moth.  You  will  not  «*  foyn? 

Hav.  I  will  not  foyn,  but  I  will  heat  you,  sir. 

Moth.  Why  *^  intermete  of  what  thou  bast 
•^  to  done ; 
So  leteth  me  alone,  *t  shall  be  thy  best. 

Hav,  I  fancy'd  you  a  beating;    yon  must 
have  it. 
You  shall  not  say  but  I  will  shew  you  favour. 
Chuse  whether  you  will  be  hacked  with  ray 

sword, 
Or  bruis'd  by  my  batton. ' 

Moth.  Dre  not  thy  true 
And  paynnnt  '^  Morglay  out  of  shete.    Lo  tbos 
Eflsoons,  sir  knight,  I  greet  tbee  lowting  low. 

Hav.  Down  lower  yet. 

Moth,  *'  Rueth  on  my  gray  baires. 

Hav.  Yet  lower.    So,  then  thus  I  do  bestride 
thee. 

Moth.  Tubal  the  sonne  of  Lamech  did  yfind 
Musick  by  knocking  hammers  upon  anviles. 
Let  go  thme  blows,  thylke  art  is  no  compleat. 

Hav,  Dost  thou  make  me  a  smith,  thou  rogue? 
a  Tubal? 

Moth.   ^^  Harrow  alas  !  Flet  Engfond,  flet 
Eiiglond. 
Dead  is  Edmond. 


^ grane  imtwn, — See  Note  4  to  The  Antiqumy,  ante,  p.  106. 

*^  fPoet  heat. — ^A  term  anciently  used  in  salutation,  or  rather  in  drinking.  See  Selden*s  Notes  on 
the  9th  Song  of  Drayton's  PotyolbtoM,  and  Notes  on  Macbeth,  A.  1.  8.  7.  for  a  particular  account  of 
the  origin  of  this  phrase.      S. 

«■  Foyn.— See  Note  S  to  The  GoblinM,  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  X.  p.  ISf . 

»*  Intermete.^lntermtddie.  <>'  To  done— To  do. 

*^  Morgtap. — Morglay  was  tlie  sword  of  Bevi^  of  Southampton.  It  afterwards  became  a  cant  word 
for  a  Sword  m  general. —  See  Every  Man  m  hie  Humour^  A.  3.  S.  1 ;  also,  Etery  Woman  im  ker  JEh* 
mour,  1609,  Sign.  D.  4. 

<*  Had  I  been  accompanied  with  my  toledo,  or  morgtay** 

**  Rartk— Pity. 

*^  Harrow,  aUu!   FUt  England,  flet  England. 

Dead  is  Edmond.—Motik  here  seems  to  allude  to  the  following  circumstance  in  the  English  His> 
tory  I — **  But  uppon  tfa^  moriie  folowynge,  both  hostes  joyned  agayne,  and  fooght  egcrW :  «entyoa- 
ynge  wfaycb  fygnte,  Edrycus  espying  Edmunde  to  be  at  advauntage  of  wynnyng  of  the  feid,  aodajnly 
pyght  a  dead  mannes  hed  upon  a  speare  head  and  cryed  to  the  host  of  Englysbnen,  fie,jUj,  we  Ea* 
giyslmen,  4nd  sate  yur  ee^fes,  h  here  is  tlie  heade  ^  Edmunde  your  kynge." — Fabyan's  Chroiukp  lo.  MT. 
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Hav.  Take  that  for  history. 

0  brave  lieutenant,  now  thy  dinner  works ! 
Moik,  I  nis  not  Edrnond  Ironside,  God  wot. 
Hav,  More  provocation  yet  ?  I'll  seal  thy  lips. 
Moik,   A  twenty  devil  way !    ^^  go  did  the 

.Saxon 
UpOD'thylke  plain  ofSaram,  done  to  death 
By  treachery,  the  lords  of  merry  Englond 
^em  esor  saxes. 

Hav.  Villain,  dost  abuse  me 
In  nnbaptized  language?    Do  not  answer; 

[Moth  intreats  by  sufiu. 
If  that  thou  dost,  by  Jove  Til  strangle  thee. 
Do  you  make  mouths,  you  rascal,  thus  at  me  ? 
You're  at  dumb  service  now.    Why,  this  is  more 
Unsafllerable  than  your  old  patch*d  gibberish : 
Tiiis  silence  is  abuse.    I'll  send  thee  to 
The  place  of  it,  where  thou  shalt  meet  with 

Oswald, 
Vort^jem,  Harold,  Hengist,  Horsa,  Knute, 
Allured,  Bdgar,  and  Cunobeline. 

[Slicbb,  HeabsaY|  step  in. 
Thus,  thus,  I  sheath  my  sword. 

SU.  Redoubted  kniglit. 
Enough :  it  is  thy  foe  doth  vanquish'd  lie 
Now  at  thy  mercy.    Mercy  not  withstaud; 
For  be  is  one  the  truest  knight  alive, 
Though  conquered  now  he  lie  on  lowly  ground. 
Hav.  Thou  ow'st  thy  life  to  my  lieutenant, 
caitiff. 
Breathe,  and  be  thankful. 

Moth.  I  *»  reche  not  thine  «'  yeft ; 
^Maugre  thine  head ;  ^'  algate  I  suffer  none. 

1  am  tmne  lefe,  thine  deere,  mine  Potluck  Joan. 


SCENE  III. 

A K  DREW,  PaiSCILLA. 

AmL  Fairest  of  things — tralucent  creature — 
Hang  me 
If  I  do  know  what's  next. 
Pris.  This  meant  to  me  ? 
And.  Fairest  of  things — tralucent  creature — 
rather 

Obscure  deity ^Tis  gone  a^in. 

lady,  will  you  eat  a  piece  of  gingerbread  ? 
Pris.  You  might  have  better  manners  than  to 
scoff 
One  of  ray  breeding. 


And.  Hark !  Indeed  I  lo?e  yon. 

Pris.  Alas! 

And.  1  vow,  I  bum  in  love,  as  doth  a  penny 
faggot. 

Pris.  Hey  ho  ! 
*     And.  And  I  shall 
Blaze  out  sir-reverence,  if  ye  do  not  quench  me. 

Pris.  Indeed  now  ? 

And.  Though  I  say*t  that  should  not  say't, 
I  am  affected  towards  you  strangely. 

Pris.  Now,  who'd  have  thought  it? 

And,  There's  a  thing  each  night 
Comes  to  my  bed's  head,  and  cries  Matrimony^ 
Matrimony,  Andrew. 

Pris,  (rod  forbid. 

Pns.  It  is 
Some  spirit  that  would  join  us. 

Pris.  Goodly,  goodly. 

And.  Then  do  I  shake  all  over. 

Pris.  Doth  it  so? 

And.  Then  shake  again. 

Pris.  I  pray  you  now. 

And.  Then  cry, 

Fairest  of  things tralucent  creature 

rather 
Obscured  deity,,  sweet  Mrs  Jane, 
I  come,  I  come. 

Pris.  Sweet  sir,  you  are  deceiv'd ; 
I'm  but  her  woman.    Here  she  comes  herself. 

Enter  Mrs  Jane. 

And.  Now,  as  my  father  saith,  I  would  I  were 
A  cucumber,  if  I  know  what  to  do. 

Jane.  Why,  how  now,  Pris.?  Who's  that  that 
useth  you 
So  loTinsIy  ? 

And.  Fairest  of  things    ■        tis  one 
Tralucent  creature        'tis        Ay,  that  it  is^ 
One— — 

Pris.  That  would  willingly  runout  of  doors 
If  that  he  had  but  law  enough. 

And.  I  say    ■ 

Jane.  Nay,  be  n't  afraid;  here's  none  shall 
do  you  harm. 

And.  Tis  one-  that  brought  his  pigs  to  the 
wrong  market. 
You  keep  your  woman  here  so  fine,  that  I 
Had  like  V  have  made  a  proper  business  on% 
Before  I  was  aware.    If  any  thing 
Do  prove  amiss,  indeed  law,  you  sliall  be 


*^  89  did  the  Saxon,  4v.— -See  Note  14  to  The  Mofor  iff  Quinborough,  poster.— Verstigan,  in  bis 
RestHuHan  qf  Decayed  BdtlHgence,  1634,  p.  130,  ffives  the  following  account  of  this  transaction: 

** King  Hingistus  prepared  them  a  feast ;  and  after  the  Brittains  were  well  whitled  with  wine,  be  fell 

to  tannting  and  giming  at  them ;  whereupon  blowes  ensued ;  and  the  Brittiih  nobility  there  present, 
being  in  sSl  three  hunmreth,  were  all  of  them  slaine ;  as  William  of  Malmesbnry  reporteth  :  though 
odiers  make  the  number  more,  and  say  that  the  Saxons  had  each  of  them  a  seax  (a,  kind  of  crooked 
kaife)  closely  in  his  pocket,  and  that  at  the  watch-word,  Nem  cowr  sbaxes,  which  b,  take  your 
JtAXBs,  they  snddamely,  and  at  unwares,  slew  the  Brittaines." 
•»  lUehe  «rf.--Care  not.  »^  Kc/lt.— Gift 

•*  Maagre.'-lB  spite  of.  *'  Algate,-^A}yftLyt, 
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The  father  on*t.    But  know,  tralucent  creatnre, 
I  am  come  off  eotire,  and  now  am  yours 
Whole.     Andrew    Credulous^    your   serrant's 
servant. 

Jane,  Methinks  you  contradict  yourself.  How 
can  you  * 

Be  wholly  mine,  and  yet  my  servant's  servant  f 

And,  1  do  but  compliment  in  that  (I  see 
Downright 's  the  best  way  here);  if  thou  can'st 

love, 
I  can  love  too.    Law  thee  there,  now !  Vm  rich. 

Jane,  I  use  not  talook  after  riches;  'tis 
The  person  that  I  aim  at. 

And.  That  is  me : 
Tm  proper,  handsome,  fair,  clean-limb'd ;  Vm 
rich. 

Jane,  I  must  have  one  that  can  direct  and 
guide  me : 
A  guardian,  rather  than  a  husband ;  for 
I'm  foolish  yet. 

And,  Now,  see  the  luck  on't,  laily ; 
So  am  I  too,  i*  faith. 

Jane,  And  whoe'er  hath  me, 
Will  find  me  to  be  one  of  those  things,  which 
His  care  must  first  reform. 

And,  Do  not  doubt  that ; 
I  have  a  head  for  reformation. 
This  noddle  here  shall  do  it.    I  am  rich. 

Jane,  Riches  create  no  lore :  I  fear  you  mean 
To  take  me  for  formality  only. 
As  some  stayed  piece  of  houshold-stuff,  perhaps. 
Fit  to  be  seen  'mong  other  ornaments : 
Or  at  the  best,  T  shall  be  counted  but 
A  name  of  dignity ;  not  entertain'd 
For  love,  but  state :  one  of  vour  train ;  a  thing 
Took  to  wipe  off  suspicion  from  some  fuirer, 
To  whom  you  have  vow'd  homage. 

And,  Do  not  think 
I've  any  plots  or  projects  in  my  head. 
I  will  do  any  thing  for  thee,  that  thou 
Canst  name,  or  think  on. 

Prit,  Pray  you  try  him,  mistress: 
By  my  viiginity,  I  tfunk  be*ll  flinch. 

And,  By  my  virginity,  (which  is  ns  good 
As  yours, I'm  sure);  by  my  virginity. 
If  that  we  men  have  any  such  thing,  (as 
We  men  have  such  a  thing)  I  do  believe, 
I  will  not  flinch.      Alas!    Yon   don't   know 
Andrew. 

Jane,  Can  you  obtain  but  so  much  respite 
from 
Your  other  soverei^'s  service,  as  to  keep 
Your  eye  from  sazmg  on  her  for  a  while  ? 

And.  If  I  do  look  on  any  woman ;  nay, 
if  I  do  cast  a  sheep's  eye  upon  any 
But  your  sweet  self,  may  I  lose  one  of  mine ! 
Marry,  1*11  keep  the  otlM^r  howsoe'er. 

Jane.  I  know  not  how  I  may  believe  you  : 
you'll 
Swear  you  ne'er  cast  a  glance  on  any,  when 
Your  eye  hath  baited  at  each  face  you  met. 

And,  Blind  me,  good  now.    Being  you  mis- 
trust,! wiu 


Be  blinded  with  this  handkerchiefs  you  .shatt 
See  that  I  love  you  now.    So,  let  me  have 
But  any  reasonable  thing  to  lead  me  home, 
I  do  not  care  tliough  't  1^  a  dog,  so  that 
He  knows  the  way,  or  hath  the  wit  t'  enquire  iL 

Jane.  That  care,  sir,  shall  be  mine. 

[Exeunt  Jahb  and  PaisciiXA. 

And,  I  doubt  not,  but 
I  shall  be  in  the  Chronicle  for  this ; 
Or  in  a  ballad  else.    This  handkerchief 
Shall  be  hung  up  i*  th'  parish-church,  instead 
Of  a  great  silken  flag  to  fan  my  grave, 
With  my  anas  in  't ;  pourtray'd  in  good  Uoe 

thread, 
With  this  word  underneath :  7^,  thU  was  he 
Thai  shut  hi$  eyes,  because  he  would  not  see. 
Hold,  who  comes  there  f 

Enter  Meanwell,  Shape. 

Mean.  One,  sir,  to  lead  you  home. 

And.  Who?  Tutor  Meanwell ? 

[Shape  counterfeits  Mrs  Jane's  voice. 

Shape.  Yes,  I  do  commit  you 
Unto  your  trusty  friend ;  if  you  perform 
This  vow,  we  may 

And.  I'll  sa^r  your  sentence  out; 
Be  roan  and  wife. 

Shape.  If  you'll  do  something  else. 
That  I'll  propose. 

And.  Pray  make  your  own  conditions. 

Shape.  YouMI  promise  me  you'll  not  be  jealons 
of  me? 

And.  Do  what  you  will,  I'll  trust  yon. 

Shape.  Never  hire  any  to  tempt  me? 

And.  By  this  light  (I  would  say 
By  this  darkness)  I  never  will. 

Shape,  Nor  mark 
Ou  whom  I  laugh  ?—— 

And.  No. 

Shape.  Nor  suspect  ray  smiles. 
My  nods,  my  winks  ? 

And.  No,  no. 

Shape.  Nor  yet  keep  count 
From  any  gallant's  visit  ? 

And,  ril  ne'er  reckon : 
You  shall  do  what  you  will. 

Shape.  You'll  never  set 
Great  chests  and  forms  against  m^r  chamber-door, 
Nor  pin  my  smock  unto  your  shirt  a-nights. 
For  tear  I  should  slip  from  you  ere  vou  wake? 

And.  As  I  do  hope  for  day,  I  will  not. 

Shape.  Give  me 
Some  small  pledge  from  you  to  assure  your 

love; 
If  that  you  jet  prove  fiilse,  I  may  have  aome- 

thmg 
To  witness  your  inconstancy.    I'll  fake 
This  little  mby ;  this  small  blushing  stone 
From  your  fair  finger. 

And.  Take  it,  sweet.    There  is 
A  diamond  in  my  band-string,  if  yon  hare 
A  mind  to  that,  I  pray  make  use  oft  too. 

Shape,  In  troth^  a  stone  of  lustre.  I  assore  jrou. 
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It  darts  a  pretty  light,  '^a  vei^t  spark. 
It  seems  an  eye  upoD  your  breast. 

And.  Nay,  take  it ;       ' 
For  lure's  sake  take  it  then :  leave  nothing  that 
Looks  hke  an  eye  about  me. 

Shape.  My  good  Andrew, 
'Cause  of  thy  resolution,  I*U  perform 
Th»  office  for  thee.    Take  my  word  for  't,  this 
Shall  ne^er  betray  thee.  [Exit  Shape. 

And.  Farewel,  honest  Jany ; 
I  cannot  see  to  thank  thee,  my  sweet  Jany. 
Tutor,  your  hand,  good  Tutor ;  lead  me  wisely. 

Mean.  Take  coinibrt,  man ;  I  have  good  news 
for  thee : 
Thine  eyes  shall  be  thine  own  before  next  morn- 
ing. [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
Shape,  Chirurgeon,  Mercer. 

Shape.  He*s  a  good  friend  of  mine,  and  I  pre- 
sume 
Upon  your  secrecy. 

Chir,  O  sir  the  deed 

By  which  it  came  was  not  more  close.    D'  y' 

think 
I  would  undo  myself  by  twitting?    Twere 
To  bring  the  gallants  all  about  mine  ears. 
And  make  me  mine  own  patient.    I*m  faithful 
Aod  secret,  though  a  barber. 

Shape.  Nay,  but  hear  me ; 
He*s  very  modest.    Twas  his  first  attempt 
Procur*d  him  this  infirmity.    He  will 
Be  bashful,  I  am  sure,  aod  won't  be  known 
Of  any  such  tliinjg  at  the  first.    You  must 
Be  sore  to  put  him  to't. 

Ckir.  Let  roe  alone ; 
He  knows  not  yet  the  world,  I  do  perceive. 
It  is  as  common  now  with  gentlemen, 
As  'tis  to  follow  fashion :  only  here 
Lieth  the  difference,  that  they  keep  in  this 
A  liule  longer.    I  shall  have  so  much, 
Upon  your  word,  sir  ? 

Shape.  If  you  do  perform 
The  cure  by  that  time  (twenty  pieces,  sir.) 
You  are  content  ? 

Mtr.  Yes,  sir. 

Chir.  It  shall  be  done  [Exit  Shape. 

According  to  your  own  prescription. 
Sit  down,  I  pray  you,  sir :  this  gentleman 
Is  a  gOod  fi*nd  of  yours. 

Mer.  Indeed  he  ts  a  very  honest  man. 
As  any  one  can  wish  to  deal  with,  verily. 

Chir.  Believe  't,  he  loves  yon  very  well. 

Mer,  1  am  most  ready 


To  do  him  any  service,  truly.    Pray  you, 
Good  brother,  don't  deUy  me,  I'm  in  haste. 

Chir.  Indeed^  and  truly,  verily,  good  brother. 
How  could  these  milk-sop  woitls  e'er  get  him 

company 
That  could  procure  the  pox?    Where  do  you 

leel 
Your  grief  most  trouble  you? 
Mir,  I'm  very  well;  what  mean  you,  brother? 
Chir.  Nay,  b^  not  so  modest; 
'TIS  no  such  heinous  fault,  as  that  you  should 
Seek  thus  to  hide  it :  nieer  ill  fortune  only— 
Mer.  Surely  you  do  foiget  yourself. 
Chir.  Come,  come. 
He  told  me  you'd  be  shamefac'd :  you  most  be 
Wary  hereafter. 

Mer.  (I  do  perceive 
He  is  a  little  mad  indeed  t  the  gentleman 
T0I4  me  so  much  just  as  I  came  along.) 
Yes,  yes,  I'U  be  wary ;  I'll  take  heed  : 
Come,  pray  y'  dispatch  me. 
Chir.  So,  I  like  you  now. 
It  is  the  custom  of  most  gentlemen. 
Not  to  confess,  until  they  feel  their  bonet 
Beein  't  admonish  'em. 

mer.  You  are  'i  th'  right. 
Good  friend,  make  haste;    I've  very  urgent 
business. 
Chir.   Not  rashly  neither;   b  your   gristle 
sound  ? 
Methinks  'tis  very  firm  as  yet  to  the  touch. 
You  fear  no  danger  there,  as  yet,  sir,  do  you  ? 
Mer.  No,  I'll  assure  yon.    (He  must  have  hit 
humour : 
I  see  he  is  not  to  be  cro^d.) 

Chir.  When  did  you 
Feel  the  first  grudging  on't  ?    Tis  not  broke  out 
In  any  place  ? 

Mer.  No,  no :  I  pray  y'  dispatch  me. 
Chir.  These  things  desire  deliberation 
Care  is  requir'd. 

Mer,  Good  brother,  go  t'  your  chest. 
Chir.  How  can  I  know  what  med'cines  to  " 
apply. 
If  that  you  tell  me  not  where  lies  your  grief? 
Mer.  Nay,  good  now,  let  me  go. 
Chir,  I  must  not,  sir ; 
Nor  will  not,  truly.    Trust  me,  you  will  wish 
You  had  confe8!>'d,  and  suffer'd  me  in  time. 
When  you  shall  come  to  dry-burnt  racks  of 

mutton, 
The  syringe,  and  ^'  the  tub« 

Mer.  So,  tiow  enough ; 
Pray  fetch  me  what  you  promised. 

Chir.  Are  you  wild. 
Or  mad  ?    I  do  protest,  I  ne*er  did  meet 


9^ 

93 


a  veget  spark.— A  lively  spark. 

the  *ii6.— So,  in  Tinum  qf  Athens^  A.  4.  S.  3 : 

« the  tnb  fast  and  the  diet." 


See  a  Note  on  that  passage,  last  edit  of  Shakspeare,  VoL  VIII.  p.  409*      S. 
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A  gentleman  of  such  pervereeness  yet. 
I  find  jou  just  as  I  was  told  I  should. 

ilier.  I  lose  the  taking,  by  my  swear,  of  taking 
As  much,  whiles  that  I  am  receiving  this. 

Chir,  I  will  not  hinder  you,  if  that  you  do 
Prefer  your  gain  before  your  health. 

Mer.  WeU  then, 
I  pray  you  tell  it  out ;  we  tradesmen  are  not 
Masters  of  our  own  time. 

Chir,  What  would  you  have? 

Mer.  What  would  I  have  ?  as  if  you  did  not 
know ! 
Come,  come,  leave  jesting  now  at  last^  good 
brother. 

Chir,  I  am  in  earnest,  sir. 

Mer.  Why,  I  would  have 
My  money,  sir ;  the  twenty  pieces  that 
The  gentleman  did  give  you  order  now 
To  pay  me,  for  the  velvet  that  he  bought    - 
This  morning  of  roe. 

Chir.  O !  the  gentleman— 

Mer,  You  should  not  make  a  laugliing-stock^ 
good  brother, 
Of  one  that  wrongs  you  not;  I  do  profess 
I  won't  be  fubb'd,  ensure  yourself. 

Chir.  The  gentleman ! 
Oh !  oh !  the  gentleman !    Is  this  the  cure 
I  should  perform  ?    Truly,  I  dare  not  venture 
Upon  such  desperate  maladies. 

Mer.  You  are  but  merrily  dispos*d  ? 

Chir.  Indeed,  they  are 
Too  high  for  my  small  quality.    Verily 
Perhaps,  good  brother,  you  might  perish  under 
Mine  hands  truly.     I  do  profess,  1  am  not 
Any  of  your  bold  mountebanks  in  this. 

Mer.  You're  still  disposed  ■ 

Chir.  To  laugh  at  you,  good  brother. 
Guird,  by  my  swear,  by  my  swear,  guU'd;   he 

told  me 
You  had  a  small  infirmity  upon  yon, 
A  grief  of  youth,  or  two;  and  tliat  I  should 
Have  twenty  pieces  for  the  cure.    He  ask'd  you 
If  that  you  were  content,  vou  answered,  yes. 
I  was  in  hope  I  had  gain'aa  patient  more; 
Your  best  way  is  to  make  haste  after  him. 

Mer,  Now  could  I  beat  myself  for  a  wise  fool 
That  I  was,  thus  to  trust  him.  [Exit. 

Chir.  B'w'y*,  Brotlier. 
Tore  God  a  good  one.    O  I  the  gentleman ! 

[Fsxii  laughing. 

SCENE  V, 

RiMCWELL,  Bagshot,  Catchmey,  5ir  Chris- 
TOPH  ER ;  a  Song  at  a  window,  congratulating 
(a$  ihejf  think)  Mr  Mean  well's  Marriage. 

1.  Whiles  early  light  springs  from  the  skies, 
A  fairer  from  your  bride  doth  rise  ; 


A  brighter  day  doth  thenee  appear. 
And  make  a  second  morning  there : 

Her  blush  doth  shed 

All  o^er  the  bed. 

Clean  shamefaced  beatm 

That  spreai  in  streams. 
And  purple  round  the  modest  air. 

8.  I  will  not  tell  what  shrieks  and  cries. 
What  angry  pishes,  and  whatfes. 
What  pretty  oaths  then  newly  bom^ 
The  listening  taper  heard  th^e  sworn  z 
Whiles froward  she 
Most  peevishly 
Did  yielding  Jight, 
To  keep  der  night. 
What  shed  have  proffered  you  ere  mom^ 

3.  Fair,  we  know,  maids  do  refuse 

To  grant  what  they  do  come  to  lose. 
Intend  a  tbnquest,  you  that  wed ; 
2'hey  would  be  chastly  ravished  ; 

Not  any  kiss 

From  Airs  Pris, 

If  that  you  do 

Persuade  and  woo : 
Know,  pleasure's  by  extorting  fed. 

4.  O  may  her  arms  wax  black  and  blue 
Only  by  hard  etidrcling you : 

May  she  round  about  you  twine 
Like  the  easy  twisting  vine  ; 

And  while  you  sip 

From  herjull  lip. 

Pleasures  as  new 

As  morning  dew, 
Let  those  soft  tyesyour  hearts  combine. 

Singer.  God  give  you  ioy,  Mr  Meanwell !  God 
give  your  worship  good-morrow  ! 

Rime.  Come,  let's  be  going. 

Chris.  Hold,  a  blow  I'll  have. 
One  jerk  at  th'  times,  wrapt  in  a  beoedictioii 
O'  th*  spouse's  teeming)  and  111  go  with  yoo. 

A  SONG. 

Now  thou  our  future  brother, 

Ihat  shall  mifke  this  spouse  a  mother, 

Spring  up,  and  ^  Dod*s  bleuing  on*t  • 
Shew  ihy  little  sorrel pute. 
And  prove  regenerate 

Before  thou  be  brought  to  thcfont* 

May  the  parish  surplice  be 
Cut  in  pieces  quite  for  thee, 

To  wrap  thy  s(ft  body  about ; 
So  *  twill  better  service  do, 
Keformed  thus  into 

The  state  of  an  orthodox  cUmtm 


•* Dod's  blessing  <m*f.— Jo^  Dod,  a  learned  and  pious  divine,  bom  in  Cheshire,  educated  at 

Jesus  College,  Cambridge,  and  afterwards  successively  minister  of  Hanwell,  Oxfordshire,  Feimy 
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When  thou  ihalt  U0oe  the  cradle^ 
And  $haU  begin  to  waddie, 

And  trudge  m  thy  little  apron : 
May*st  thou  conceive  a  grace 
Of  half  an  hour^t  ipace^ 

And  refoice  in  thy  Friday  capon. 

Tor  an  error  thafs  theJtocl^Sf 
Name  Mr  Paul,  hut  urge  ''  St  Knox ; 

And  at  every  reformed  dinner. 
Let  cheese  come  in,  and  preaching. 
And  by  that  third  course  teaching. 

Confirm  an  unsatisfied  sinner, 

7%ence  grow  up  to  hate  a  ring, 
And  dm  an  offering  ; 
^    And  team  to  sing  what  others  say. 
Let  Christ-tide  be  thy  fast. 
And  Lent  thy  good  repast : 
And  regard  not  an  holy-day. 

Enter  Constable  and  Assistants, 

Con.  Lay  lk>id  on  them ;  lay  hold  on  them^ 
I  say: 
ni  hamper  them. 

Catch.  He'U  take  yoar  headlong  zeal : 
YoQ  most  be  jerking  at  the  times,  forsooth. 


I  am  afraid  the  times  will  'scape,  and  we, 
The  men  of  them,  shall  suffer  now  the  scourge. 

Con.  Let  none  escape. 

Chris.  Twas  godliness  verily: 
It  was  a  hymn  I  warbled. 

Con.  Thou  dost  lye. 
It  was  no  hymn,  it  was  a  song.    Is  this 
Your  filthy  rendezvous  ?  you  shall  be  taught 
Another  tune. 

Chris.  I  do  beseech  you  shew 
Merciful  cruelty,  and  as  'twere  a  kind 
Of  pitiful  hardheartedness.    I'm  strong. 

[I'hey  bring  in  Andrew  oik/ Priscilla. 

Con,  I*m  glad  you  told  me  so.  I  will  provide 
Your  ward  accordingly.    Drag  'em  out  both. 

And.  Let  me  but  send  to  th'  ordinary. 

Con.  Yon  shall  not; 
The  ord'nary  hath  sent  to  you :  No  bail, 
I  will  take  none.    1*11  suffer  no  such  sneaks 
As  you,  to  offend  this  way.    It  doth  belong 
T  your  betters,  sir. 

And,  Here's  a  sufficient  man 
I  do  assure  you ;  take  my  word  for  that. 

Con.  This  staff  was  made  to  knock  down  sin. 
I'll  look 
There  shall  be  no  ^*  advowtr^  in  my  ward 
But  what  is  honest.    Fil  see  justice  done 
As  long  as  I'm  in  office.  Come  along.  [Exeuntm 


ACT  V, 


SCENE  I. 
Sir  Thomas  Bitefig  as  sick^  Jane. 

Sir  T.  Now  that  I  have  made  even,  girl,  with 

Heav'n, 
Though  I  am  past  the  wont,  and  I  perceive 
My  dmner  only  griev'd  me,  yet  'cause  life's 
Frail  and  uncertain,  let  me  counsel  thee, 
lis  good  to  be  beforehand  stilL    First  then, 
I  charge  thee  lend  no  money ;  next,  serve  God ; 
If  ever  thou  hast  children,  teach  them  thrift; 
They'll  learn  religion  fast  enough  themselves. 
Kay,  do  not  weep,  but  hearken.    When  Heav'n 

shall 
Please  to  call  in  this  weary  soul  of  mine. 
Be  n't  idle  in  expence  about  my  burial : 
Bay  me  a  shroud,  any  old  sheet  will  serve 
To  clothe  corruption ;  I  can  rot  without 
Fine  linen ;  'tis  but  to  enrich  the  grave. 


And  adorn  stench,  no  reverence  to  the  dead. 
To  make  them  crumble  more  luxuriously. 
One  torch  will  be  sufficient  to  direct 
The  footsteps  of  my  bearers.    If  there  be 
Any  so  kind  as  to  accompany 
My  body  to  the  earth,  let  them  not  want 
For  entertainment;  pr'ythee  see  they  have 
A  sprig  of  rosemary,  dip'd  in  common  water. 
To  smell  to  as  they  walk  along  the  streets. 
Eatings  and  drinkings  are  no  obsequies. 
Raise  no  oppressing  pile  to  load  my  ashes ; 
But  if  thouMt  needs  b'  at  changes  of  a  tomb. 
Five  or  six  foot  of  common  stone,  engrav'd 
With  a  good  hopeful  word,  or  else  a  couple 
Of  capital  letters  filled  up  with  pitch. 
Such  as  I  set  upon  my  sheep,  will  serve ; 
State  is  not  meet  for  those  that  dwell  in  dust. 
Mourn  as  thou  pleasest  for  me,  plainness  tbewt 
True  grief:  I  give  thee  leave  to  do  it  for 


Drayton,  Leicestershire,  Canons  Ashby  and  Fausley  in  Northamptonshire,  the'  ibr  a  time  silenced  in 
eaeh  of  them.  He  is  commonly  called,  The  Dtcakgist,  having  with  Robert  Cleaver,  another  Puritan, 
imtten  An  Exposition  an  the  Ten  Commandments,  He  died  at  Fausley  in  1645,  i^ed  about  ninety 
years. 

*' St  Knox, — This  was  John  Knox,  the  celebrated  reformer  in  Scotland.    See  his  character, 

EsberlBOo's  Histonf  ef  Scotland^  Y ot  I.  p.  ISO. 

9^         ^mwitfnf.— Adultery. 
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Two  or  three  years,  if  that  thoa  shalt  think  fit : 
Twill  save  expence  in  clothes.  And  so  now  be 
My  bleSding  on  thee,  and  my  means  hereafter. 
Jane.  I  hope  Ueav'n  will  not  denl  so  rigidly 
With  me,  as  to  preserve  me  to  th'  anwelcome 
Performance  of  these  sad  injunctions. 


SCENE  11. 

To  them  M£ANWELL. 

Mean.  Good  health  unto  you,  sir. 
Sir  T.  I  have  the  more, 
By  reason  of  the  care  you  took  in  sending 
A  confessor  unto  me. 

Mean.  I !  a  confessor ! 
Sure  there  is  some  design,  some  trick  or  other 
Put  on  yon  by  those  men,  who  never  sleep 
Unless  they've  cheated  on  that  day. 

Sir  T.  I  hope 
You  do  mean  your  partners,  my  good  friends  ? 
Mean.  They  ne'er  deserve  the  name  of  friends, 
they  do 
Covet,  not  love.    If  any  came  from  them. 
It  was  some  vulture  in  a  holy  habit. 
Who  did  intend  your  carcase,  not  your  safety ; 
ludeed  I  know  not  oft,  IVe  all  this  while 
Appeared  another  to  you  than  I  am 

[Disclose th  himself. 
Perhaps  yon  know  me  now.    Tm  he,  whom  you 
Pleas'd  to  forbid  your  house,  whom  Mr  Credu- 
lous 
Takes  leave  to  style  lost  man,  and  vagabond. 

Sir  T.  That  I  forbad  you  my  house,  was  only 
In  care  to  my  daughter,  not  in  hate  to  you. 

Mean.  That  I  frequented  it  without  your  leave. 
Was  both  in  love  to  you,  and  to  your  daughter ; 
That  I  have  all  this  while  liv*d  thus  disguised, 
Was  only  to  avert  the  snare  from  you. 
Not  to  entrap  you ;  that  you  might  not  be 
Blinded  by  those,  who,  like  to  venomous  beasts, 
HaVe  only  sight  to  poison ;  that  you  might  not 
Ruin  your  daughter  in  a  compliment. 
Sir  T.  This  may  be  your  plot,  and  this  dis- 
covery 
Fei|n*d  only  to  secure  your  own  designs : 
For  t  cannot  sink  into  me,  that  they  durst 
Make  mirth  of  my  repeutiuice,  and  abuse 
My  last  devotion  with  a  scene  of  laughter. 
Mean.  They  dare  beyond  your  thought.  When 
parted  this 
Yonr  confessor  ? 

Sir  T.  You  could  not  chuse  but  meet  him. 
He  is  scarce  yet  at  home. 
Mean.  If  that  you  dare 
But  venture  wiih  me  home.  Til  almost  promise 
I'll  make  it  plain  they've  put  a  trick  upon  you. 
■  Sir  r.  Though  every  step  were  so  much  to- 
ward my  grave, 


I'd  tread  them  o'er  with  comfort,  that  I  might 
Discover  this  religious  villainy.  [Emimt. 


SCENE  III. 

Hearsay,  Slices,  atid  Shape  in  his  Confessor's 
habit. 

Hear.  Come,  my  good  vulture,  speak ;  what 

prey  ?  wliat  mirth  ? 
Sli.  What  income,  my  dear  holiness  ?   vrhat 

sport? 
Shape,  Give  me  the  chair;  imagine  me  the 
knight 
(When  I  sit  down,)  and  (when  I  stand)  the  Con- 
fessor. 
[As  he  is  thta  acting,  Meanwell  and  Sir 
Thomas  discover  themselves  above. 
Thus  I  come  in  peace  to  thy  soul,  good  son, 
("lis  you  must  give  it,  father ;   I  am  ill, 
Tm  very  ill;  fit  only  now  for  heav'n. 
My  soul  would  fain  be  flying,  were't  not  for 
A  sin  or  two  that  clogs  her.)    But  for  a  sin 
Or  two  that  clogs  her  ?  Take  heed ;  don't,  so  near 
Your  last  deliverance,  play  the  sophister 
With  Heav'n.  A  sin  or  two  !  why,  I've  heard  say 
You're  wont  to  skrew  your  wretched  tenants  up 
1  o  th'  utmost  iarthing,  and  then  stand  upon 
The  third  rent-capon.    Then  he  answers  me 
In  the  small  doleful  tune  of  a  country  wench 
Examin'd  by  th*  officia!,  for  the  mischance 
Of  a  great  belly  caught  at  a  ''  Whitson-ale ; 
(I  could  not  help  it.)    Then  it  is  your  custom. 
When  you  invite,  to  think  your  meat  laid  out. 
You  write  your  beef  disbursd,  are  wont  to  call 
For  the  return  of 't  just  as  for  a  debt ; 
(True.)    That  two  chimneys  ne'er  yet  smok'd  at 

once 
In  all  your  buildings :  (All  most  true.)  Thatyoa 
Are  wont  to  keep  an  untouch'd  capon,  till 
Corruption  makes  it  able  to  walk  out. 
And  visit  the  bam  door  again.    I  could 
Say  much  more,  but  I  had  rather  have  yoa 
Come  so  much  nearer  pardon,  as  t'  accuse 
Yourself,  by  your  own  mouth. 
Sli.  How  grave  the  rogue  was ! 
Shape.  (I'll  do't  as  strictly  as  mine  enemy.) 
Sir  T.  I  cannot  hold ;  Til  break  in  as  I  am. 
And  take  my  vengeance  whibt  my  fury's  hot. 
Mean.  Repress  it,  sir,  a  while ;  h'  hath  but 

begun. 
Shape.  Then  thus  he  drawls  it  out,  (I  do  con« 
fess 
I've  been  addicted  to  frugality.) 
Son,  do  not  mince ;  pray  call  it  covetousness. 
(Imprimis,  It  hath  ever  been  my  custom 
To  ride  beyond  an  inn,  to  save  my  horse-meat* 
Item,  When  once  I  had  done  so,  and  found 
No  entertainment,  I  beguil'd  the  children 


*7 WhiUomrale.^'^t  Note  42  to  Tie  Antiqwu^^  ante,  p.  134. 
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Of  tbeir  parch'd  peas ;  my  man  being  left  to  that 
We  make  the  emblem  ofmortality :) 
What?    GrasSy   you  mean?    (Or  sweet  hay, 
which  you  please.) 
Hear.    Methinks  this  is  truly  coming  to  a 
reckoning. 
He  doth  account  for  's  sins  with  Item  so. 
Shape,  {Item,  Tve  often  bought  a  Cheapside 
custard, 
And  so  refreshed  my  soul  under  my  cloak. 
As  I  did  walk  the  streets.)    Cloaking  of  sins, 
Although  they  be  but  eating  sins,  I  do 
Pronounce  most  dangerous.    (I  find  this  so, 
Vd  almost  lost  mine  eyes  by  %  being  justled.) 
Sli,  O  thou  rich  soul  of  roguery ! 
Shape.  (Moreover, 
I  once  song  Psalms  with  servants  where  I  lodg'd, 
And  took  part  wich  'em  in  their  lovely  reliques ; 
Truly  my  soul  did  lust,  they  were  temptations.) 
What !  sing  that  you  might  eat  ?  It  is  the  sin 
O"  th*  brethren,  son ;  but  that  their  reliques  are 
Whole  widows  bouses. 
Hear.  O  thou  preaching  devil ! 
Shape.  {Item^  I  entered  into  a  chandler's  shop, 
And  eat  my  bread  in  secret,  whilst  ray  man 
Fed  on  the  wholesome  steam  ofcandie-suet. 
hem,  which  grieves  me  most,  I  did  make  bold 
With  the  black-puddings  of  my  needy  taylor : 
Satan  was  stroug ;  they  did  provoke  me  much.) 
Sir  r.  Wretch  that  T  was,  to  trust  my  bosom  to 
One  so  exactly  bad,  that  if  the  book 
Of  all  men's  lives  lay  open  to  his  view. 
Would  meet  no  sin  unpractis'd  by  himself. 
I  will  rush  in. 

Afean.  Good  sir,  keep  close  a  while. 
.  Shoot.  I  see  no  tears,  no  penitential  tears. 
(Alas !  I  cannot  weep,  mine  eyes  are  pumice : . 
But  alms  I  hope  may  yet  redeem.)    Alms  given 
In  a  laree  manner,  son.    (Won't  fifty  pounds 
Wipe  off  my  score  ?)  If  doubled  't  may  do  some- 

thme. 
(Can  I  be  savM  no  cheaper?  Take  this,  then, 
And  pray  for  me.)    With  that  I  thus  dismiss'd 

him: 
Bles6*d  son,  for  now  I  dare  pronounce  thee 
bless'd. 

Being  dx>u'st  pour'd  thus  out  thy  soul The 

wolf! 
The  wolf!  ^Sfbot,  peace,  weYe  in  the  noose; 
We  are  betray'd ;    yon's  Meaaweil    and  the 

knight 

Truly  be  is  as  good  a  man  as  any 

I  erer  yet  confess'd don't  look  that  way 

A  very  honest  charitable  man. 
Fall  of  sincerity  and  true  devotion. 

Sir  T.  Patience  itself  would  now  turn  furious. 
let's  for  some  officers.  \Ex.  Sir  Tho.  and  Mean. 

Shape.  Discovered  all ! 
Religion  is  nnlucky  to  me. 


Hear,  Man, 
Perfidious  man  !  there  is  no  trust  in  thee ! 

Sli.  I  never  lik'd  this  Meanwell ;  I  did  always 
See  treachery  writ  in's  forehead.     I  well  hop'd 
H  'ad  been  in  prison  with  his  wench. 

Shape.  Leave  railing. 
Along  with  me.    There  is  left  one  way  more ;. 
The  cat  may  yet  perhaps  light  on  all  four. 

[Eseunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Sir  Thomas  Bitefig,  Meanwell^  CamtabU^ 
Watchmen. 

Sir  T.  What,  gone !    Upon  my  life,  they  did 

mistrust. 
Mean.  They  are  so  beaten^  that  they  smell  an 
officer. 
As  crows  do  powder. 

Sir  T.  Watchman,  call  you  forth 
The  mistress  of  the  house,  Imprimis ;  for 
^      ,  [^it  Officer. 

They  have  their  lurking-hole  near  hand,  most 
certain. 

Enter  Moth  and  Potluck,  a$  Man  and  Wife. 

Moth.  Denuncio  vobis  gaudium  magnum, 
Robertus  de  Tinea  electus  est  in  sedem  hospitalem, 
Et  assumit  sibi  namen  Galfridi. 
Joy  comes  to  our  house :  I  Robert  Moth  am 
Chesen  into  thvlk  hospital  seat, 
Thylk  bason  of  Joan  Potluck,  vintner's  widow. 
And  do  ^*  transmue  my  name  to  Geffery. 
New  »^  foysous  byn  ygraced  with  new  titles. 
Come,  buss. 

Pot.  Fie !  Mr  Geflfery,  I  swear, 
You  make  m'  asham'd  Yore  all  this  company. 

Sir  T.  Sir,  if  you  be  the  master  of  this  house. 
You've  harbour  d  here  a  company  of  cheating 

villains. 
Which  we  are  come  t*  apprehend. 

Pot.  Pray  y'  look, 
55earch  every  corner:  here's  no  cheats.    I'm  sure 
The  house  was  clear  before  your  worship  enter'd. 
Con.  Make  fast  the  doors,  for  fear  they  do 
escape. 
Let's  in,  and  ferret  out  these  cheating  rake-hells. 
[As  the  Watchmen  go  in  and  out  about  the 
rooms.   Hearsay,  Slicer,  and  Shape, 
mingle  themselves  zcith  *etn,  being  ac- 
counted Watchmen;  and  so  pass  wttlumt 
discovery. 

Enter  Ut  Watchman  and  Hearsay. 

1st  Watch.  'Tis  very  certain,  they  are  not  in 

the  house. 
Sir  T.  They  had  no  time  to  eet  awav. 
Hear.  W^hy  then,  ^ 


^>  TVoiumif^.— Change. 


FoytoiM^Foyson  hjiUn^,  abuMdanee. 
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It  may  be,  being  thej  are  such  cunning  fellows^ 
They  have  the  trick  of  going  invisible. 

Enter  2d  Watchman  and  Slices. 

Sd  Watch,  There's  no  place  left  unsearch'd, 
but  pots  and  mouse-holes. 
SU.  TheyYe  either  gone  or  in  the  house,  that's 

certain. 
2d  Watch,  That  cannot  be;  the  doors  were 
shut,  I'm  sure. 
And  so  tley  could  not  get  out:  the  rooms  then  are 
All  search'd,  and  so  they  cannot  be  within. 
SU,  I'll  lay  my  neck  to  a  farthing  then,  they're 

vanished. 
Htar,  "^  Sunk  like  the  queen ;  they'll  rise  at 
Queenhive,  sure ! 

Enter  Constable,  and  other  Watchmen,  and 
Shape  among  *em,  bringing  in  Credulous 
and  Caster. 

Shf^e,  Most  certain^  these  are  two  of  tliem : 
for  this 
Old  knave,  I'll  take  my  oath  that  he  is  one. 

Con.  Confess,  confess :  where  are  j^our  other 
comrades  ? 

Cred.  I  am  as  honest  as  the  skin  that  is 
Between  thy  brows. 

Con,  What  skin  between  my  brows  ? 
IVhat  skin,  thou  knave  ?    I  am  a  Christian ; 
And  what  is  more,  a  constable  !  What  skin  ? 

Sir  T.  You  are  mistaken,  friends. 

Con,  I  cry  you  mercy. 

Shape,  The  constable  may  call  you  any  thing 
In  the  king's  name,  upon  suspicion. 

Sir  T,  We're  cheated,  friends ;  these  men  o' 
th*  ordinary 
Have  gull'd  us  all  this  while,  and  now  are  gone. 

Cos,  I  am  undone.  Ne'er  let  me  live,  if  that 
I  did  not  think  they  would  guli  ine.  I  perceive 
Fancy  doth  much :  see  how  'tis  come  to  pass  I 

Cred,   Where  is  my  son  ?    God  bless  him ! 
Where  is  Andrew  ? 
Pray  God  they  have  not  taken  him  along : 
He  hath  a  perilous  wit  to  be  a  cheat ; 
He'd  quickly  come  to  be  his  Majesty's  taker. 

CoTi.    I    took    one  Andrew  Credulous  this 
morning 
In  dishonest  adultery  with  a  trull ; 
And  if  he  be  your  son,  he  is  in  prison. 

Cred.  Their  villainy,  o'  my  life  !  Now,  as  I  am 
A  freeman,  and  a  grocer,  I  had  rather 


Have  found  forty  pounds.    I  pray  go  fetch  him. 

[Exit  Officer, 
Sir  T.  I'm  sorry  that  your  son  takes  these  lewd 
courses; 
He  is  not  fit  to  make  a  husband  of. 

Cred,  Do  not  condemn  before  you  hear.     I'll 
warrant, 
Thou^  he  be  guilty,  yet  he's  innocent. 

Enter  Have-at-all. 

Moth,  '^'  Hent  him,  for  dem  love  bent  him  ; 
I  done  drad 
His  visage  foul,  '^  yfrounct  with  glowing  eyn. 

Hav,  I  come  V  excuse  my  ruder  usage  of  you; 
I  was  in  drink  when  that  I  did  it :  'twas 
The  plot  of  those  base  knaves,  I  hear,  are  gooe^ 
To  teach  me  valour  by  the  strength  of  wine  ; 
Naming  that  courage  which  was  only  fury. 
It  was  not  wilfully. 

Moth,  I  do  not  reche  [guerdon. 

One  bean  for  all.      This  buss  is  a  '^^  blive 
Hence  carlishnesse  yferre.    'l^is  a  sooth  saw^ 
Had  I  but  venged  all  mine  herine. 
Mine  cloak  had  not  been  furred  half  so  i 


Enter  OMceriftpithANDRLyffViiif>ciLi.k,and  the 
four  that  were  taken  at  the  window  singing, 

Cred,  Now,  sir,  you  shall  hear  all.    Come, 
Andrew,  tell  me 
How  cam'st  thou  hither? 

And,  Truly,  Mr  Meanwell 
Told  me,  that  I  should  meet  with  Mrs  Jane; 
And  there  I  found  her  chambermaid ! 

Cred,  D'y'see? 
Your  chambermaid,  SirTIiomas !  Out,  you  whore. 
And,  Take  heed  what  you  say,  father ;  she*s 

my  wife. 
Cred,   I  would  thou'rt  in  thy  grave  then; 
'twere  the  better 
Fortune  o*  th'  two. 
Pris,  Indeed,  this  reverend  man  join'd  us  i* 

th'  prison. 
Chris.  Marriage  is  a  bond ; 
So  no  plAce  fitter  to  perform  it  in. 

Sir  T,   Send  for  my  daughter  hither;   we*ll 
know  all. 
What  are  you,  sir  ? 

Chris,  A  workman  in  the  clergy. 
Con.  Yes,  this  is  one  I  took  at  th'  window 
singing. 
With  these  tiiree  other  vagrant  fellows  here. 


"^  Sunk  like  the  queen ;  theifU  rise  at  Queenhive,  sure  ! — ^The  story  here  alluded  to,  is  told  in  an  old 
play,  entitled  <'  The  famous  Chronicle  of  King  Edward  the  First,  $imamcd  Edward  Longshankex^  with 
nis  Retnme  ftom  the  Holy  Land.  Also,  the  Life  of  Llevellin,  Rebell  in  Wales.  £jutly^  the  sinkis^  tff 
Queene  Elinor,  who  sunck  at  Charing  Crosse,  and  rose  againe  at  Potters  kith,  now  named  (^ueene  hitk.  By 
George  Peele."  4to.  1593, 1599.  See  also  a  ballad  on  the  same  subject,  in  Evans's  Edition  ^  €Mt 
BaUads,  Vol.  I.  p.  237. 

'O'  H«i<  fcim.— Take  hold  of  him.      T.  «^  l/rwmcf.— WrtnUed. 

*^}  ^<i«ej:tt£rdoii.~Qaick  reward.     T. 
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Ckris,  1  was  in  body  there,  but  not  in  mind. 
So  thftt  m J  sin  is  but  inchonteiy  perfect ; 
And  I,  tbouii;h  in  a  feult,  did  not  ofiend ; 
And  that  for  three  reasons.    First,  I  did  yield 
Only  a  kind  of  unwilling  consent. 
Secondly,  I  was  drawn,  as  'twere,  by  their 
Impulsive  gentleness.    Mark,  sir,  I'm  strong. 
Thirdly,  I  deem'd  it  not  a  woman's  shambles. 
Fourthly  and  lastly,  that  I  sung  was  only 
An  holy  wish.    Once  more,  beloved, 

Sir  T.  Peace ! 
T*  have  said  enough  already.    How  came  you 
1*0  smg  beneath  the  window  ? 

Rime,  Mr  Hearsay 
Told  us,  that  Mr  Meanwell  was  new  married ; 
And  thought  it  aood  that  we  sliould  gratify  him. 
And  shew  ourselves  to  him  in  a  '^  Fescennine. 
Crtd,  That  rascal  Meanwell,  was  the  cause 
ofaU: 
I  would  I  had  him  here. 
Sir  r.  Why  this  is  he. 
Sir  Robert  littleworth  his  son ;  he  hath 
Di&dos'd  their  villainies ;  he  is  no  cheat. 

Mean.  God  save  you,  Mr  Credulous;  you  have 
Forgotten  me  perhaps:  Fm  somewhat  chang'd. 
Too  see,  your  lost  man's  found :  your  vagatK>nd 
Appears  at  last. 

Crtd,  Go,  you  are  a  gibing  scab. 
Leave  off  your  flouting,  you're  a  beardless  boy : 
am  a  father  of  children. 
Mean,  And  your  son 
WiU  he  so  shortly,  if  he  han*t  ill  luck. 
To  rex  you  more,  that  hundred  pounds  you  sent 
To  Mr  Caster,  Shape,  i'  th'  habit  of 
A  coontry-fellow,  gullM  you  of. 

Cred,  That  rascal ! 
Thou  shew'st  thy  wit  t'  abuse  an  old  man  thus : 
As  God  shall  mend  me,  I  will  hamper  thee. 
Tboa'st  been  disguis'd  here  all  this  while,  thou 

bast! 
"**  Would  I  were  bray'd  in  mine  own  mortar,  if 
I  do  not  call  th'  in  question  the  next  term, 
For  counterfeiting  of  the  Ring's  subjects. 
Come  away  from  nim,  sirrah ;  come  along. 

[Exeunt  Credulous,  Andrew,  anaPRis. 
Mean,  There's  a  trunk  they've  left  behmd;  I 
have 
Seized  it  for  you ;  so  that  you'll  be  no  loser. 

Sir  T.  If  you  can  ^nd  a  way,  whereby  I  may 
Reward  this  courtesy  of  yours,  I  shall 
Confess  myself  engaged  doubly  to  you, 
Both  lor  toe  benefit  and  its  requital. 


Enter  3  km. 

Mean,  The  appearance  of  your  daughter  here 
sujrgests 
Something  to  ask,  which  yet  my  thoughts  call 
boldness. 

Sir  T,  Can  site  sugjcest  yet  any  good,  that  is 
So  expert  grown  in  this  fiesh-brokery  ? 

Mettn,  O  do  not  blot  that  innocence  with 
suspicion. 
Who  never  came  so  near  a  blemish  yet, 
As  to  be  accus'd.    To  quit  you  of  such  thoughts, 
I  did  receive  a  tempting  letter  from 
That  strumpet  that  s  gone  out  (as  sin  is  bold 
To  try,  even  where  no  hope  is) ;  I  made  promise; 
But  to  secure  myself,  and  withal  sound . 
Th'  affections  of'^yonng  Credulous  unto  . 
Your  virtuous  daugliter,  told  him  he  should  meet 

her, 
Where  I  agreed  to  meet  your  chamber-maid. 
The  blame  must  all  be  mine. 

Sir  T,  Tis  her  deliverance. . 
She  hath  escap'd  two  placues,  a  lustful  fool. 

Mean^  I  dare  not  challenge  her,  I  do  confess, 
As  a  reward  doe  to  my  service ;  and 
If  you  deny  her  roe,  assure  yourself 
ril  never  draw  her  from  obedience. 
I  will  not  love  ht*r  to  procure  her  ruin. 
And  make  my  affection  prove  her  enemy. 

Sir  T,  You  speak  most  honestly,  I.  never  did 
Think  ill  of  your  intents,  but  always  gave 
A  testimony  to  your  life  as  large 
As  were  your  merits.    But  your  fortunes  are 
Unequal ;  there's  the  want. 

Mean,  What's  there  defective. 
Love  shall. supply.    True,  Mr  Credulous 
Is  a  rich  man,  but  yet  wants  that  which  makes 
His  riches  useful,  free  discretion. 
He  may  be  soraetUing  in  th'  eye  o*  th'  world : 
But  let  a  knowing  man,  that  can  distinguish 
Between  possessions  and  good  parts,  but  view 

him 
And  prize  impartially,  he  will  be  rated 
Only  as  chests  and  caskets,  just  according 
To  what  he  holds.    I  value  him  as  I 
Would  an  exchequer,  or  a  magazine. 
He  is  not  virtuous,  but  well  stor'd  :  a  thing 
Rather  well  victuall'd  than  well  qualified. 
And  if  you  please  to  cast  your  eye  on  me. 
Some  moneys  will  call  back  my  father's  lands 
Out  of  his  lime-twig  fingers,  and  I  shall 
Come  forth  as  gay  as  he. 


"*♦  a  Feteemtme—i.  e,  a  nuptial  ditty :  from  Feacennia^  or  Fesceaataiii,  a  town  inltaly,  where 

these  kinds  of  songs  were  fijrst  practised.      S. 
•®5  fTauId  J  were  hray*d  in  mine  wm  mortar.— To  bray,  to  pound,  or  grind  small : 

"  I'll  burst  him,  /  will  bray 
UtM  bonesy  as  in  a  mortar,*' 
**  Except  you  would  frroyehristendomta  a  mm^ter,  and  mould  it  into  a  new  paste,  there  is  no 
^witiiiity  of  a  h«iy  war."— Bacon. 
JoloMon's  DictioMry,— *'  voce  bray.**  • 
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Sir  T.  I'll  strive  no  longer,  ^ 
For  fear  I  seem  t'  oppose  felicity. 
If  shell  EiTe  her  consent,  y'  are  one. 

Jane.  It  is 
The  voice  of  angels  to  me.    I  had  thoo^t 
Nothing  in  all  the  store  of  nature  could 
Have  added  to  that  love,  wherewith  I  do 
Reverence  that  name,  my  &ther,  till  that  jou 
Spoke  this. 

Sir  T»  I  know  your  former  loves :  grow  up 
Into  an  aged  pair,  yA  still  seem  young. 
May  you  stand  fresh,  as  in  your  pictures  still, 
And  only  have  the  reverence  of  the  aged  ! 
I  tliank  you  for  your  pains,  Mr  Consteble : 
You  may  dismiss  your  watch  now. 

Shape.  A  pox  on*t ! 
That  after  all  tbb,  ne'er  a  man  to  carry 
To  prison !  Must  poor  tradesmen  be  brought  out, 
And  no  body  clappM  up  ? 

Mean.  That  you  mayn't  want 
Employment,  mends,  uke  this,  I  pray,  and 
drink  it. 

SIL  Sir,  when  y'  are  cheated  next,  we  are 
your  servants — 
[Exeunt  all  but  Shape,  Heaksay,  and  Sli. 


SCENE  V. 
Shape,  Sliced,  Hearsay. 

Shape*  Lie  thou  there,  watchman.    How  Che 
knave  that's  look'd  for, 
May  often  lurk  under  the  officer ! 
Invention,  I  applaud  thee. 

Hear,  London  air, 
Methinks,  begins  to  be  too  hot  for  us. 


iS^  There  is  no  longer  tarrying  here:  let's 
swear 
Fidelity  to  one  another,  and 
■®*  So  resolve  for  New  England. 

Hear.  Tis  but  getting 
A  little  pigeon-hole  reformed  ruff 

Sli,    Forcing  our  beards  into  th'  Orthodox 
bent 

Shape.  Nosing  a  little  treason  'gainst  the  king; 
Bark  somethmg  at  the  bishops;  and  we  shall 
Be  easily  received. 

Hear,  No  fitter  place. 
They  are  good  silly  people ;  souls  that  will 
Be  cheated  without  trouble.    One  eye  is 
Put  out  with  zeal,  th'  other  with  ignorance; 
And  yet  they  think  they're  eagles. 

Shape,  We  are  made 
Just  fit  for  that  meridian.    No  good  work's 
Allowed  there :  Faith,  foith,  is  that  they  call  for : 
And  we  will  bring  it  'em. 

Sli.  What  language  speak  they  ? 

Hear.  English,  and  now  and  then  a  root  or  two 
Of  Hebrew ;  which  we'll  learn  of  some  Dutjjch 

skipper. 
That  goes  along  with  us  this  voyage.    Now 
We  want  but  a  eood  wind ;  the  brethren's  sighs 
Must  fill  our  sails.  For  what  Old  England  won't 
Afford,  New  England  will.   You  shaU  hear  of  us 
By  the  next  ship  that  comes  for  proselytes. 
Each  soil  is  not  the  sood  man's  country  only ; 
Nor  is  the  lot  his  to  be  still  at  home : 

We* II  claim  a  ihare,  and  prove  that  Nature 

gave 
This  bixniy  as  to  the  good^  so  to  the  knave, 

[Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


Shape,  We  have  escap'd  the  Uw,  but  yet  do 

fear 
Something  that's  harder  answered — ^your  sharp 

ear. 
O  for  a  present  sleight  now,  to  beguile 
That,  and  deceive  you  but  of  one  good  smile ! 


'Tis  that  roust  ftee  us ;  th'  Author  dares  not  look 

For  that  good  fortune,  to  be  sav'd  by 's  book. 

To  leave  this  blessed  soil  is  no  great  woe; 

Our  grief  's  in  leaving  you,  that  make  it  so: 
Forif  vou  shall  call  m  those  beams  you  lent, 
rTwould  ev'n  at  home  create  a  banishment. 
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"<»  fibres/or  New  EngUmd.'-Thu  is  intended  to  ridicule  the  Puritans  of  the  times;  wlMft,.OQ 
account  of  me  severe  censures  of  the  Stai^Chamber,  the  greatness  of  the  fines  there,  the  rigoross  pro- 
ceeding to  impose  ceremonies,  the  suspending  and  silencing  ministers  for  not  reading  in  church  the 
Book  of  Snorts,  and  other  grievances,  sold  theur  estates,  and  settled  in  New  EngUmd.  The  emigra- 
tions, on  these  accounts,  at  length  became  so  general,  that  a  proclamation  was  put  forth  in  16S5,  to 
stop  tbose  who  had  determined  to  foUow  their  iHends.  It  is  remariiable,  that  amongst  those  who 
were  actuaUy  on  shipboard,  and  prevented  by  the  proclamation  irom  isroceeding  on  their  voyage, 
were  the  patriot  Hampden,  and  his  cousin  OUver  CromwelL 
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RICHARD  BROME. 


RicuARD  Brome  wai  of  mean  extraction,  and  sometime  servant  to  Ben  Jomon.  At  mhat  time 
ie  began  to  write,  we  have  no  account ;  but  his  master  says^  it  was  not  until  he  had  served  him  the 
term  cf  an  apprenticeship.  The  first  play  of  Brom^s,  which  appeared  in  print  in  1633,  has  the 
foUowiag  verses  from  Ben  Jonson : 

**  To  m^  faithful  servant,  and  (by  his  continued  virtue)  my  loving  friend,  the  author 
of  this  work,  Mr  Richard  Brome : 

<<  I  faftd  yon  Cor  »  servant  once,  Dick  Brome, 

And  yon  performed  a  tervaafs  laitbful  parts : 
Now  von  are  got  into  a  nearer  room 

Of  fellowship^  professing  m^  old  arts. 
And  yon  do  do  them  well ;  with  good  applause ; 

Which  yon  have  jnttly  ^n'd  m>m  the  stage, 
By  observation  of  those  comick  laws, 

Which  I,  ^onr  master,  first  did  teach  the  age. 
Yon  learnt  it  well,  and  for  it  serv'd  yonr  time, 

A  'prentioeship ;  which  few  do  now  a-days : 
Now  each  court  hobbihorse  will  wince  in  rime : 

Both  learned  and  nnieamed,  all  write  plays. 
It  was  not  so  of  old :  men  took  np  trades 

That  knew  the  crafts  they  had  oeen  bred  in  right : 
An  honest  Bilboe-smith  would  make  good  blades, 

And  the  physician  teach  men  spue  and • 

The  cooler  kept  him  to  his  awl ;  but  now, 
He'll  be  a  poet  scarce  can  guide  a  plow." 

Bendes  this  testimony  in  his  favour,  by  one  who  was  not  apt  to  be  over4avish  of  his  praises,  several 
(f  the  principal  poets  of  the  times,  as  Shirley,  Dekker,  Ford,  Chamberlain,  and  others,  addressed 
verses  to  him,  on  several  of  his  performances  ;  and  he  appears  to  have  been  generally  well  respected. 

'*  In  imitation  of  his  master,**  (*f^y*  Lanfbaine,p.  35,^  "  he  studied  men  and  humour  more  than 
books;  and  his  genius  affecting  comedy,  his  province  was  more  observation  than  study ;  his  plots 
^ere  his  own,  and  heforg*d  aU  his  various  characters  from  the  mint  of  his  own  experience  and 
judgment.*" 

^  the  dedication  of  the  present  play  to  Thomas  Stanley,  Esq,  it  is  manifestly  the  last  of  his 
foaudions.  From  several  circumstances  mentioned  therein,  we  may  collect,  that  the  address  was 
tnitten  about  the  time  in  which  the  play  was  published.  Supposing  this  conjecture  well  founded, 
ikere  can  be  no  doubt  but  he  died  in  the  year  1652 ;  as  in  the  subsequent  one,  Jive  tf  his  plays  were 
^lade  public  by  his  namesake,  Alexander  Brome. 
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Besides  The  Lancashire  Witches,  which  he  wrote  in  conjunction  with  Thomas  Heywood^  he  was 
the  author  of' 
(1.)  **  The  Northern  Lass :  a  Comedy,    Acted  at  the  Globe  and  Black  Fryers^  1632.    4fo.'* 
[OldySf  in  his  MS,  additions  to  Langbaine,  saySy  **In  a  collection  <^' poems,  called  Folly  in  Print, 
or  a  Book  of  Rhimes,  8vo.  1667,  p.  107,  there  is  a  ballad  called  The  Northern  Lass«    She 
was  the  Fair  Maid  of  Doncaster,  named  Betty  Maddox  ;  who,  when  an  hundred  horsemen 
woo*d  hery  she  conditioned,  that  he  who  could  dance  her  down,  she  would  marry  ;  but  she 
wearied  them  all,  and  they  lift  her  a  maid  for  her  pains,**] 
(2.)  <*  The  *Sparagus  Garden :  a  Comedy,    Acted  in  1635,  at  Salisbury  Court.    4to.    1640." 
(3  )  *'  The  Antipodes  :  a  Comedy,    Acted  in  1638,  at  Salisbury  Court.    4to.     1640.** 
(4.)  ^*  The  Jovial  Crew  ;  or,  The  Merry  Beggars  :  a  Comedy.    Acted  in  1641,  at  the  Cockpit, 
Druty  Lane.    4to.     1652." 
(5.)  **  A  Mad  Couple  well  matched:  a  Comedy.    Bvo,     1653/' 
(6.)  ''  Novella  :  a  Comedy.    Acted  in  1632,  at  Black  Friers,    8vo.    1653.'' 
(7.)  **  The  Court  Beggar :  a  Comedy,    Acted  in  1632,  at  the  Cockpit.    8vo,     1653.'' 
(8.)  "  The  City  Wit ;  or.  The  Woman  wears  the  Breeches :  a  Comedy,     8vo.     1653." 
(9.)  "  The  Damoiselle;  or.  The  New  Ordinary:  a  Comedy.    8vo.     1653." 

[2'he  last  Jive  were  published  by  Alexander  BromeJ] 
(10.)"  The  Quecne's  Exchange :  a  Comedy,    Acted  at  Black  Friers,  4/a.    1657."    [Publishfd 
by  henry  Brotne;  who,  in  an  address  to  the  readers,  mentions  several  other  works  of  the  author  be* 
ing  in  his  possestion,] 
(11.)  «*  The  English  Moor ;  or,  The  Mock-Marriage :  a  Comedy.    Bvo.    1659." 
(12.)  "  The  Love-sick  Court  ;  or,  The  Ambitious  Politick ;  a  Comedy.    Bvo.    1659." 
(13.)  "  Covent  Garden  weeded;  or.  The  Middlesex  Justice  of  Peace  :  a  Comedy,    Bvo.    leSP.'* 
(14.)  '*  New  Academy ;  or.  The  New  Exchange  :  a  Comedy,    Bvo,    1659." 
(15.)  *<  The  Queen  and  Concubine :  a  Comedy.    Bvo,     1659." 


TO  THE    RIGHT    NOBLE, 
INGENIOUS,    AND    JUDICIOUS   GENTLEMAN, 

THOMAS  STANLEY,  Esq,* 

Sir,  . 

I  have,  long  since,  studied  in  these  anti-ingenious  times,  to  find  out  a  man,  that  might  at  once  be 
boili  a  judge  and  patron  to  this  issue  of  ray  old-age ;  which  needs  both ;  and  my  blened  stars  have 
flung  me  upon  you,  in  whom  both  those  attributes  concenter  and  flourish.  Nor  can  I  yet  find  a 
reason  why  I  should  present  it  to  you,  (it  being  below  your  acceptance  or  censure,)  but  only  my  own 
confidence;  which  had  not  grown  to  this  forwardness,  had  it  not  been  encouraged  by  your  goodness. 
Yet,  we  all  know,  beggars  use  to  flock  to  great  men's  gates :  and  though  my  fortune  has  cast  me  in 
that  moid,  I  am  poor  and  proud,  aud  preserve  the  humour  of  him  who  could  not  beg  for  any  thing 
but  great  boons;  such  as  are  ^our  kind  acceptance  and  protection.  I  dare  not  say  (as  my  brethren 
use)  that  I  present  this  as  a  testimonial  of  my  gratitude,  or  recompence  for  your  favours;  for,  I 
protest,  I  conceive  it  so  far  from  quitting  old  engagements,  that  it  creates  new:  so  that  all  that  this 
play  can  do,  is  but  to  make  more  work  ;  and  involves  nie  in  debts  beyond  a  possibility  of  satis&o 
tion.  Sir,  it  were  a  folly  in  me,  to  tell  you  of  your  worth;  the  world  knows  it  enough;  and  are  bold 
to  say,  Fortune  and  Nature  scarce  ever  clubb'd  so  well.  You  know,  sir,  I  am  old,  and  cannot 
crir.ge  nor  court  with  the  powder'd  and  ribbanded  wits  of  our  days :  but  though  I  cannot  speak  so 
much,  I  can  think  as  well,  and  as  honourably  as  the  best.  All  the  arguments  I  can  use  to  induce 
you  to  take  notice  of  this  thing  of  nothing,  is,  that  it  had  the  luck  to  tumble  last  of  all  in  the  epi- 
demical ruin  of  the  scene ;  and  now  limps  hither  with  a  wooden  leg,  to  beg  an  alms  at  your  liandi. 
I  will  wind  up  all,  with  a  Use  of  Exhortation : 

That  since  the  times  conspire  to  make  us  all  beggars,  let  us  make  ourselves  merry;  wbidi,  iH 
am  not  mistaken,  this  drives  at.  Be  pleased. therefore,  sir,  to  lodge  these  harmless  beggars  in  the 
out-houses  of  your  thoughts;  and,  among  the  rest,  him  that,  in  this  cuckow-time,  puts  iotork 
mepabership,  and  will  fill  the  choir  of  those  that  duly  and  truly  pray  for  you ;  and  is. 

Sir,  your  humble  servant, 

RIC.  BROME,' 


•  Author  of  The  Higtory  qf  Philosophy,  and  editor  of  JSs^ylus,    He  died  April  15th,  1678.- 
Sce  his  Life  in  Biographia  Britamiica. 
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DRAMATIS   PEESONjE. 


Oldrbnts. 

Hearty. 

Springlove. 

Vincent. 

Billiard. 

Justice  Clack. 

Oliver. 

Tallboy, 

Martin. 

Randal. 

8centwell. 

First  Gentleman. 


Second  Gentleman. 

Usher,     ^ 

Butler,    y  to  Oldrents. 

Cook,    y 

Patrico,  "\ 
Soldier,    I 
Lawyer,  \  Beggaru 
Courtier,  \ 
Foet,       J 

Rachbl. 
Meribl. 
Amis. 


ACT  I. 


Oldrents^  Hearty. 

Old.  It  has,  indeed,  friend,  much  afflicted  me. 

Hear,  And  very  jugtiy,  let  me  tell  you,  sir. 
That  could  so  impiously  be  curious 
To  tempt  a  jadement  on  you ;  to  give  ear 
Andfiuthtoo  (by  ^our  leave)  to  fortune««eller8, 
Wizards^  and  gipsies ! 


Old,  I  have  since  been  frighted 
With  it  in  a  thousand  dreams. 

Hear,  I  would  '  go  drunk 
A  thousand  times  to-bed,  rather  than  dream 
Of  any  of  their  Riddlemy  Riddlemies. 
If  they  prove  happy,  so ;  if  not,  let 't  go : 
You'll  never  find  their  meaning  till  Uie  eveuty 
If  you  suppose  there  was  at  afi  a  meaning : 


*  Hiis  hatii  generally  been  a  favourite  p1^,  and  frequently  represented  on  the  stage.  In  the  year 
lT$t,  Mr  Roome,  one  of  the  heroes  of  the  Dunciad,  turned  it  into  a  Ballad  Opera.  The  songs  in* 
scrted  in  it  were  written  bv  himself  and  Sir  William  Younc.  With  the  alterations  made  by  these 
gentkacn  it  continued  to  be  peribrmed  until  very  lately,  when  it  was  further  curtailed  and  reduced 
te  an  after-piece.  Mr  Love,  late  of  Drury  Lane  Theatre,  formed  an  opera  of  two  acts  from  the  Jo- 
Till  Crew,  which  he  called.  The  Ladia  fnUeky  acted  in  the  year  1770. 

*  6«  dnmkr-^Vint  edit  be  dnuik. 
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As  the  equivocating  devil  had,  when  he 
Cozen'd  the  monk,  to  let  him  live  soul-free, 
Till  he  should  find  him  sleeping  hetween  sheets : 
The  wary  monk,  abjuring  all  such  lodging, 
At  lost,  b^  over-watching  in  his  study, 
The  foal  bend  took  him  napping,  with  his  nose 
Between  the  sheet-leaves  of  his  conjuring-book. 
There  was  the  whim,  or  double  meaning  on*t. 
But  these  fond  fortune-tellers,  that  know  no- 
things [master, 
Aim  to  be  thought  more  cunning  than  their 
The  Aforesaid  devil,  iho*  truly  not  so  hurtful : 
Yet,  trust  'era !  hang  'em.    Wizards !  old  blind 

buzzards ! 
For  once  they  hit,  they  miss  a  thousand  times ; 
And  most  times  give  quite  contrary ;  bad  for 

good. 
And  best  for  worst.    One  told  a  gentleman 
His  son  should  be  a  man-killer,  and  be  bans'd 

for't;  " 

Wlm  afler  prov*d  a  great  and  rich  physician. 
And  with  great  fame  i'  th*  university, 
HangM  up  in  picture  for  a  grave  example. 
There  was  the  whim  of  that.    Quite  contrary ! 
Old,  And  that   was  happy;     would    mine 

could  so 
Deceive  my  fears ! 

ifear.  They  may;  but  trast  not  to't.  Another 

schemist  [notable 

Found,  that  a  squint-ey'd  boy  should  prove  a 
Pick-purse,  and  afterwards  a  most  strong  thief: 
When  he  grew  up  to  be  a  cunning  lawyer. 
And  at  last  dv'd  a  judge.    Quite  contrary  ! 
How  nuuiy  have  been  mark'd  out  by  these 

wizards 
For  fools,  that  have  after  been  prick'd  for  sheriffs? 
Was  not  a  shepherd's  boy  foretold  to  be 
A  drunkard,  and  to  get  his  living  from 
Bawds,  whores,  thieves,  quarrellers,and  the  like? 
And  did  he  not  become  a  suburb  justice, 
And  live  in  wine  and  worship  by  the  fees 
Rack'd  out  of  such  dehnquents?    there's  the 

whim  on't. 
Now  I  come  to  you :  Your  figure-flinger  finds, 
That  both  yonr  daughters,  notwithstanding  all 
Your  great  possessions,  which  they  are  co-heirs  of, 
Shall  yet  be  beggars :  May  it  not  be  meant, 
(If,  as  I  said,  there  be  a  meaning  in  it,) 
The^  may  prove  courtiers,  or  great  courtiers 

wives. 
And  so  be  beggars  in  law  ?  Is  not  that 
The  whhn  on%  think  you  ?  You  shall  think  no 

worse  on't. 
Old,  Would  I  had  your  merry  heart ! 
Hear,  I  thank  you,  sir. 
Old,  I  mean  the  like. 
Hear,  I  would  you  had;  and  I 
Such  an  estate  as  yours.    Four  thousand  yearly. 
With  such  a  heart  as  mine,  would  defy  Fortune, 
And  all  her  babbUng  sootlisayers.    I*a  as  soon 
Distrust  in  Providence,  as  lend  a  fear 
To  such  a  destiny,  for  a  child  of  mine, 
While  there  be  sack  and  songs  in  town  or  country. 


Think  like  a  man  of  conscience,  (now  I  aai  se- 
rious,) 
What  justice  can  there  be  for  snch  a  curse 
To  fall  upon  your  heirs  ?  Do  you  not  live 
Free  out  of  law,  or  grieving  any  man? 
Are  you  not  ih'  only  rich  man  lives  unenvy'd  ? 
Have  you  not  all  the  praises  of  the  rich, 
And  prayers  of  the  poor  ?    Did  ever  any 
Servant  or  hireling,  neighbour,  kindred,  curse  yon. 
Or  wish  one  minute  shorten'd  of  your  Ufe? 
Have  you  one  grudging  tenant  ?  Will  they  not  all 
Fight  for  you  ?  Do  they  not  teach  their  children. 
And  make  'em  too  pray  for  you  room  and 

evening, 
And  in  their  graces  too,  as  daly  as 
For  king  and  realm  ?  The  innocent  things  would 

think 
They  ought  not  eat  else. 
Old,  Tis  their  goodness. 
Hear,  It  is  your  merit.    Yoor  great  love  luid 
bounty 
Procures  from  Heaven  those  inspirations  in  'em. 
Whose  rent  did  ever  you  exact  ?   Whose  have 
You  not  remitted,  when  by  casualties 
Of  fire,  of  floods,  of  common  dearth,  or  sickoeas^r 
Poor  men  were  brought  behind-hand?    May, 

whose  losses 
Have  you  not  piously  repaired  ? 
Old,  Enough. 

Hear,  What  heriots  have  you  ta'en  from  for- 
lorn widows? 
What  acre  of  your  thousands  have  you  rack'd  ? 
Old,  Good  friend,  no  more. 
Hear,  These  are  enough,  indeed. 
To  fill  your  ears  with  joytul  acclamations 
Where  er  you  pass :  Heaven  blest  our  Utndiord 

Oldrenti 
Our  master  Oldrent ;  cur  good  patron  Oldrent, 
Cannot  these  sounds  conjure  that  evil  spirit 
Of  fear  out  of  you,  that  your  children  shall 
Live   to  be  beggars?    bhall  'squire  Oldrent'a 

daughters 
Wear  old  rents  in  their  garments  ?   (there's  a 

whim  too) 
Because  a  fortune-teller  told  you  so  ? 
Old,  Come,  I  will  strive  to  think  no  more  on't. 
Hear,  Will  you  ride  forth  for  air  then,  and 
be  merry  ?  [aie. 

Old,  Your  counsel  and  example  may  instruct 
Hear,  Sack  must  be  had  in  sundry  places  too* 
For  song9 1  am  provided. 

JBnfer  Springlovb  with  books  mnd papers ;  he 
lays,  them  on  the  table. 

Old,  Yet  here  comes  one  brings  me  a  .second 
fear, 
Who  has  my  care,  the  next  unto  my  children. 
Hear,  Your  steward,  sir,  it  seems,  has  busi- 
ness with  you. 
I  wish  you  would  have  none. 
Old,  I'll  soon  dispatch  it : 
And  then  be  for  our  journey  instantly* 
Hear,  I'll  wait  your  comiDg  down* sir.  [JExi^, 


Bbome.] 
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Old,  But  why,  Springlove, 
Is  DOW  this  expediuon  ? 

Spring.  Sir,  'tis  dutj. 

Old,  Not  common  among  stewards,  I  con- 
fess, 
To  arge  in  their  accompts  before  the  day 
Their  lords  have  limited.    Some  that  are  grown 
To  hoary  liairs  and  knighthoods^  are  not  found 
Guilty  of  such  an  importunity. 
Tis  yet  but  thirty  days,  when  I  give  forty, 
After  the  half-year  day,  our  Lady  last. 
Could  I  suspect  my  trust  were  lost  in  thee ; 
Or  doubt  thy  youth  had  not  ability 
To  carry  out  the  weight  of  such  a  charge, 
I  then  shou'd  call  on  thee. 

Spring,  Sir,  your  indulgence, 
r  hope,  shall  ne'er  corrupt  me.    Ne'ertheless, 
The  testimony  of  a  fair  discharge. 
From  time  to  time,  will  be  encouragement 
To  virtue  in  me.    You  may  then  be  pleas*d 
To  take  here  a  survey  of  all  your  rents 

[Springlovb  tumt  aver  the  teveral 
books  to  ki$  master. 
Beceiv'd,  and  all  such  other  payments  as 
Came  to  my  hands,  since  my  last  audit,  for 
Cattle,  wool,  com,  all  fruits  of  husbandry; 
Then  my  receipts  on  bonds,  and  some  new  leases; 
With  some  old  debu,  and  ahnost  desperate  ones, 
As  well  from  country  cavaliers  as  courtiers. 
Then  here,  sir,  are  my  several  disbursements. 
In  all  particulars  for  yourself  and  daughters. 
In  chaiige  of  house-keeping,  buildings,  and  re- 
pairs; 
JoumieSy  apparel,  coaches,  gids,  and  all 
Expences  for  your  personal  necessaries. 
Here — servants*  wages,  liveries,  and  cures. 
Here — for  supplies  of  horses,  hawks,  and  hounds. 
And  lastly,  not  the  least  to  be  remembered, 
Your  lam  benevolences  to  the  poor. 

Old.  Thy  charity  there  goes  hand-in-hand 
with  mine. 
And,  Springlove,  I  commend  it  in  thee,  that 
So  young  in  years  art  grown  so  ripe  in  goodness. 
May  thai  heaven-piercing  prayers  bring  on  thee 
Equal  rewards  witn  me ! 

Spring,  Now  here,  sir,  is 
The  balance  of  the  several  accompts, 
Which  shews  you  what  remains  in  cash:  which, 

added 
To  your  former  bank,  makes  up  in  all— - 

Oid,  Twelve  thousand  and  odd  pounds. 

Spring.  Here  are  the  keys 
Of  alL     IV  chests  are  safe  in  your  own  closet 

Old.  Why  in  my  closet  ?  Is  not  ^ours  as  safe? 

SpriMM.  O,  sir,  you  know  my  suit. 

OU.  Your  suit!  What  suit) 

Sprimg.  Touching  the  time  of  year. 

Oid.  Tis  well-nigh  May. — 
Why,  what  of  that,  good  Sprin^ove? 

Spring.  O,  sir,  you  hear  I'm  call'd. 

[Nightingale  iingt. 

Old.  Fie,  Springlove,  fie, 
I  hope  ilkm  batt  atjur'd  that  uncouth  practice. 


Spring.  You  thought  I  had  forsaken  nature  then. 
Old.  Is  that  disease  of  nature  still  in  thee 
So  virulent :  and,  notwithstanding  all 
My  favours,  in  my  gifts,  my  cares  and  counsels. 
Which,  to  a  soul  ungrateful,  might  be  boasted : 
Have  I  first  bred  thee,  and  then  preferred  thee 

(from 
I  will  not  say  how  wretched  a  beginning) 
To  be  a  master  over  all  my  servants; 
Planted  thee  in  my  bosom ;  and  canst  thou 
There  slight  me  for  the  whistling  of  a  bird  ? 
Spring.  Your  reason,  sir,  informs  you,  that's 
no  cause : 
But  'tis  the  season  of  the  year  that  calls  me. 
What  moves  her  notes,  provokes  ray  disposition, 
By  a  more  absolute  power  of  Nature,  than 
Philosophy  can  render  an  account  for. 

Old.  1  find  there's  no  expelling  it ;  but  still 
It  will  return.    I  have  try*d  all  the  means. 
As  I  may  safely  think,*in  human  wisdom. 
And  did,  as  near  as  reason  could,  assure  me^ 
That  thy  last  year's  restraint  had  stopp*d  for  ever 
That  running  sore  on  thee,  that  padding  humour; 
When,  only  for  that  cause,  I  laid  the  weight 
Of  my  estate  in  stewardship  upon  thee, 
Which  kept  thee  in  that  year,  after  so  many 
Summer  vagaries  thou  hadst  made  before. 
Spring,   You  kept  a  swallow  in  a  cage  that 
while. 
I  cannot,  sir,  endure  another  summer 
In  that  restraint,  with  life:  'twas  then  my  tor- 
ment, 
But  now  my  death.    Yet,  sir,  my  life  is  yours. 
Who  are  my  patron ;  freely  may  you  take  it. 
Yet,  pardon,  sir,  my  firailty,  that  do  beg 
A  small  continuance  of  it  on  my  knees. 

Old.  Can  there  no  means  be  found  to  preserve 
life 
In  thee,  but  wandering  like  a  vagabond  ? 
Does  not  the  sun  as  comfortably  shine 
Upon  my  gardens,  as  the  opener  fields? 
Or  on  my  fields,  as  others  tar  remote? 
Are  not  my  walks  and  greens  as  delectable 
As  the  highways  and  commons  ?  Are  the  shades 
Of  sycamore  and  bowers  of  eglantine 
Less  pleasing,  than  of  bramble,  or  thorn  hedges? 
Or  of^my  groves  and  thickets,  than  wild  woods? 
Are  not  my  fountain  waters  fresher  than 
The  troubled  streams,  where  every  beast  does 

drink? 
Do  not  the  birds  sing  here  as  sweet  and  lively 
As  any  dther  where  ?  Is  not  thy  bed  more  sofl, 
And  rest  more  safe,  than  in  a  field  or  bam  ? 
Is  a  full  table,  which  is  called  thine  own. 
Less  curious  or  wholesome,  than  the  scraps 
From  other  trenchers,  twice  or  thrice  translated  ? 
Spring.  Yes,  in  the  winter  season,  when  tlie 
fire 
.Is  sweeter  than  the  air. 
Old.  What  air  is  wanting? 
Spring.  O,  sir,  you  have  heard  of  pilgrimages, 
and 
The  voluntary  travels  of  good  men. 
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Old,  For  penancey  or  to  holy  ends :  but  bring 
Not  those  into  comparison,  I  charge  you. 

Sfring,  I  do  not,  sir ;  but  pardon  roe,  to  think 
Their  su£fering8  are  much  sweeten*d  by  delights, 
Such  as  we  find,  by  shifting  place  and  air. 

Old,  Are  there  delights  m  beggary  ?  or,  if  to 
take 
Diversity  of  air  be  such  a  solace, 
Travel  the  kingdom  over :  and  if  this 
Yield  not  variety  enough,  try  further ; 
Provided  your  deportment  be  genteel. 
Take  horse,  and  man,  and  money :  you  have  all. 
Or  ril  allow  enough. 

Nightingale,  Cuckoro,  Sfc,  ting. 

Spring,  Oh  !  how  am  I  confounded  ! 
Dear  sir,  return  me  naked  to  the  world, 
Rather  than  lay  those  burdens  on  me,  which 
Will  stifle  me.    I  must  abroad,  or  perish. 

Old,  I  will  no  longjer  strive  to  wash  this  Moor; 
Nor  breathe  more  minutes  so  unthriftily, 
In  civil  argument,  against  rude  wind ; 
But  rather  practise  to  withdraw  my  love. 
And  tender  care,  (if  it  be  possible,) 
From  that  unfruitful  breast,  incapable 
Of  wholesome  counsel. 

Spring,  Have  I  your  leave,  sir? 

Old.  I  leave  you  to  dispute  it  with  yourself, 
I  have  no  voice  to  bid  you  go,  or  stay ; 
My  love  shall  give  thy  will  preheminence ; 
And  leave  the  effect  to  time  and  providence. 

[Exit. 

Spring,  I  am  confounded  in  my  obligation 
To  this  {pod  man :  his  virtue  is  my  punishment^ 
When  'tis  not  in  my  nature  to  return 
Obedience  to  his  merits.    I  could  wish 
Such  an  ingratitude  were  death  by  th'  law. 
And  put  in  present  execution  on  roe, 
To  rid  me  of  roy  sharper  suffering. 
Nor  but  by  death,  can  this  predominant  sway 
Of  nature  be  extinguished  in  roe.    I 
Have  fought  with  my  affections,  by  th'  assistance 
Of  all  the  strengths  of  art  and  disciuline, 
(All  which  I  owe  him  for  in  education  too,) 
To  conquer  and  establish  my  observance. 
As  in  all  other  rules,  to  him  in  this. 
This  inborn  strong  desire  of  liberty, 
In  that  free  course,  which  he  detests  as  shameful, 
And  I  approve  my  earth's  felicity : 
But  find  the  war  is  endless,  and  must  fly. 
What  must  I  lose  tlien  ?  a  good  master's  love. 
What  loss  feels  he,  that  wants  not  what  be  loses? 
Tliey*U  say  I  lose  all  reputation : 


What's  that,  to  live  where  no  such  tiling  is  known? 
My  duty  to  a  master  will  be  question*d. 
Where  duty  isn*t  exacted,  it  is  none ; 
And  among  beggars,  each  man  is  his  own. 

Enter  Rakdal  and  three  or  four  Servanttwith 
a  great  kettle,  and  black-jacks,  and  a  haker't 
basket,  all  etnpty ;  exeunt  with  all;  manet 
Randal. 

Now  fellows,  what  news  from  whence  yon  came  ? 

Ran,  The  old  wonted  news,  sir,  from  your 
guest-house,  the  old  bam.  We  have  unloaded 
the  bread-basket,  the  beef-kettle,  and  tlie  ^  beer- 
bumbards  there,  amongst  your  guests  the  beggars ; 
and  they  have  all  prayed  for  you  and  our  master, 
as  their  manner  is,  fi^m  the  teeth  outward; 
marry,  from  the  teetli  inwards  'tis  enough  to 
swallow  your  alms,  from  whence  I  think  their 
prayers  seldom  come. 

^ring.  Thou  shouldst  not  think  uncharitably. 

Ran,  Thought's  free,  master  steward,  ao*t 
please  you.  But  your  charity  is  nevertheless 
notorious,  I  must  needs  say. 

Spring.  Meritorious,  thou  mean*st  to  say. 

Ran,  Surely  sir,  no ;  'tis  out  of  our  curate's 
book. 

Spring,  But  I  aspire  no  merits,  nor  popular 
thanks ;  'tis  well  if  I  do  well  in  it. 

Ran,  It  might  be  better  though  (if  old  Randal, 
whom  you  allow  to  talk,  mi^ht  counsel)  to  help 
to  breed  up  poor  men*s  clulderen,  or  decayed 
labourers,  past  their  work  or  travel ;  or  towards 
the  setting  up  of  poor  young  married  couples; 
than  to  bestow  an  hundred  pound  a  year '(at 
least  you  do  that,  if  not  all  jon  eet)  besides 
your  master's  bounty,  to  maintain  in  be^nffsuch 
wanderers  as  these,  that  never  are  out  of  their 
way;  that  cannot  give  account  from  whence 
they  came,  or  whither  they  would ;  nor  of  any  be- 
ginning they  ever  had,  or  any  end  they  seek,  but 
still  to  stroll  and  beg  till  their  bellies  be  full,  and 
then  sleep  till  they  be  hungry. 

Spring,  Thou  art  ever  repining  at  thoae  poor 
people!  they  take  nothing  from  thee  but  thy 
pains:  and  that  I  pay  thee  for  too.  Why 
shouldst  thou  grudge  ? 

Ran,  Am  I  not  bitten  to  it  every  day,  by  the 
six-footed  bloodhounds  that  they  leave  in  their 
litter,  when  I  throw  out  the  old,  to  lay  fresh 
straw  for  the  new  comers  at  night.  TUnt's  one 
part  of  mjr  office.  And  you  are  sure,  that  though 
your  hospitality  be  but  for  a  night  and  a  mom* 


^ beer  bumbards,—X  bumbard  was  a  large  black-jack.    In  "  PMlocothmusUi^  or,  TV  Zkntrnk- 

urd  opened,  dissected,  and  anatomized,**  4to.  1655,  p.  45,  is  an  enumeration  of  the  names  of  sudi  drink - 
infit-cups  an  were  then  used  in  England.  '^  Other  bottles  wee  have  of  leather,  but  they  roost  nsed 
amongst  the  sbepheards  and  harvest  people  of  the  countrey  ;  small  jacks  wee  have  in  mtfoy  ale-honses 
of  the  citie  and  suburbs,  tipt  with  silver,  besides  the  great  black-jack  and  bombards  at  tbe  court, 
which,  when  the  Frenchmen  first  saw^  they  reported  at  their  retume  into  their  countrey,  that  the 
Englishmen  used  to  drinke  out  of  their  bootes." 
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ing  for  one  rabble,  to  have  a  new  supply  every 
evening.  They  take  nothing  from  me  indeed, 
they  give  too  much. 

Spring,  Thou  art  old  Randal  still !  ever 
grutnUinfi;,  but  still  officious  for  'em. 

Ran,  Yes :  hang  *era,  they  know  I  love  *em 
well  enough,  I  have  had  merry  bouts  with  some 
of  them. 

Spring,  What  say*st  thou,  Randal  ? 

nan.  They  are  indeed  my  pastime.  I  left 
the  merry  grigs  (as  tlieir  provender  has  prick *d 
*eni)  in  such  a  hoigh  yonder !  such  a  frolick ! 
you'll  hear  anon,  as  you  walk  nearer  *em. 

Spring,  Well,  honest  Randal,  thus  it  is :  I  am 
for  a  journey ;  I  know  not  how  long  will  be  my 
absence.  But  I  will  presently  take  order  with 
ibe  cook,  '  pautler,  and  butler,  for  my  wonted 
alknvance  to  the  poor :  and  I  will  leave  money 
with  thee  to  manage  the  nflfair  till  my  return. 

Ran.   Then  up   rise  Randal,  bailiff  of  the 

Spring.  Aod  if  our  master  be  displeas'd 
(although  the  charge  be  mine)  at  the  openness 
of  the  entertainment,  thou  shalt  then  give  it  pro- 
portionably  in  money,  and  let  them  walk  further. 

Ran.  Pseugh  !  that  will  never  do*t,  never  do 
'em  good :  'tis  the  seat,  the  habitation,  the  ren- 
dezvous, that  chears  their  hearts.  Money  would 
dog  their  consciences.  Nor  must  I  lose  the 
miisick  of  'em  in  their  lodging. 

Spring.  We  will  agree  upon't  anon.  Go 
now  about  your  business. 

Ran.  I  go.  Bailiff?  nay  steward  and  chamber- 
lain, of  the  rogues  and  beggars.  [Exit. 

^riug.  I  cannot  think  but  with  a  trembling 
fear 
On  this  adventure,  m  a  scruple,  which 
I  have  not  weti;h'd  with  all  my  other  doubts ; 
I  shall,  in  my  departure,  rob  my  master. 
Of  what?  of  a  true  servant;  other  theft 
I  have  committed  none.    And  that  may  be  sup- 
plied. 
And  better  too,  by  some  more  constant  to  him. 
Bat  I  may  injure  many  in  his  trust, 
Which  now  he  cannot  but  be  sparing  of. 
I  rob  him  too  of  the  content  and  hopes 
He  had  in  me,  whom  he  had  built  and  raisM 
I'^nto  that  growth  in  his  affection, 
That  I  became  a  gladness  in  his  eye. 
And  now  must  be  a  grief  or  a  vexation 

[A  noise  and  singing  within. 
(^nto  his  noble  heart.    But  hark  !  Ay,  there's 
The  bannony  that  drowns  all  doubts  and  fears. 
A  little  nearer— 


SONG. 

From  hunger  and  cold  who  lives  more  free, 
Or  who  more  richly  clad  than  we  f 
Our  bellies  are  full ;  our  flesh  is  warm  ; 
And  against  pride  our  rags  are  a  charm. 
Enough  is  our  feast,  and  for  to-morrow. 
Let  rich  men  care,  we  feel  no  sorrow. 

No  sorrow,  no  sorrow,  no  sorrow^  no  sorrow. 

Let  rich  men  care,  we  feel  no  sorrow. 

Spring.  The  emperor  hears  no  such  musick  ; 
nor 
Feels  content  like  this. 

Each  city,  each  town,  and  eroery  village. 
Affords  us  either  an  alms  or  piltage. 
And  if  the  weather  be  cold  and  raw, 
Then  in  a  barn  we  tumble  in  straw. 
If  warm  and  fair,  by  yea-cock  and  nay-cock. 
The  fields  will  afford  us  a  hed^e  or  a  liay-cock, 
A  hay-cock,  a  hay-cock,  a  hay-cock,  a  hay- 
cock, Sfc. 

Spring.  Most  ravishing  delight!   bur,  in  all 
this, 
Only  one  sense  is  pleas'd ;  mine  ear  is  feasted  ; 
Mine  eye  too  must  be  satisfied  with  my  joys. 
The  hoarding  usurer  cannot  have  more 
Thirsty  desire  to  see  his  golden  store. 
When  he  unlocks  his  treasury,  than  I 
fThe  Equipage  in  which  my  beggars  lie. 

[He  opens  the  Scene;  the  Beggars  are  dis- 
covered in  their  postures;  then  they  issue 
forth ;  and  at  last  the  Patrico. 

All.  Our  master,  our  master  !  our  sweet  and 
comfortable  master ! 

Spring.  How  chear,  my  hearts  ? 

1st  Beg.  Most  ♦  crowse,  most  capringly. 
Shall  we  dance,  shall  we  sing,  to  welcome  our 

king  ? 
Strike  up  piper,  a  merry  merry  dance, 
That  we  on  our  stampers  may  foot  it  and  prance^ 
To  make  his  heart  merry,  as  he  has  made  ours  : 
As  5  lustick  and  frolick  aS  lords  in  their  bowers. 
[Musick,  Dance. 

Spring.  Exceeding  well  perlorm'd. 

l5^  Beg.  Tis  well,  if  *  it  like  you,  master. 
But  we  have  not  that  rag  among  us,  that  we  will 
not  dance  off  to  do  you  service ;  we  being  all 
and  only  your  servants,  most  noble  sir.  Com- 
mand us  therefore,  and  employ  us,  we  beseech 
you. 

Spring.  Thou  speak'st  most  courtly. 

Qd  Beg.  Sir,  he  can  speak,  and  could  have 
writ  as  well.     He  is  a  decay'd  pqet,  newly  fallen 


^  PmUler. — J%e  Paniler-wm  the  officer  who  presided  over  the  pantry,  as  the  butler  over  the  battery, 
<nd  tiie  baisUller  over  the  haistery.    See  Notes  to  The  Northumberland  Household  Book,  p.  417. 

*  Crowm. — These  terms  are  explained  at  the  end  of  this  play. 

'  Lmtttck — i.  e.  As  losty,  as  jovial.    LnsHgh  is  a  Dutch  word,  with  those  significations. Se« 

Note  oo  Alfs  Well  that  ends  WeU,  A.  2.  S.  5 : 

''  Lustick,  as  the  Dutchman  says."       S« 

*  It  like  yoiu— See  Note  to  Cornelia,  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  II.  p.  24S. 
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in  among  us :  and  bep  us  well  as  the  best  of  us. 
He  learn*d  it  pretty  well  in  his  own  profession 
before ;  and  can  the  better  practise  it  in  ours 
now. 

Spring,  Thou  art  a  wit  too,  it  seems. 

Sd  Beg,  He  should  hare  wit  aud  knaverjr  too, 
sir ;  for  ne  was  an  attorney,  till  be  was  pitch'd 
over  the  bar ;  and,  from  that  fall,  he  was  taken 
up  a  knight  of  the  post ;  and  so  he  continued, 
till  he  was  deeraded  at  the  whi|)ping-post ;  and 
from  tlience  be  ran  resolutely  into  this  course. 
His  cunning  in  the  law,  and  the  other's  labour 
with  the  Muses,  are  dedicate  to  your  service ; 
and,  for  myself,  Fit  fight  for  you. 

Spring.  Thou  art  a  brave  fellow,  and  speak'st 
like  a  commander.    Hast  thou  borne  arms  ? 

4th  Beg,  Sir,  he  has  borne  the  name  of  a 
Netherland  soldier,  till  he  ran  away  from  his 
colours,  and  was  taken  lame  with  lying  in  the 
fields,  by  a  Sciatica :  I  mean,  sir,  the  Strapado : 
after  which,  by  a  second  retreat,  indeed  running 
away,  he  ^  scambled  into  this  country,  and  so 
escap*d  the  gallows ;  and  then  snapp'd  up  his 
living  in  the  city,  by  his  wit  in  cheatmg,  pimp- 
ing, and  such-like  arts,  till  the  cart  and  the  pil- 
lory shew'd  him  too  publickly  to  the  world  :  and 
so,  beg|ing  being  the  last  refuge,  he  enterM  into 
our  society,  and  now  lives  as  honestly,  I  must 
needs  say,  as  the  best  of  us. 

Spring,  Thou  speak*st  good  language  too. 

1st  Bee.  He  was  a  courtier  lx>rn,  sir,  and 
begs  on  pleasure,  I  assure  vou ;  refusing  great 
and  constant  means  from  able  friends  to  make 
him  a  staid  man :  yet,  the  wantofalegnotwitli- 
standing,  he  must  travel  in  this  kind,  against  all 
common  reason,  by  the  special  policy  of  provi- 
dence. 

Spring.  As  how,  I  pr'y  thee  ? 

lit  Beg.  His  father,  sir,  was  a  courtier;  a 
great  court-beggar,  I  assure  you  :  I  made  these 
verses  on  him,  and  his  son  here. 

A  courtier  heg^d  bv  ccvetise^  not  need. 
From  othert  that,  which  made  thetn  beg,  indeed. 
He  begged  till  wealth  had  laden  him  with  caret, 
To  keep  for* i  children^  and  their  children, 

shares : 
While  theoppreu'd,  that  lost  that  great  estate, 
Sent  curses  after  it  unto  their  fate. 
The  father  dies  (the  world  says)  very  rich  ; 
The  son  being  gotten^  while  (it  seems)  the  itch 
Of  begging  was  upon  the  courtly  sirCy 
Or  bmtnd  by  fate,  will  to  no  wealth  aspire, 
Thcf  offered  nim  in  money,  cloaths,  or  meat, 
More  than  he  begs,  or  instantly  must  eat. 
Is  not  he  heavenly  blest  that  hates  earth*s 

treoiure, 
And  begs  with,  what's  a  gentleman,  but  's 

pleasure  ? 


Or  say  it  he  upon  the  heir  a  cur$e ; 

Whafs  that  to  him  f  the  beggar's  ne*er  the 

worse. 
For  of  the  general  store  that  Heaven  has  sent. 
He  values  not  a  penny,  Hill  *t  be  spent. 

All.  A  Scribble,  a  Scribble  ! 

id  Beg.  What  city  or  court-poet  could  say 
more  than  our  hedge-muse-  monger  here  ? 

Sd  Beg.  What  say  you,  sir,  to  our  poet  Scrib- 
ble, here  ? 

Spring.  I  like  his  vein  exceeding  well,  and 
the  whole  concert  of  you. 

2d  Beg.  Concert,  sir !  we  have  musicians  too 
amon^  us :  true  merry  beggars  indeed,  that  be- 
ing within  the  reach  of  thelash  for  singing  libel- 
lous songs  at  London,  were  fain  to  By  into  oar 
covey,  and  here  they  sing  all  our  poet's  ditties. 
They  can  sing  any  thing  most  tuneably,  sir,  but 
psalms.  What  they  may  do  hereafter,  under  a 
triple  tree,  is  much  expected :  but  they  live  very 
civilly  and  genteelly  among  us. 

Spring,  But  what  is  he  there,  that  solemn  old 
fellow,  £at  neither  speaks  of  himself,  nor  any 
body  for  him  ? 

2d  Beg,  O  sir,  the  rarest  man  of  all :  he  is  a 
prophet.  See  how  he  holds  up  his  prognosticatp 
log  nose.    He  is  divining  now. 

Spring.  How,  a  prophet  ? 

2d  Beg.  Yes,  sir,  a  cunning  man,  and  a  for- 
tune-teller. Tis  thought  he  was  a  great  clerk 
before  his  decay ;  but  he  is  very  close ;  will  not 
tell  his  beginnuig,  nor  the  fortune  he  himself  is 
fallen  from ;  but  be  serves  us  for  a  clergyman 
still,  and  marries  us,  if  need  be,  after  a  new  way 
of  his  own. 

Spring*  How  long  have  you  had  his  company  ? 

2d  Bef.  But  lately  come  amongst  us;  but  a 
very  ancient  stroller  all  the  land  over,  and  has 
travelled  with  gipsies ;  and  is  a  patrico.  Shall  be 
read  your  fortuue,  sir  ? 

Spring.  If  it  please  him. 

Pat.  Lend  me  your  hand,  sir. 

By  this  palm,  I  understand 

Ihou  art  bom  to  wealth  and  land  ; 

And  after  many  a  bitter  gust, 

Shalt  build  with  thy  great  grandsirt^s  dust. 

Spring.  Where  shall  I  find  it?  But  come,  I'll 
not  trouble  mv  head  with  the  search. 

2d  Beg.  What  say  you,  sir,  to  our  crew?  Are 
we  not  well  congregated  ? 

Spring.  You  are  a  Jovial  crew :  the  only  peo- 
ple whose  happiness  I  admire. 
-   Sd  Beg.  Will  you  make  us  happy  in  serving 
you  ?  Have  you  any  enemies  ?  Shall  we  fight 
under  you  ?  Will  you  be  our  captain  ? 

2d  Beg.  Nay,  our  king. 

Sd  Beg.  Command  us  something,  sir. 


7  SramMeit— See  Note  ^  on  7%c  Merry  DetU  qf  Edntaniim,  Vol.  IL  p.  251. 
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•    Spring,  Where's  the  next  rendezvous  ? 

Is/  Beg.  Neither  in  village  nor  in  town  ; 
But  three  mile  o6f,  at  ^  Maple-down. 

Spring,  At  evening,  there  I'll  visit  you. 


»SONG. 

Come,  comey  away ;  the  tpring 
f  By  every  bird  that  can  hut  ting. 
Or  chirp  a  note,)  doth  now  invite 
lis  forth,  to  taste  of  his  delight, 
Infieldf  in  grove,  on  hill,  in  dale : 
But  above  all,  the  nightingale  ; 
Who  in  her  sweetness  strives  f  out^do 
The  loudness  of'  the  hoarse  cuckoo. 


Cuckoo,  cries  he ;  Jug,  Jug,  Jug,  tings  she. 
From  bush  to  bush,  from  tr-ee  to  tree. 
Why  in  one  place  then  tarry  we  9 

Come  away  ;  why  do  we  stay  f 
We  have  no  debt  or  rent  to  pay  : 
No  bargains  or  accounts  to  make  ; 
Nor  land,  nor  lease,  to  let  or  take  : 
Or  if  we  had,  should  that  remove  us. 
When  all  the  workTs  our  own  before  us  f 
And  where  we  pass,  and  make  resort, 
It  is  our  kingdom  and  our  court. 
Cuckoo,  cries,  4'C.      [Exeunt  Cantantes. 

Spring,  So  now  away. 
They  dream  of  happiness  that  live  in  state ; 
But  they  enjoy  it  that  obey  their  fate. 


ACT  II. 


Ea/er  Vincent,  Hilliard,  Meriel,  Rachel. 

Vin.  I  am  overcame  with  admiration  at  the 
hUadtw  they  take ! 

HiL  Bt^ars  ]  they  are  the  only  people  can 
boast  the  benefit  of  a  free  state,  hi  the  full  enjoy- 
meot  of  liberty,  mirth,  and  ease;  having  all  things 
m  common,  and  nothing  wanting  of  Nature's 
whole  provision  within  the  reach  of  their  desires. 
Who  would  have  lost  this  sight  of  their  reveb  ? 

Vin,  How  think  you,  ladies  ?  Are  they  not 
the  only  happ^  in  a  nation? 

Mer,  Happier  than  we,  I'm  sure,  that  are 
pait  up  and  ty'd  b^  the  nose  to  the  continual 
~  of  hot  hospitality  here,  in  our  father's 


house,  when  they  have  the  air  at  pleasure,  in  all 
variety. 

Rach,  And  though  I  know  we  have  merrier 
spirits  than  they,  yet  to  live  thus  confin'd, 
'stiOes  us. 

Hil,  Why,  ladies,  you  have  liberty  enough ; 
or  may  take  what  you  please. 

Mer.  Yes,  in  our  father's  rule  and  govern- 
ment, or  by  his  allowance !  What's  that  to  ab- 
solute freedom  ;  such  as  the  very  beggars  have ; 
to  feast  and  revel  here  to-day,  and  yonder  to- 
morrow ;  next  dav,  where  thiey  please ;  and  so 
on  still,  the  whole  country  or  kingdom  over? 
There's  liberty !  the  birds  of  the  air  can  tad^e  no 
more. 


*  MapU-down. — In  Kent  on  the  north-west  side  ofWrotham. 

'  Sm^r.— On  the  revival  of  this  play,  the  following  song  was  substituted,  instead  of  that  in  the  text : 

I. 

''  Courtiers,  courtiers,  think  it  no  scorn, 

That  silly  poor  swains  in  love  should  be  : 
Love  lies  hid  in  rags  all  torn. 

As  well  as  in  silks  and  bravery. 

Chorus, 

<<  And  the  beggar  he  loves  his  lass  as  dear 

As  he  that  has  thousands,  thousands,  thousands  ; 

As  he  that  has  thousand  pounds  a  year. 

II. 

'*  States  and  titles  are  pitiful  things ; 

The  meanest  estate  more  pleasing  does  prove : 
Lords  and  ladies,  princes  and  kings^ 

With  beggars  have  equal  charms  m  love. 

Chorus* 
«  And  the  beg^,"  &c. 


lExeunl  Cantanies* 
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[Brobie. 


Rack,  And  then  at  home  here,  or  wheresoever 
he  comes,  our  father  is  so  pensive,  (what  muddy 
spirit  soever  possesses  him,  would  I  could  con- 
jure it  out !)  that  he  makes  us  even  sick  of  his 
sadness,  that  were  wont  to  see  my  gossip's  cock 
to-day f  mould  cockle-bready  dance  ciutlerdepouck 
and  luinnykin  hoohy^  binde  barrels^  or  do  any 
thing  before  him,  and  he  would  laugh  at  us. 

'  Mcr.  Now  he  never  looks  upon  us  but  with  a 
sigh,  or  tears  in  his  eyes,  though  we  simper  ever 
so  sanctifiedly.  What  tales  have  been  told  him 
of  us,  or  what  he  suspecls,  I  know  not.  God 
foreive  him ;  I  do :  but  I  am  weary  of  his  house. 
nach.  Does  he  thiuk  us  whores  tro,  because 
sometimes  we  talk  as  lightly  as  great  ladies.  I 
can  swear  safely  for  the  virgmity  of  one  of  us,  so 
fur  as  word  and  deed  goes:  marry,  thought's  free. 
Aler,  Which  is  that  one  of  us,  I  pray  ?  Your- 
self, or  me  ? 

Rack,  Good  sister  Meriel,  charity  begins  at 
home :  but  Fll  swear,  I  think  as  cnaritably  of 
thee;  and  not  only  because  thou  art  a  year 
younger  neither. 

Mer.  I  am  beholden  to  you.  But  for  my  fa- 
ther, I  would  I  knew  his  grief,  and  how  to  cure 
him,  or  that  we  were  where  we  could  not  see  it. 
It  spoils  our  mirth;  and  that  has  been  better 
than  his  meat  to  us. ' 

Vin.  Will  you  hear  our  motion,  ladies? 
Mer.  Pseugh  !  you  would  marry  us  presently 
out  of  his  way,  because  he  has  given  you  a  foolish 
kind  of  promise :  but  we  will  see  him  in  a  better 
humour  first,  and  '^as  apt  to  laugh  as  we  to  lie 
down,  I  warrant  him. 

HiL  Tis  like  that  course  will  cure  him,  would 
you  embrace  it. 

Rack,  We  will  have  him  cur*d  first,  I  tell  you ; 
and  you  shall  wait  that  season,  and  our  leisure. 
Mer,  I  will  rather  hazard  my  being  one  of  the 


devil*8  ape-leaders,  than  to  marry  while  be  is 
melanclioly. 

Rack.  Or  I  to  stay  in  bis  bouse,  to  give  enter- 
tainment to  this  knight,  or  t'other  coxcomb,  that 
comes  to  chear  him  up  with  eating  of  his  chear: 
when  we  must  fetch  em  sweetmeats,  and  they 
must  tell  us,  "  Ladies,  your  lips  are  sweeter;'' 
and  then  fall  into  courtship ;  one,  in  a  set  speech, 
taken  out  of  "Old  Breton's  Works;  another, 
with  verses  out  of  **  The  Academy  ofComplimentt^ 
or  some  or  other  of  the  new  poetical  pamphle- 
teers, ambitious  only  to  spoil  paper,  and  publish 
their  names  in  print.  And  then  to  be  kiss'd,  and 
sometimes  slaver'd— fagh  ! 

Mer,  ^Tis  not  to  be  endur*d.  We  must  out 
of  the  house.  We  cannot  live  but  by  laughing; 
and  that  aloud,  and  nobody  sad  within  hearing. 

Vin,  We  are  for  any  adventure  with  you, 
ladies.  Shall  we  project  a  journey  for  you  ? 
Your  father  has  trusted  you,  and  will  think  you 
safe  in  our  company;  and  we  would  fain  be 
abroad  upon  some  progress  with  you.  Shall  we 
make  a  fling  to  London,  and  see  how  the  spring 
appears  there  in  the  Spring  Garden;  and  in 
Hyde  Park,  to  see  the  races,  horse  and  foot ;  to 
hear  the  jockies  crack ;  and  see  the  '^  Adamites 
run  naked  afore  the  ladies  ? 

Rack.  We  have  seen  all  already  there,  as  well 
as  they,  last  year. 

JiiL  But  there  ha'  been  new  plays  since. 

Ruch,  No,  no ;  we  are  not  for  London. 

HiL  What  think  you  of  a  journey  to  the  Bath 
then? 

Ruch,  Worse  than  t*  other  way.  I  love  not  to 
carry  my  health  where  others  drop  their  diseases. 
There's  no  sport  i'  that. 

rtsthen. 


Vin.  Will  you 
and  merriments, 
Cotswold  Games? 


1  uu  to  the  hill-top  of  spoi 
i,  '♦Dover's  Olimpicks, 


or  the 


'^  As  apt  to  laugh  as  we  to  lie  donm, — ^Alluding  to  the  old  game  at  cards,  called  Jjotgh  and  lie 
down,      S.  P. 

"  Old  Brrfoji.--See  Note  20  to  The  GoWtiw,  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  X.  p.  172. 

'^  Academy  ^  Compliments, — A  popular  book,  in  great  reputation  with  the  lower  ranks  of  readers. 
It  was  composed  of  verses,  letters,  &c. 

''  Ad(anites, — A  sect  which  sprung  np  at  Amsterdam.  Both  men  and  women  used  to  pray,  and 
perform  all  divine  services  naked. 

**  Dover's  Olimpicks,  or  the  Cotswold  Games, — "  These  games  were  begun,  and  continued,  at  a  cer- 
tain time  in  the  year,  for  forty  years,  by  one  Robert  Dover,  an  attorney  of  Barton  on  the  Heath,  in 
Warwickshire,  son  of  John  Dover  of  Norfolk  ;  who,  being  full  of  activity,  and  of  a  generons,  free,  and 
public  spirit,  did,  with  leave  from  King  James  the  1st,  select  a  place  on  Cotswold  Hills,  in  Gloucester- 
shire, wnereon  those  games  should  be  acted.  Endimion  Porter,  Esq.  a  native  of  that  county,  and  a 
servant  to  that  King,  a  person  also  of  a  most  generous  spirit,  did,  to  encourage  Dover,  give  turn  some 
of  the  Kinp's  old  cloaths,  with  a  hat  and  feather  and  ruff,  purposely  to  grace  him,  and  consequently 
the  solenmity.  Dover  was  constantly  there  in  person,  well  mounted  and  accoutred,  and  was  the  chief 
director  and  manager  of  those  games,  iVequented  by  the  nobility  and  ffcntry  (some  of  whom  came  sixty 
miles  to  see  them)  even  till  the  rascally  rebellion  was  began  by  the  Presbyterians :  which  nve  a  stop 
to  their  proceedings,  and  spoiled  all  that  was  ^nerons  or  ingenious  elsewhere.*' — ^Thu  isWoocra  account, 
Ath.  Oxon.  Vol.  II.  813.  In  1636  was  published  AnnaUa  Dubrensia,  upon  the  yearltf  celebration  ^  Mr 
Robert  Dover's  Olympic  Games  upon  Cotswold  Hills,  Sec,  containing  verses  by  Drayton,  Randolph,  Ben 
Jonson,  Feltham,  Mennis,  Mannyon,  Heywood.  and  others.  Prefixed  to  it  is  a  plate,  representing  tlie 
games  and  sports,  and  Captain  Dover  on  horseback,  riding  iVom  place  to  place.  _ 


Bromb.] 
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Mer.  No,  that  will  be  too  publick  for  our  re- 
creation. We  would  have  it  more  within  our- 
selves. 

Hil.  Think  of  some  course  yourselves  then. 
We  are  for  you  upon  any  way,  as  far  as  horse 
and  money  can  carry  us. 

Via.  Ay,  and  if  those  means  fail  us,  as  far  as 
oar  legs  can  bear,  or  our  hands  can  help  us. 

Rath.  And  we  will  put  you  to't.  Couie  aside, 
Meriel 

Vin,  Some  jeer,  perhaps,  to  put  upon  us. 

HiL  What  think  you  of  a  pilgrimage  to  '^  St 
Winifride'sWell? 

Vin,  Or  a  journey  to  the  Wise  Woman  at 
Nantwichy  to  ask  if  we  be  fit  husbands  for  'em  ? 

HiL  They  are  not  scrupulous  in  that,  we  hav- 
ing had  their  growing  loves  up  from  our  child- 
hoods, and  the  old  squire's  good-will  before  all 
men. 

^A.JHa!ha!ha! 

Fin.  What's  the  conceit,  I  marvel  ? 

j^^*- 1  Ua!  ha !  ha ! 

HiL  Some  merry  one,  it  seems. 

Rack,  And  then,  Meriel — hark  again ha ! 

ba!ha! 

Vin.  How  tliey  are  taken  with  it ! 

Mer.  Ila  !  ha  1  ha ! — hark  again,  Rachel ! 

HiL  Some  wonderful  nothing,  sure!  They 
will  Uugh  as  much,  to  see  a  swallow  fly  with  a 
white  feathef  **  imp'd  in  her  tail. 

Vin.  They  were  born  laughing,  I  think. 

K!  Ha!  ha!  ha!— - 

Vin.  If  it  be  not  some  trick  upon  us,  which 
thej'U  discover  in  some  monstrous  shape,  they 
cozen  me.  Now,  ladies,  is  your  project  ripe  ? 
'^  Po6se.ss  us  with  the  knowledge  of  it. 

Rack.  It  is  more  precious  than  to  be  imparted 
upon  a  slight  demand. 

HiL  Pray  let  us  hear  it:  you  know  we  are 
your  trusty  servants. 

Vin.  And  have  kept  all  your  counsels  ever 
since  we  have  been  infant  play-fellows. 

Rack.  Yes,  you  have  play'd  at  all  kinds  of 
small  game  with  us;  but  this  is  to  the  purpose. 
Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Hil.  It  seems  so,  by  your  laughing. 

JRaeh.  And  asks  a  stronger  tongue-tie  than 
teariiug  of  books,  burning  of  samplers,  making 
dirt-pes^  or  piss  and  paddle  in't. 


Vin.  You  know  how,  and  what  we  have  vow'd; 
to  wait  upon  you  any  how,  and  any  whither. 
Mer.  And  you  will  stand  to't  ? 
HiL  Ay,  and  go  to't  with  you,  wherever  it  be. 
Mer.  Fray  tell't  'em,  sister  Hachel. 
Rfich.  Why,  gentlemen, — ha !  ha !— — thus  it 

is tell  it  you,  Meriel. 

Vin.  O,  is  that  all  ? 

Mer.  You  are  the  elder.     Pray  tell  it  you. 
Rach.  You  are  the  younger,     I  command  you 
to  tell  it.    Come,  out  with  it,  they  long  to  have  it. 
HiL  When? 
Vin.  When? 

Mer.   In  troth,  you  must  tell  it,  sister;    I 
cannot.     Pray  begin. 

Rach.  Then,  gentlemen,  stand  your  ground. 
Vin.  Some  terrible  business,  sure  ! 
Rach,   You  seem'd  e'en  now  to  admire  the 
felicity  of  beggars. 

Mer.  And  have  engag'd  yourself  to  join  with 
us  in  any  course. 

Rach.   Will  you  now  with  us,  and  for  our 
sakes,  turn  beggars  ? 

Mer,  It  is  our  resolution,  and  our  injunction 
on  yon. 

Hach,  But  for  a  time,  and  a  short  progress. 
Mer,  And  for  a  spring-trick  of  youth,  now,  in 
the  season. 

Vin.  Beggars !  what  rogues  are  these  ? 
HiL  A  simple  trial  of  our  loves  and  service ! 
Rach.  Are  you  resolv'd  upon't?  if  not,  God 
be  with  you. 
We  are  resolved  to  take  our  course. 
Mer.  Let  yours  be  to  keep  counsel. 
Vin.  Stay,  stay.     Beggars  1  are  we  not  so  al- 
ready ?  [higs  ? 
Don't  we  now  beg  your  loves,  and  your  enjoy- 
Do  we  not  beg  to  be  rcceiv'd  your  servants  ? 
To  kiss  your  hands ;  or,  if  you  will  vouchsafe^ 
Your  lips ;  or  your  embraces  ? 

HiL  We  now  beg. 
That  we  may  fetch  tlie  rings  and  priest  to  marry  us : 
Wherein  are  we  no  beggars? 

Rach.  That  will  not  serve.    Your  time's  not 
come  for  that  yet. 
You  shall  beg  victuals  first. 

Vin.  O,  I  conceive  your  begging  progress  is 
to  ramble  out  this  summer  among  your  nither's 
tenants ;  and  'tis  in  request  among  gentlemen's 
daughters  to  devour  their  cheese-cakes,  apple- 
pies,  cream  and  custards,  '^  flapjacks,  and  pan- 
puddings. 


'5  Si  Wintfrid^a  fFeB.— Near  Holywell,  in  the  county  of  Flint.—See  Pennant's  Tatar  in  North 
WkUSy  1773,  p.  28. 

'^  /jiip[d.--Jamu8,  in  his  Etymologicon,  explains  Imp  in  this  manner :  '<  Sorcalos.  Impede  Insertus. 
qrmneis  imp  est  Surculua.  impio,  Jnoculare,  inaerere.** 

■7  Po$$e99  w,  Ac—See  Note  7  to  The  CUy  Night-capf  postea. 

'*  Pla^l0Meks. — A  ftamaek  is  a  provincial  term  for  an  apple-puff.      S. 
So,  in  Perklesj  A.  «.  S.  1 : 

**  Come,  thon  shalt  go  home,  and  we'll  have  flesh  for  all  day ;  fish  for  fasting-days  and  more ;  or 
foddinp  9udJUipjacks:  and  thou  shalt  be  welcome." 


190 


A  JOVUL  CREW ;  OR, 


[Broiie. 


Mer,  No,  no,  not  so. 

Hi/.  Why  so  we  may  be  a  kind  of  civil  beggars. 
'Rack.  I  mean  stark,  errant,  downright  beg- 
gars.   Ay,      * 
Without  equivocation :  statute  be^ars. 
Mer.  Couchant  and  passant,  guardaut^  ram- 
pant beggars. 

Fin.  Current  and  vagrant 

"RiL  Stockant,  whippant  beggars  ! 

Vin,  Must  you  and  we  be  such?  would  you  so 

have  it? 
JtocA.  Such  as  we  saw  so  merry;  and  you 
concluded 
Were  the  only  happy  people  in  a  nation. 

Mtr.  The  only  freemen  of  a  commonwealth; 
Free  above  Scot-free ;  that  observe  no  law, 
Obey  no  governor,  use  no  religion. 
But  what  they  draw  from  their  own  ancient 

custom. 
Or  constitute  themselves,  yet  are  no  rebels. 
Rack,  Such  as  of  ail  men*s  meat,  and  all  men's 
money, 
Take  a  free  part;  and  wheresoever  they  travel, 
Have  all  things  gratis  to  their  hands  provided. 
Vin.  Coarse  fare,  most  times. 
Rack.  Their  stomach  makes  it  good, 
And  feasts  on  that  which  others  scorn  for  food. 
Mer.  The  antidote,  content,  is  only  theirs. 
And,  unto  that,  such  full  delights  are  known. 
That  they  conceive  the  kingdom  is  their  own. 

Fin.  Tore  Heaven  I  think  they  are  in  earnest; 
for  they  were  always  mad. 

Hil.  And  we  were  madder  than  they  if  we 
should  lose  'em. 

Vin.  'Tis  but  a  mad  trick  of  youth,  as  they 
sa^,  for  the  spring,  or  a  short  progress;  and 
rairth  may  be  made  out  of  it,  if  we  knew  how  to 
carry  it. 

Macli.  Pray,  gentlemen,  be  sudden. 
Harkee,  yon  hear  the  cuckoo.  [Cuckoo. 

Hil.  We  are  most  resolutely  for  you  in  your 

course. 
Fill.  But  the  vexation  is  how  to  set  it  on  foot. 
Rack.  We  have  projected  it.    Now  if  you  be 
perfect  lovers  and  friends,  search  you  the  means. 
We  have  puzzled  them. 
Mer,  I  am  glad  on't.    Let  'em  pump. 
Vin.  Troth,  a  small  stock  will  serve  to  set  up 
withal.    This  coat  sold  off  o'  my  back,  might 
serve  to  furnish  a  camp-royal  of  us. 

Hil.  But  how  to  enter  or  arrange  ourselves  into 
the  crew,  will  be  the  difficulty.  If  we  light  raw 
and  tame  amongst  them,  (like  cage-birds  among 
a  flight  of  wild  ones,)  we  shall  never  pick  up  a 
living  but  have  our  brains  peck'd  out. 
Flit.  We  want  instructions  dearly. 


Enter  Spring  love. 

Hil.  O  here  comes  Springlove.  His  great  be- 
nefactorship  among  the  beggars  might  prefer  us 
with  autliority  into  a  ragged  regiment  presendy. 
Shall  I  put  it  to  liim  ? 

Rack.  Take  heed  what  you  do.  His  greatness 
with  ray  father  will  betray  us. 

Vin.  I  will  cut  his  throat  then.  My  noble 
Springlove,  the  great  '*  commander  of  the  Maun- 
ders, and  king  of  Canters,  we  saw  the  gratitude 
of  your  loyal  subjects,  in  the  large  tributary 
content  they  gave  you  in  their  revels. 
Spring.  DkI  you,  sir  ? 

Hil.  We  have  seen  all  with  great  de%ht  and 
admiration. 

Spring.  I  have  seen  you  too,  kind  gentlemen 
and  ladies,  and  overheard  you  in  your  strange 
design,  to  new-create  jrourselves  out  of  the 
\vorldly  blessings  and  spiritual  graces  Heaven 
has  bestow'd  upon  you,  to  be  partakers  and  co- 
actors  too,  in  those  vile  courses,  which  you  call 
delights,  ta'en  by  those  despicable  and  abhorr'd 
creatures. 

Vin.  Thou  art  a  desuiser,  nay,  a  blasphemer 
Against  the  Maker  of  those  happy  creatures; 
Who,  of  all  humane,  have  priority 
In  their  content;  in  which  they  are  so  bleat. 
That  they  enjoy  most  in  possessing  least. 
Who  made  'em  such,  dost  think  ?   Or  why  so 
happy  ? 
Rack;  He  grows  zealous  in  the  Icause :  sure 

he'll  beg,  indeed. 
Hil.  Art  thou  an  hypocrite  then,  all  this  while  ? 
Only  pretending  chanty ;  or  using  it 
To  get  a  name  and  praise  unto  thyself, 
And  not  to  clierish  and  increase  those  creatunes 
In  their  most  happy  way  of  living  ?    Or 
Dost  thou  bestow  thine  alms  with  a  foul  purpose, 
^^  To  stint  their  begging,  and  with  loss  to  boy 
And  slave  those  free  souls  from  their  liberty  ? 
Mer.  They  are  more  zealous  in  the  cause 

than  we. 
Spring.  But  are  you,  ladies,  at  defiaoce  too 
With  reputation,  and  the  dignity 
Due  to  your  father's  house  and  you  ?  . 
Rack.  Hold  thy  peace,  good  Springlove;  and 
tho* 
You  seem  to  dislike  this  course,  and  reprove  us 

for  it. 
Do  not  betray  us  in  it ;  your  throat's  in  questioo* 
I  tell  you  for  good-will,  good  Springlove.  ^ 
Mer.  What  would'st  Uiou  have  us  do  ?  Thou 
talk'st 
O'  th'  house.    Tis  a  base  melancholy  bouse. 
Our  father's  sadness  banishes  us  out  bn't. 


'^  -^^  eomnuaider  of  the  Maunders — i.e.  the  Beggars :  from  mmmd,  a  basket,  in  wfaidi  alms  was 
anciently  ^ven  to  the  poor.    Hence,  says  Spelman,  our  Maundy  Thursday. 
^  To  stmt  their  begging.— -To  «iiiit,  is  to  stay,  to  stop.    So  the  Nurse  in  Romeo  tmd  JuUet : 

"  It  stinted  and  cry'd,  ay." 

See  the  Note  on  that  passage,  last  edition.     S. 
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And  for  the  delight  thou  tak'st  in  ^'  beg^rs 
And  their  brawls,  thou  can'st  not  but  think 
They  live  a  better  life  abroad,  than  we 
Do  in  this  house. 

Spring,  I  have  sounded  your  faith ;  and  I  am 
glad 
I  find  you  all  right.    And  for  your  father's  sad- 
ness, 
111  tell  you  the  cause  on*t.    I  overheard  it 
But  this  day,  in  private  discourse  with 
His  merry  mate,  Mr  Hearty :  he  has  been  told 
By  some  wizard,  that  you  both  were  born 
To  be  beggars. 

All.  How !  How  ! 

Spring.  For  which  he  is  so  tormented  in  mind, 
that  he 
Cannot  sleep  in  peace,  nor  look  upon  you 
But  with  heart's  grief. 

Vin.  This  is  most  strange ! 

Rack.  Let  him  be  grieved  then,  till  we  are 
beggars: 
We  have  just  reason  to  become  so  now ; 
And  what  we  thought  on  but  in  jest  before, 
We'll  do  in  earnest  now. 

Spring.  O,  I  applaud  this  resolution  in  you : 
Would  huave  persuajded  it;  will  be 
Your  servant  in't.    For,  look  ye,  ladies. 
The  sentence  of  your  fortune  does  not  say. 
That  you  shall  beg  for  need,  hunger,  or  cold 
Necessity.    If,  therefore,. you  expose  yourselves 
On  pleasure  into  it,  you  shall  absolve 
Your  destiny  nevertheless,  and  cure 
Your  father  s  grief.    I  am  oveijoy'd 
To  think  on't ;  and  will  assist  you  faithfully. 

AU.  A  Springlove !  a  Springlove ! 

taring.  1  am  prepared  already  for  the  adven- 
ture. 
And  will  with  all  conveniences  furnish 
And  set  you  forth ;  give  you  your  dimenaions, 
Bhles,  and  directions :  I  will  be  your  guide. 
Your  guard,  your  convoy,  your  autliority. 
You  du  not  know  my  power ;  my  command 
F  th'  beffl^ars  commonwealth. 

Vin.  But  how,  but  how,  good  Mr  Springlove  ? 

Spring.  rU  confess  alL    In  my  minority 
My  master  took  me  up  a  naked  beggar ; 
Bred  me  at  school ;  then  took  me  to  his  service, 
You  know  in  what  good  fashion ;  and  you  may 
Collect  to  memory  for  seven  late  summers. 
Either  by  leave,  pretending  fHends  to  see 
At  fiir  remote  parts  of  the  land,  or  else 
By  ^philth,  I  would  absent  myself  from  service. 
To  follow  my  own  pleasure,  which  was  begg'mg, 


Led  to*t  by  nature.    My  indulgent  master. 
Yet  ignorant  of  my  course,  on  my  submission, 
When  cold  and  hunger  forc'd  me  back  at  winter, 
Receiv'd  me  still  again,    Till  two  years  since. 
He  being  drawn  by  journey  towards  the  North, 
Where  I  then  quarter'd  with  a  ragged  crew; 
On  the  highway,  not  dreaming  ofhim  there, 
I  did  accost  him  with  a  Good  your  worship. 
The  gift  of  one  small  penny  to  a  cripple  ; 
(For  here  I  was  with  him  ;)  and  the  good  Lord 
To  bless  you,  and  restore  it  you  in  heaven. 

[Baits. 
All.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Spring.  My  head  was  dirty-clouted,  and  this  leg 
Swadied  with  rags,  the  other  naked,  and 
My  body  clad  like  his  upon  the  gibbet. 
Yet  he,  with  searching  eyes,  through  all  my  rags 
And  counterfeit  postures,  made  discovery 
Of  his  man  Springlove ;  chid  me  into  tears. 
And  a  confession  of  my  forespent  life. 
At  last,  upon  condition  that  vagary 
Should  be  the  last,  he  gave  me  leave  to  run 
That  Summer  out.    In  Autumn,  home  came  I 
In  my  home  cloaths  again,  and  former  duty. 
My  master  not  alone  conserv'd  my  counsel,  [me; 
But  lays  more  weighty  trust  and  charge  upon 
Such  was  his  love  to  keep  me  a  home-man. 
That  he  conferred  his  steward's  place  upon  me. 
Which  clogg'd  me  the  last  year,  from   those 

delights, 
I  wou'd  not  lose  again  to  be  his  lord. 
All.  A  Springlove !  a  Springlove  I 
Spring.  Pursue  the  course  you  are  on  then,  as 

chearfully 
As  the  inviting  season  smiles  upon  you ; 
Think,  how  you  are  necessitated  to  it. 
To  quit  your  father's  sadness,  and  his  fears 
Touching  your  fortune.  Till  you  have  been  beg 

ears 
The  sword  hangs  over  him.    You  cannot  think 
Upon  an  act  of  greater  piety 
Unto  your  father,  than  t*  expose  yourselves 
Brave  volunteers,  unpress'd  by  common  need 
Into  tliis  meritorious  warfare ;  whence 
(After  a  few  days,  or  short  season,  spent) 
You  bring  him  a  perpetual  peace  and  joy. 
By  expiating  the  prophecy  that  torments  him. 
'Twere  worth  your  time  in  painful  woful  steps, 
With  your  lives  hazard  in  a  pilgrimage. 
So  to  redeem  a  father.    But  you'll  find 
A  progress  of  such  pleasure  (as  I'll  govern  it) 
That  the  most  happy  courts  could  never  boast 
In  all  their  *^  trampings  on  the  countries  cost; 


beggars 


And  their  bnwU.—So,  in  Gammer  Gwtmis  Needle,  A.  2.  S.  2.  Dame  Chat  says, 

<<  Shall  such  a  begars  brawk  as  that^  thlnkest  thou,  make  me  a  theefe? 

The  pocks  light  on  her  hores  sydes,  a  pestilence  and  mischeefe."— ^VoL  I.  p.  ll£. 

'-•^  tnmping$^-^Ui  edit  trampUngs. 
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Whose  envy  we  shall  draw,  when  they  shall  read, 
We  out-beg  thero,  and  for  as  little  need. 
AIL  A  Springlove !   a  Springlove !  [fully 

Spring.  Follow  me,  gallants,  then,  as  chear- 
A8---(ljark  !  we  are  summonM  forth.) 

[  Birds  singing. 
All.  We  follow  thee. [Exeunt. 

Enter  Randal  ;  a  purse  in  his  hand, 

Kan.  Well,  go  thy  ways.  If  ever  any  just  or 
charitable  steward  was  commended,  sure  thou 
shalt  be  at  the  last  quarter-day.  Here's  five- 
and-twenty  pounds  for  this  quarterns  beggar's 
charge.  And  (if  he  return  not  by  the  end  of 
this  quarter)  here's  order  to  a  friend  to  supply 
for  the  next.  If  I  now  shou'd  venture  for  the 
commendation  of  an  unjust  steward,  and  turn 
this  money  to  mine  own  use !  Ha !  dear  devil ! 
tempt  me  not.  1*11  do  thee  service  in  a  greater 
matter.  But  to  rob  the  poor !  (a  poor  trick) 
every  churchwarden  can  do  it.  Now  something 
whispers  me,  that  my  master,  for  his  steward's 
love,  will  supply  the  poor,  as  I  may  handle  the 
matter.  Then  1  rob  the  steward,  if  I  restore 
him  not  the  money  at  his  return.  Away,  temp- 
tation, leave  me.  I  am  frail  flesh ;  yet  I  will 
fight  with  thee.  But  say  the  steward  never  re- 
turn. O  but  he  will  return.  Perhaps  he  may  not 
return.  Turn  from  me  Satan  :  strive  not  to  clog 
my  conscience.  I  wou'd  not  have  this  weight 
upon  't  for  all  thy  kingdom. 

Enter  Hearty,  singing,  and  Oldrents. 

Hear.  Hey  down,  hey  down,  a  down,  &c. 
Remember,  sir,  your  covenant  to  be  merry. 

Old.  I  strive,  you  see,  to  be  so. 
Yet  something  pricks  me  within,  methinks. 

Hear.  No  further  thought,  I  hope,  of  Fortune's 
tell-tales. 

Old.  I  think  not  of  'em.    Nor  will  I  presage. 
That  when  a  disposition  of  sadness 
O'erclouds  mv  spirits,  I  shall  therefore  hear 
III  news,  or  shortly  meet  with  some  disaster. 

Hear.  Nay,  when  a  man  meets  with  bad 
tidings,  why 
May  not  he  then  compel  his  mind  to  mirth ; 
As  well  as  puling  stomachs  are  made  strong 
By  eating  against  appetite. 

Old.  Forc'd  rnirtn  tho'  is  not  good. 

Hear,  It  relishes  not,  youll  say.    No  more 
does  meat 
That  is  most  savory,  to  a  long  sick  stomach. 
Until  by  strife  and  custom  *tis  made  good. 

Old.  You  argue  well;   but  do  you  see  yon 
fellow? 

Hear,  I  never  noted  him  so  sad  before. 
He  neither  sings,  nor  whistles. 

Old.  Something  troubles  him. 
Can  he  force  mirth  out  of  himself  now,  think  you  ? 

Hear.  What  speak  you  of  a  clod  of  earth; 
a  hind  ? 
But  one  degree  above  a  beast,  compar*d 
To  the  airy  spirit  of  a  gentleman. 


Old.  He  looks,  as  he  came  laden  with  ill  news, 
To  meet  me  on  my  way. 

Hear.  Tis  very  pretty.    Suppose  the  ass 
Be  tir'd  with  sadness;  will  you  disburthen  him 
To  load  yourself?  Think  of  your  covenant  to  be 

merry, 
In  spite  of  Fortune  and  her  riddle^^nakers. 

Old.  Why,  how  now,  Randal!  Where's  Spring- 
love ? 

Hear.  He's  ever  in  his  care.  But  that  I  know 
The  old  squire's  virtue,  I  should  think  Springlove 
Were  sure  his  bastard. 

Ran.  Here's  his  mouey,  sir. 
I  pray  that  I  be  charged  with  it  no  longer. 
The  devil  and  I  have  strainM  courtesy  Uiese  two 
hours  about  it.  I  would  not  be  corrupted 
with  the  trust  of  more  than  is  mine  own.  Mr 
Steward  gave  it  me,  sir,  to  order  it  for  the  beggars. 
He  has  made  me  steward  of  the  barn  and  them, 
while  he  is  gone  (he  says)  a  journey,  to  survey 
and  measure  lands  abroad  about  the  countries ; 
some  purchase,  I  think,  for  your  worship. 

Old.  I  know  his  measuring  of  land.     He  is 
Gone  his  old  way ;  and  let  him  go. 
Am  not  I  merry,  Hearty  ? 

Hear.  Yes;  but  not  hearty  merry.  There's 
a  whim,  now. 

Old.  The  poor's  charge  shall  be  mine.  Keep 
you  the  money  for  him. 

Ran.  Mine  is  the  greater  charge  then. 
Knew  you  but  my  temptations  and  my  care. 
You  would  discharge  me  of  it. 

Old.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ran,  I  have  not  had  it  so  many  minutes,  as 
I  have  been  in  several  minds  about  it ;  and  most 
of  them  dishonest. 

Old.  Go  then  and  give  it  to  one  of  my  daugh- 
ters to  keep  for  Springlove. 

Ran.  O,  I  thank  your  worship—  [Blxit. 

Old.  Alas,  poor  knave !  How  hard  a  task  irU 
to  alter  custom  ! 

Hear.  And  how  easy  for  money  to  corrupt  it ! 
What  a  pure  treasurer  would  he  make ! 

Old.  All  were  not  born  for  weighty  offices  ; 
Which  makes  me  think  of  Springlove. 
He  might  have  ta'en  his  leave,  tho'. 

Hear.  1  hope  he's  run  away  with  some  large 
trust ; 
I  never  lik'd  such  demure  down-look'd  fellows. 

Old.  You  are  deceiv'd  in  him. 

Hear.  If  you  be  not,  'tis  well.  But  this  is 
from  the  covenant.  % 

Old.  Well,  sir,  I  will  be  merry.    lamresolvM 
To  force  my  spirit  only  unto  mirth. 
Shou'd  I  hear  now  my  daughters  were  misled 
Or  run-a-way,  I  wou'd  not  send  a  sigh 
To  fetch  'em  back. 

Hear.  T'other  old  song  for  that. 

SONG. 

There  was  an  old  fellow  at  Waltham-Crcts, 
Who  merrily  sung  when  ke  liv*d  by  the  lon^ 
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He  never  was  heard  to  sigh  with  hey-ho, 

But  sent  it  out  with  a  heigh  trolltf^'lo. 

He  chear*d  up  Jiis  heart,  when  his  goods  went 

to  wreck, 
With  a  hem,  boy,  heiH,  and  a  cup  of  old  sack. 

Old,  Is  that  tlie  way  on*t?  Well,  it  shall  be 
mine,  then. 

Enter  Randal. 

Bfin.  My  mistresses  are  both  abroad,  sir. 

Old,  How  !  since  when  ? 

Ran,  On  foot,  sir,  two  hoars  since,  with  the 
two  ecntlemen  their  lovers.  Here's  a  letter 
they  leh  with  the  butler :  And  there's  a  mutter- 
iog  in  the  house. 


Old,  I  will  not  read  nor  open  it;  btit  conceive 
Within  myself  the  worst  that  can  befal  them ; 
That  they  are  lost,  and  no  more  mine.    What 

follows  i 
That  I  am  happy ;  and  all  my  cares  are  flown. 
The  counsel  I  anticipated  from 
My  friend,  shall  serve  *'  to  set  my  rest  upon, 
Witliout  all  further  helpS)  to  jovial  mirth ; 
Which  I  will  force  out  of  my  spleen  so  freely. 
That  grief  shall  lose  her  name,  where  I  have 

being; 
And  sadness  from  my  furthest  foot  of  land^ 
While  I  have  life,  be  banisliM. 
Hear.  What's  the  whim  now  ? 
Old.  My  tenants  shall  sit  rent-free  for  this 

twelvennonth ; 


*^ to  set  my  rest  Mppa.— To  set  up  a  rest,  is  a  phrase  which  occurs  in  ahnost  every  po^^t  hi  the  times 

of  James  and  Charles.    It  is  taken  from  terms  used  at  the  game  iff  Primero,  and  perhaps  at  other 
gimes  then  played.    The  following,  amongst  other  instances,  will  be  sufficient  to  prove  it : 

Nugts  AniifHss,  Vol  II.  p.  31 : 

**  The  other  tale  I  wold  tell  of  a  willmge  and  wise  loss,  I  have  hearde  dyversly  tolde.  Some  tell  it 
of  K]rng  Phillip  and  a  favoryt  of  his ;  some  of  our  worthy  Kyng  Henry  VIII.  and  Domingo ;  and  I  may 
call  it  a  tale,  becawse  perfaappes  it  is  but  a  tale :  but  thus  they  tell  it :  The  Ringe,  55  eldest 
hand,  setsmpaUrettes,  ana  disciurded  flush ;  Domingo  or  Dnndego,  call  hmi  how  yon  will,  helde  it  nppon 
49,  or  som  sncfa  came ;  when  all  restes  wear  up,  and  they  had  discarded,  the  Kinge  threw  his  55  on  the 
board  opcn«  with  great  lafter,  supposing  the  game  (as  yt  was)  in  a  manner  sewer.  Dominco  was  at 
has  last  carde  incownter'd  flush,  as  the  standers-by  saw,  and  tolde  the  daye  after ;  but  seeing  me  Kinge 
10  Bieiy,  would  not  for  a  rest  at  priraero  put  him  owt  of  that  pleasawnt  conceyt,  and  put  up  his  cardes 
qvietly,  yeelding  it  lost** 

Supposes,  by  Gascoigne,  A.  3.  S.  3 : 

"  This  amorous  cause,  that  hangs  in  controversy  betwixt  Domine  Doctor  and  me,  may  be  compared 
to  them  that  play  at  primero,  of  whom  one  peradventnre  shall  leese  a  great  sum  of  money  before  he  win 
one  stake ;  and  at  last,  half  in  anger,  shall  set  up  lus  rest ;  win  it,  and  after  that  another,  another,  and 
another ;  till  at  last  he  draw  the  most  part  of  the  money  to  his  heap :  the  other  by  little  and  little, 
itiU  diminishing  his  rest  tiH,"  &c. 

Prologne  to  Return  from  Pamasmu,  1606 : 

"  Gentlemen,  yon  that  can  play  at  noddy,  or  rather  play  upon  noddies,  you  that  can  set  up  a  rest 
St  primero  instead  of  a  rest,  laugh,*'  &c. 

Cbnrdiyards  Challenge,  p.  69 : 

"  On  which  resolution  the  soldier  sets  up  his  rest,  and  commonly  hazards  the  winning  or  loosing  of 
■I  great  a  thing  as  life  may  be  worth." 

Ibid: 

"  Spoyle  brings  home  plagues  to  wife  and  children  both, 
When  husband  hath  at  play  set  up  his  rest." 

^omen  Pleated,  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  A.  5.  S.  1 : 

w be  sure  you  hit  it  right. 

Or  ril  be  sure  you  shall  not  scape  the  danger." 

"  Sil.  Mu  rest  is  i^  now,  madam. 
Duck.  Then  play  't  cunningly." 

£lder  Brother,  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  A.  5.  S.  1 : 

^*  Bust.  My  rest  is  up, 
Nor  will  I  give  less. 

Char.  I'm  no  gamester,  Eustace, 
Yet  I  can  guess  your  resolution  stands 
To  win,  or  lose  all,"  &c. 

VOL.    III.  2  B 
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And  all  my  ftenrants  haTe  their  wages  doubled ; 
And  80  shall  be  mj  charge  in  boase>keeping. 
I  hope  my  friends  will  find  and  put  me  to't. 

Hear,  For  them  I'll  be  your  undertaker,  sir: 
Bat  this  is  overdone ;  I  do  not  like  it. 
Old,  And  for  thy  news,  the  money  that  thou 
hast 
Is  now  tliine  own.    1*11  make  it  good  to  Spring- 
love. 
Be  sad  with  it,  and  leave  me.    For  I  tell  thee 
1*11  purge  my  house  of  stupid  melancholy. 
Ran,  111  be  as  merry  as  the  charge  that's 
under  me. 

[A  confu$*d  noiu  within  of  laughing 

and  iingingf  and  one  er^ng  out. 

The  beggars,  sir,  do  you  hear  them  m  the  bam  ? 

Old,r\\  double  their  allowance  too,  that  they 

may 

Double  their  numbers,  and  increase  their  uoise : 

These  bear  not  sound  enough;  and  one,  me- 

thought, 
CrVd  out  among  them. 
jRoft,  Bv  a  most  natural  cause.    For  there^s  a 
doxt 
Has  been  in  labour,  sir,  and  'tis  their  custom, 
With  songs  and  shouts  to  drown  the  woman's 

cries. 
A  ceremony  which  they  use,  not  for 
Devotion,  but  to  keep  off  notice  of 
Tlie  work  they  hare  m  hand.    Now  she  is  in 
Tlie  straw  it  seems ;  and  they  are  quiet. 

Hear,  The  straw !   that's  very  proper  there. 
That's  Randal's  whim. 

Old.  We  will  have  such  a  lyinf>>in,  and  such 
A  christening !  such  upsittinp  and  gossipping ! 
I  mean  to  send  forty  miles  circuit  at  the  least. 
To  draw  in  all  the  beggars  can  be  found ; 
And  such  devices  we  will  have  for  jollity, 
As  fame  shall  boast  to  all  posterity.  . 
Am  I  not  merry.  Hearty  ?  hearty  merry. 

Hear,  Won'd  you  were  else.    I  fear  this  over- 
doing. 
Old,  111  do  *t  for  expiation  of  a  crime, 
That's  charg'd  upon  my  conscience  till  't  be 
done. 
Hear,  What's  that?  what  says  he? 
Old.  We  will  have  such  a  festival  month  ou\ 
Kandal —  [cost : 

Ran,  Sir,  you  may  spare  the  labour  and  the 
They'll  never  thank  you  fbr't.     They'll   not 

endure 
A  ceremony  that  is  not  their  own, 
Belonging  either  to  the  child  or  mother. 
A  month,  sir !  they'll  not  be  detain'd  so  long 
For  your  estate :  their  work  is  done  already ; 
The  bantling's  bom ;  the  doxy*s  in  the  strummel ; 
Laid  by  an  Autumn  mort  of  their  own  crew, 
That  serv'd  for  midwife;   and  the  child-bed 
woman 


Eatine  of  hasty-pudding  for  her  supper. 
And  uie  child  part  of  it  for  pap, 
I  warrant  you,  by  this  time;  then  to  sleep; 
So  to  rise  early  to  regain  the  strength 
By  travel  which  she  k>st  by  travaiL 

Hear,  There's  Randal  again. 

Old.  Can  this  be! 

Ran,  Slie'll  have  the  bantling  at  her  back  to* 
morrow, 
That  was  to  day  in  her  belly,  and  march  a-foot 
Back  with  it. 

Hear.  Art  there  a^n,  old  Randal  ? 

Ran.  And  for  their  gossipping,  now  you  are 
so  nigh, 
If  you'll  look  in,  (  doubt  not,  but  you'll  find  'em 
At  their  high  feast  already. 

Hear,  Pray,  let's  see  'em,  sir. 

Rakdal  openi  the  Scene,  The  Beggari  dtMOh 
vered  at  their  Featt.  After  they  have  acroM- 
bled  awhile  at  their  Victuak;  thia  Song. 

Here  %afe  in  our  ^  skipper,  lefi  cly  off  our  peck, 
And  bowse  in  defiance  <f  th*  Harman-beck. 
Here^i  pannum  and  lap,  and  good  poplars  igf 

Yarrum, 
To  fill  up  the  crib,  and  to  comfort  the  quarron. 

Now  bowie  a  round  health  to  the  go-mell  and 

come-well 
Of  Cicely  BuuUrincket  that  Uu  in  the  strum'. 

mel. 
Now  howu  a  round  health  to  the  go-well  and 

come-well 
0/  Cicely  Bumtrincket  that  lies  in  the  sirum- 

mel, 

Her^s  raffpeck  and  casson,  and  all  of  the  best. 
And  scraps  of  the  dainties  ^gentry  cofe*%  feast. 
Here's  grunter  and  bleater,  with  tib  of  the  butt'ry, 
i4ii<^  Margery  Prater,  all  dresa^dwithout  slutt^ry. 
For  all  this  bene  cribbing  and  peck  let  us  ^Aen, 
Bowse  a  health  to  the  gentry  cofe  of  the  ken. 

Now  bowse  a  round  health  to  the  go-well  and 

come-mell 
Of  Cicely  Bumtrincket  that  lies  in  the  strum- 

mel. 

Old.  Good  Heaven !  how  meny  they  are ! 

Hear,  Be  not  you  sad  at  that. 

Old.  Sad,  Hearty ;  no,  unless  it  be  with  envy 
At  their  foil  happiness.    What  is  an  estate 
Of  wealth  and   power,  ballanc'd   with    tbeir 

freedom,  % 

But  a  mere  load  of  outward  compliment. 
When  they  enjoy  the  fraits  of  rich  content  f 
Our  dross  but  weighs  us  down  into  despair. 
While  their  sublir^  spirits  dance  i'  th'  air. 

Hear,  1  ha*  not  so  much  wealth  to  weigh  me 
down. 
Nor  so  little,  I  thank  chance,  as  to  dance  naked. 


^  See  the  explanation  of  these  cant  terms  at  the  end  of  the  play. 
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Old,  True,  my  friend,  Hearty ;  thou  having 
iesb  than  I 
(Of  which  I  boast  not)  art  the  merrier  man : 
Bat  they  exceed  thee  in  that  way  so  far,     [gars 
That  should  I  know  my  chitdren  now  were  beg- 
(Which  yet  I  will  not  read)  I  must  conclude 
They  were  not  lost,  nor  I  to  be  aggriev*d. 

/fear.  If  this  be  madness,  *tis  a  merry  fit. 

Enter  Patrico,    Many  of  the  Beggan  look  out, 

Pat.  Toure  out  with  your  glaziers^  I  swear  by 
the  ruffin, 
That  we  are  assaulted  by  a  queer  euffin, 
Ban,  Hold !  what  do  you  mean,  my  friends  ? 
This  is  our  master, 
The  master  of  your  feast  and  feasting-house. 
Pat.  Is  this  the  gentry  cofe  f 
All  the  Beg,  Lord  bless  his  worship :  his  good 
worship :  bless  his  worship !    [Exeunt  Beggars. 

Manet  Patrico, 

Pat,  Now,  bounteous  sir,  before  you  go, 
Hear  me,  the  beggar  Patrico ; 
Or,  priest,  if  you  do  rather  chuse 
Ttrat  we  no  word  of  cantiug  use : 
Long  may  you  live,  and  may  your  store 
Never  decay,  nor  baulk  the  poor : 
And  as  you  more  in  years  do  grow, 
May  treasure  to  your  coffers  now ; 
And  may  your  care  no  more  thereon 
Be  set,  than  ours  are,  that  have  none ; 
But  as  your  riches  do  increase, 
So  may  your  heart's  content  and  peace. 
And,  after  many,  many  ^ears, 
When  the  poor  have  quit  their  fears 
Of  losing  yoQ,  and  that  with  Heaven 
And  all  tbie  world  you  have  made  even ; 
Then  may  your  blest  posterity, 
Age  after  age  successively, 
Until  the  world  shall  be  untwin'd, 
Inherit  your  estate  and  mind ; 
So  shaJl  the  poor,  to  the  last  day, 
Forvoo,  iu  your  succession,  pray. 

Hear,  Tis  a  good  vote.  Sir  Patrico;  but  jrou 
are  too  grave.  Let  us  hear  and  see  something 
of  your  merry  grigs,  that  can  sing,  play  gambols, 
and  do  feats. 

Pat.  Sir,  I  can  lay  my  function  by, 
And  talk  as  wild  and  wantonly 
M  Tom,  or  Tib,  or  Jack,  or  Jill, 
When  they  at  bowsing  ken  do  swill. 
WiU  you  therefore  deign  to  hear 
My  autumn  mort,  with  throat  as  clear 
As  was  dame  Anisses  of  the  name : 
How  sweet  in  song  her  notes  she'll  frame. 
That  when  she  chides,  as  loud  is  yawning, 
As  chanticleer  wak*d  by  the  dawning. 

Hear,  Yes,  pray  let's  hear  her.   What,  is  she 
your  wife? 

Pat,  Yea,  sir,  we  of  our  ministry. 
As  well  as  those  o*  th*  presbytery. 
Take  wives,  and  defy  dignity.  [Esit. 

Hear,  A  learned  clerk  in  verity  ! 


Enter  Patrico  with  his  old  Wife^  with  a  wooden 
bowl  of  drink.    She  u  drunk, 

Pat,  By  salmon^  I  think  my  mort  is  in  drink. 
I  find  by  her  stink,  and  the  pretty  pretty  pink 
Of  her  nyes,  that  half  wink, 
That  the  tipling  feast. 
With  the  dozy  in  the  nest. 
Hath  tum*d  lier  brain 
To  a  merry  merry  vein. 

Mort.  Uo  fiddle,  Patrico,  and  let  me  sing. 
First  set  me  down  here  on  both  my  prats. 
Gently,  gently,  for  cracking  of  my  wind :  now  I 
must  use  it.    Hem,  hon. 

She  sings. 

This  is  bien  bowse,  this  is  bien  bowse ; 

Tbo  little  is  my  skew; 
I  bowse  no  lase,  but  a  whole  gage 

Ofttus  17/ bowse  to  you. 
This  bowse  is  better  than  rom4K)wse ; 

It  sets  the  gan  a  giggling: 
The  autumn  mort  Jinas  better  sport 
In  bowsing  than  in  nkling. 

This  is  bien  bowse,  SfC. 
[She  tossa  off' her  bowl,  falls  back,  and 
is  carried  out, 

Pat.  So,  so;  your  part  is  done 

[Exit  with  her. 
Hear,  How  find  you,  sir,  yourself? 
Old.  Wondrous  merry,  my  good  Hearty. 

Enter  Patrico, 

Pat,  I  wish  we  had,  in  all  our  store. 
Something  that  could  please  yon  more. 
The  old,  or  autumn  mort's  asleep ; 
But  before  the  young  ones  creep 
Into  the  straw,  sir,  if  you  are 
(As  gallants  sometimes  love  coarse  fare, 
So  it  be  fresh  and  wholesome  ware) 
Dispos'd  to  doxy,  or  a  dell. 
That  never  yet  with  man  did  mell ; 
Of  whom  no  upright  man  is  taster ; 
ril  present  her  to  you,  master. 

Old,  Away,  you  wou*d  be  punish'd.    Oh ! 

Hear.  How  is  it  with  you,  sir  ? 

Old,  A  sudden  qualm  over-chills  my  stomach; 
But  'twill  away. 

Enter  Dancers, 

Pat,  See,  in  their  rags  then,  dancing  for  your 
sports. 
Our  clapper  dugefns  and  their  walking  morts. 

(Dance, 
let  each 
tripper 
Make  a  retreat  into  the  skipper  ; 
And  couch  a  hogshead,  till  the  darkmanU  past : 
Then  all,  with  bag  and  baggage,  bing  awast. 

[Exeunt  Beggars. 
Ran.  I  told  you,  sir,  they  would  be  gone  to- 
morrow. 
I  understand  theur  canting. 
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,  014'  Take  that  aiqoiigst  you-—- 

I' Gives  money, 
ess, 
Tho*  you  still  give,  you  ne'er  have  less.     [Exit. 

Hear.  And  as  your  walks  may  lend  this  way, 
Pray,  strike  in  here  another  day. 
So  you  may  j;o,  Sir  Patrico 

How  think  you,  sir  ?  or  what  ?  or  why  do  you 
think  at  all,  unless  on  sack  and  supper-time? 
Do  you  fall  back  ?  Do  you  not  know  the  danger 
Of  relapses } 

Old.  Good  Hearty,  thou  mistak'st  me :  I  was 
thinking  upon  this  Patrico;  and  that  he  has 
more  soul  than  a  born-beggnr  in  hiiu. 


Hear,  Rogue  enough,  tho*,  to  offer  us  his 
what-d'calls,  his  doxies.  Heart  and  a  cup  of 
sack,  do  we  look  like  beggpir-nigglers  ? 

Old.  Pray;  forbear  that  language. 

Hear.  NVill  you  then  talk  of  sack  that  can 
drown  sighing?  Will  you  in  to  supper,  and  take 
me  there  your  guest?  or  must  I  creep  into  the 
bam  amongst  your  welcome  ones? 

Old,  You  have  rebuk'^  me  timely,  and  roost 
friendly.  \ExU, 

Hear.  Would  all  were  well  with  him!  [Exit. 

Ran.  It  is  with  me  : 
For  now  these  pounds  are,  as  I  feel  them  swag. 
Light  at  my  heart,  tho'  heavy  in  the  bag.  [Exil. 


ACT  m. 


Enter  Vincent  and  Hilliabd,  in  their  rags. 

Vin.  Is  this  the  life  that  we  admirM  in  others, 
with  envy  at  their  happiness  ? 

Hil.  Pray,  let  us  make  virtuous  use  of  it,  and 
repent  us  of  that  deadly  sin,  before  a  greater 
punishment  than  famine  and  lice  fall  upon  us, 
by  steering  our  course  homeward.  Betore  I'll 
endure  such  another  night 

Fift.  What?  What  wouldst  thou  do ?  I  wish 
thy  mistress  heard  thee. 

Hil.  I  hope  she  does  not;  for  I  know  there  is 
no  altering  our  course,  before  they  make  the 
first  motion. 

Vin.  Is*t  possible  we  should  be  weary  already, 
and  before  their  softer  constitutions  of  flesh  and 
blood? 

Hil,  They  are  the  stronger  in  will,  it  seems. 

Enter  Springlove. 

Spring.  How  now,  comrades;  repining  already 
at  your  fulness  of  liberty  ?  Do  you  complain  of 
^ase  ? 

Vin.  Ease,  calKst  thou  it  ?  Didst  thou  sleep 
to-night  ? 

Spring.  Not  so  well  these  eighteen  months,  I 
swear;  since  my  last  walks, 

Hil.  Lightning  and  tempest  are  out  of  thy 
litany.    Cou*d  not  the  thunder  wake  thee  ? 

Spring.  Ha,  ba,  ha. 

Vin.  Nor  the  noise  of  the  crew  in  the  quarter 
by  us? 

HiL  Nor  the  hogs  in  the  hovel,  that  ci7'd  till 
they  drown'd  the  noise  of  the  wind  ?  If  I  cou*d 
but  once  have  dreamt,  in  all  my  former  niglits, 
that  such  an  affliction  could  have  been  found 
among  beggars,  sure  I  should  oevt  r  have  travellM 
to  the  proof  on*(. 


Vin.  We  look'd  upon  them  m  their  jollity,  and 
cast  no  Further. 

Hil.  Nor  did  that  only  draw  us  forth,  by  your 
favour,  Vince,  but  our  obedience  to  our  loves  ; 
which  we  must  suffer,  till  they  cry  home  again. 
Are  they  not  weary  yet,  as  much  as  we,  dost 
think,  Springlove? 

Spring.  They  have  more  moral  understanding 
than  so.  They  know,  and  so  may  you,  this  is 
your  birth-night  into  a  new  world.  And  we  all 
know,  or  have  been  told,  that  all  come  crying 
into  the  world,  when  the  whole  world  of  pleasures 
is  before  us.  The  world  itself  bad  ne*er  been 
glorious,  had  it  not  first  been  a  confnsM  chaos. 

Vin.  Well :  never  did  knights-erraot  in  all  adr 
ventures,  merit  more  of  their  ladies,  than  wo 
beggar-crrants  or  errant-begsars,  do  in  ours. 

Spring,  The  greater  wfll  be  your  reward. 
Think  upon  that,  and  shew  no  manner  of  distaste^ 
to  turn  their  hearts  from  you.  You're  undone 
then. 

Hil.  Are  they  ready  to  appear  out  of  their 
privy  lodgings,  in  the  ^'  pigs  palace  of  pleasure? 
Are  they  coming  forth  ? 

Spring.  I  left  'em  almost  ready,  sitthiff  on 
their  pads  of  straw,  helping  to  dress  each  ower^s 
head;  the  one's  eye  is  t'other's  looking-glass, 
with  the  prettiest  coyle  they  keep  to  fit  their 
fancies  in  the  most  graceful  way  of  wearing 
their  new  dressings,  that  you  would  admire. 

Vin.  I  hope  we  afe  as  gracefully  set  out. 
Are  we  not? 

Spring.  Indifferent  well.  But  will  you  fall  to 
practice?  Let  me  hear  how  you  can  maund, 
when  you  meet  with  passengers. 

Hit.  We  do  not  look  like  men,  I  hope,  too 
good  to  learn. 

Spring.  Suppose  some  persons  of  worth  or 


*^  Pigs  palace  ^  pkuure,- 
PUtuure.       S. 


-An  allusion  to  the  tifle  of  Painter's  work,  called  Th€  Pmlaot  ^ 
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wealth  pusiog  bj  uow.  Note  me :  Good  your 
good  worship,  your  charity  to  the  poor,  that  will 
duly  and  truly  pray  for  you  day  and  night 

Vin.  Away,  you  idle  rogue;  you  should  be  set 
to  work  and  whipt. 

Spring.  That  is  lame  and  sick,  hungry  aad 
comfortless 

Vin,  If  you  were  well  serv'd 

Spring.  And  even  to  bless  you  and  reward 
yoa  for  it 

HiL  Prithee  hold  thy  peace  (here  be  doleful 
Doies  indeed)  and  leave  us  to  our  own  genius. 
If  we  must  beg,  let's  let  it  go  as  it  coiues,  by 
iospiration.  I  love  not  yo(ir  set  form  of  beg- 
ging. 

Spring*  Let  me  instruct  you,  tbo*. 

Enier  Racucl  and  Meeiel  in  rags. 

Rack.  Have  a  care,  good  Menel :  what  hearts 
or  limhs  soever  we  have,  and  thft*  never  so  fee- 
ble, let  us  set  our  best  faces  on*t,  and  laugh  our 
kst  gasp  out,  before  we  discover  any  dislike  or 
weanness  to  them.  Let  us  bear  it  out,  till  they 
complain  first,  and  beg  to  carry  us  home  a  pick- 
pack. 

Mer.  I  am  sorely  ^sorbated  with  hoo6ng 
already  tho\  and  so  crupper-cramp*d  with  our 
lodging,  and  so  bum-fiddled  with  the  straw, 
that 

Rack.  Think  not  on't.  I  am  numb'd  i'  th* 
bom  and  shoulders  too  a  little ;  and  have  found 
the  difference  between  a  hard  floor  with  a  little 
straw,  and  a  down  bed  with  a  quilt  upon  't. 
Bat  no  words,  nor  a  sour  look,  pr*ytliee. 

Hil.  O,  here  they  come  now ;  Madam  Few- 
cloaths  and  my  Lady  Bonnyrag. 

Vin.  Peace,  they  see  us. 

J^*-}  Ha,  ha.  ha. 

Vin.  We  are  glad  the  object  pleases  you. 

Rack,  So  does  the  subject. 
Now  you  appear  the  glories  of  the  spring, 
Darlings  of  Phoebus,  and  the  summer*s  heirs. 

Hil.  How  fairer,  than  fair  Flora's  self  appear, 
To  deck  the  spring,  Diana's  darlings  dear  ! 
O  let  us  not,  Acteon-like,  be  struck, 
(With  greedy  eyes  while  we  presume  to  look 
On  yoor  half  nakedness,  since  courteous  rags 
Cover  the  rest)  into  the  shape  of  stags. 

vf^^'  I   Ha,  ha,  ha. We  are  glad  you  are 

so  merry. 

Vin.  Merry  and  lusty  too.  This  night  will 
we  lie  together,  as  well  as  the  proudest  couple 
io  thebaro. 


HiL  And  so  will  we.     I  can  hold  out  no 

longer. 
Rack.  Does  the  straw  stir  up  your  fiesh^to't, 

gentlemen  ? 
Mer.  Or  does  your  provender  prick  you  ? 
Spring.  What  f  do  we  come  tor  this  ?  laugh 
and  he  down 
When  your  bellies  are  full.     Remember,  ladies, 
You  have  not  begg'd  yet,  to  quit  your  destiny ; 
But  have  liv*d  hitherto  on  my  endeavours. 
Who  got  your  suppers,  pray,  last  night,  but  I ; 
Of  dainty  trencner-fees,  trom  a  gentleman's 

house; 
Such  as  the  serving-men  themselves,  sometimes, 
Would  have  been  glad  of?   And  this  morning 

now,- 
What  comfortable  chippings  and  sweet  butter- 
milk 
Had  you  to  breakfast ! 

Rack.  O,  'twas  excellent !  I  feel  it  good  still 

here. 
Mer.  There  was  a  brown  crust  amongst  it, 
that  has  made  my  neck  so  white,  raethinks ;  is 
it  not,  Rachel? 

Rack.  Yes.    You  gave  me  none  on't. 
You  ever  covet  to  have  all  the  beauty. 
Tis  the  ambition  of  all  younger  sisters. 

Vin.  They  are  pleased,  and  never  like  to  be 
weary, 

Hil.  No  more  must  we,  if  we'll  be  theirs. 
Spring.  Peace.    Here  come  paf^engers.   For- 
get not  your  rules ;  and  quickly  disperse  your- 
selves, and  fall  to  your  calling 

Enter  two  Gentlemen, 

Ut  Gent.  Lead  the  horses  down  the  hilL 
The  heat  of  our  speed  is  over;  for  we  have  lost 
ocu*  journey. 

9d  Gent.  Had  they  taken  this  way,  we  had 
overtaken  'em,  or  heard  of 'em,  at  least. 

Ut  Gent.  But  some  of  our  scouts  will  light 
on  'em,  the  whole  country  being  over-spread 
with  'em. 

2d  Gent,  There  was  never  such  an  escape 
else. 

Vin.  A  search  for  us,  perhaps :  Yet  I  know 
not  them,  nor  they  me,  I  am  sure.  I  might  the 
better  beg  of  them :  But  how  to  begin,  or  set 
the  worst  leg  forwards,  would  I  were  whipt  if  I 
know  now. 

lit  Gent.  That  a  young  geotleworoan  of  her 
breeding,  and  heir  to  such  an  estate,  should  fly 
from  so  great  a  match,  and  run  away  with  her 
uncle's  cleric ! 

9d  Gent,  The  old  justice  arill  ran  mad  upon  \ 
I  fear. 


^ smhated.'^Fatigued.    So,  Spenser's  Fairtf  Queen,  B.  3.  C  4.  S.  34 : 

'*  Least  thev  their  finnes  should  bnise,  and  swrbate  sore 
Their  tendelr  ftete  upon  the  stony  ^rownd." 
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Fin*  If  I  were  to  be  hang*d  now,  I  coa'd  not 
beg  for  roy  life. 

Spring,  Step  forwards,  and  beg  handsomely : 
V\\  set  my  goad  in  yonr  breech  else. 

Fin.  What  shall  I  say? 

Spring,  Have  I  not  cold  you  ?  Now  begin. 

Pin,  After  you,  good  Springlove. 

Spring,  Good,  your  good  worships 

1*'^  Geut,  Away,  you  idle  vagabond-* 


Spring.  Your  worship's  charity  to  a  poor 
creature  welly  starvM. 

Vin,  That  will  duly  and  truly  pray  for  you, 

Hd  Gent,  You  counterfeit  villains,  hence. 

Spring.  Good  masters  sweet  worship,  tor.  the 
tender  mercy  of 

Vin,  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you. 

lit  Gent.  You  should  be  well  whipt,  and  set 
to  work,  if  YOU  were  duly  and  truly  serv'd. 

Vin.  Did  not  I  say  so  before  ? 

Spring.  Good  worsliipful  masters  worship,  to 

bestow  your  charily,  and to  maintain  your 

health  and  limbs. 

Vin.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you. 

9d  Gent,  Be  gone,  I  say,  you  impudent,  lusty, 
young  rascals. 

Ut  Gent,  1*11  set  you  going  else. 

[Switchei  them* 

Spring,  Ah,  tlie  goodness  of  compassion,  to 
soften  your  hearts  to  the  poor. 

Vin,  Ob,  the  devil  (  must  not  we  beat  *em 
DOW?  steth— ^ 

Spring,  Nor  shew  an  angry  look  for  all  the 
skin  of  our  backs.  Ah,  the  sweetness  of  that 
mercy  that  gives  to  all,  to  move  your  compassion 
to  the  hungry,  when  it  shall  seem  good  unto 
you,  and  night  and  day  to  bless  all  that  you  have. 
Ah,  ah' 

id  Gent,  Come  back,  sirrah.  His  patience 
and  humility  has  wrought  upon  me. 

Fin.  Duly  and 

id  Gent.  Not  you,  sirrah;  the  other.  You 
look  like  a  sturdy  rogue. 

Spring.  Lord  bless  your  master's  worship. 

2d  Gent,  There's  a  halfpenny  for  you.  Let 
him  have  no  share  with  you. 

Vin,  We  shall  never  thrive  o*  this  trade. 

Ut  Gent.  They  're  of  a  fraternity,  and  will 
share,  I  warrant  you. 

Spring.  Never  in  our  lives,  truly.  He  never 
begg'd  with  me  before. 

tit  Gent,  But  if  hedges  or  hen-roosts  cou*d 
apeak,  you  paigbt  be  found  sharers  in  pillage,  I 
beheve. 

Spring,  Never  saw  him  before,  bless  you  good 
master,  m  all  my  Hfp,  (Beg  for  yourself;  your 
credit's  gone  else.)  Good  heaven  to  bless  and 
firosper  you.  [Exit. 

ad  Gent.  Why  dost  thou  follow  us?  Is  it 
your  office  to  be  privy  to  our  talk  ? 

Fin.  Sir,  I  bc^ech  you  hear  me.  (S'life, 
what  shall  I  say  ?)  I  am  a  stranger  in  these  parts, 
and  dettitate  of  means  and  apparel. 

lit  Gtnt,  So  methioks,  and  what  of  that  ? 


Vin,  Will  you,  therefore,  be  pleas*d>  as  yoa 
are  worthy  gentlemen,  and  bless  a  with  plenty. 

id  Gent,  This  is  courtly ! 

Vin,  Out  of  your  abundant  store,  toward  my 
relief  in  extreme  necessity,  to  furnish  me  witli  a 
small  parcel  of  money ;  Ave  or  six  pieces,  or  ten, 
if  you  can  presently  spare  it. 

s'iS:!  Standoff.  [Dr«. 

Vinr,  I  have  spoil'd  all ;  and  know  not  how  to 
beg  otherwise. 

1st  Gent.  Here's  a  new  way  of  begging! 

Vin.  Quite  run  out  of  my  instructions! 

id  Gent,  Some  highway  thief,  o'  my  consct* 
ence,  tiiat  forgets  he  is  weaponless. 

Vin.  Onlv  to  make  you  merry,  gentlemen,  at 
my  unski) fulness  in  my  new  trade.  I  have  been 
another  man  in  my  days.    So  I  kiss  your  hands. 

[EzU. 

Ut  Gent.  With  your  heels  do  you  ? 

id  Gent,  It  "bad  been  good  to  have  appre^ 
hended  the  rake-shame, 
Tliere  is  some  mystery  in  his  ragy.    But  let 
him  go. 

Enter  Oliver,  putting  up  hit  Sword, 

Oliv,  You  found  your  legs  in  time.  I  had 
made  you  halt  for  something,  else. 

Ut  Gent,  Master  Oliver,  well  retum'd:  What*a 
the  mutter,  sir  ? 

Oliv,  Why,  sir,  a  counterfeit  lame  rogue 
begg*d  of  roe;  but  in  such  language,  the  high 
sheriff's  son  of  the  shire  cou*d  not  liave  spoke 
better;  nor  to  have  borrow*d  a  greater  sum. 
He  ask*d  me  if  I  cou'd  spare  him  ten  or  twenty 
pound.  I  switch'd  him,  his  cudsel  vRs  up.  1 
drew,  and  into  the  wood  he  'scap  d  me,  aa  oim- 
bly — But,  first,  he  told  me,  I  sliould  hear  from 
him  by  a  gentleman,  to  require  satisfaction  of 
me. 

id  Gent,  We  had  such  another  begged  of  ns. 
The  court  goes  a  begging,  I.  think. 

Ut  Gent,  Dropt  through  the  clouds,  I  think. 
Met  you  no  news  of  your  kinswoman,  mistress 
Amie? 

Oliv.  No.  What's  the  matter  with  her?  Goes 
her  marriage  forwards  with  young  master  Tal- 
boy  ?  I  hasten*d  my  journey  from  London  to  be 
at  the  wedding. 

id  Gent.  Twas  to  have  been  yesterday  morn- 
ing; all  things  m  readiness  prepar'd  for  it;  but 
the  bride,  stolen  by  your  lather's  clerk,  is  alipt 
away.  We  were  in  quest  of  'em,  and  so  are 
twenty  more,  several  ways. 

Oliv,  Such  youn^  wenches  will  have  tbetr  own 
ways  in  their  own  loves,  what  matches  soever 
then*  guardians  make  for  'em.  And  I  hope  my 
father  will  not  follow  the  law  so  close,  to  hang 
his  clerk  for  stealing  his  ward  with  her  own  con- 
senL  It  may  breed  such  a  grudge,  as  may  cause 
some  clerks  to  hang  their  masters,  that  have  *em 
o*  the  hip  of  injustice.  Besides,  Martin,  tbo' 
he  be  his  servant,  he  is  a  gentleman ;  bat,  in- 
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deed,  the  miserablest  rascal !  he  will  grudge  her 
meat  wbeo  be  has  her. 

Ut  Genu  Your  father  is  exceedingly  troubled 
at  their  escape ;  I  wish  that  you  may  qualify  him 
with  your  reasons. 

Oiiv.  But  what  says  Talboy  to  the  matter, 
the  bridegroom,  that  should  ha'  been  ? 

id  Gent.  Marry,  he  says  little  to  the  purpose : 
but  cries  outright. 

Oliv,  I  like  him  well  for  that :  he  holds  his 
homour.  A  miserable  wretch  too,  tho*  rich.  I 
ha*  known  him  cry  when  he  has  lost  hut  three 
shillings  at  ^^  mumchance.  But,  gentlemen, 
keep  on  your  way  to  comfort  my  father.  I 
know  some  of  his  man's  private  haunts  about  the 
conntnr  here,  which  I  will  search  immediately. 

Ut  Gent,  We'll  accompany  you,  if  you  please. 

OUv.  No,  by  no  means:    that  will  be  too 
publick. 

2d  Gent.  Do  your  pleasure.  [Exeunt. 

OUv.  My  pleasure,  and  all  the  search  that  I 
intend,  is,  by  hovering  here,  to  take  a  review 
of  a  brace  of  the  handsomest  besgar  bracbes 
that  ever  graced  ditch  or  hedge-side.  I  pass'd 
by  them  in  haste,  but  something  so  possesses 
me,  that  I  must — what  the  devil  must  I?  A 
b^gar  ?  why,  beggars  are  flesh  and  blood ;  and 
rags  are  no  diseases.  Their  lice  are  no  Frencli 
6eas ;  and  there  is  much  wholesoroer  flesh  under 
country  dirt,  tlian  city  painting ;  and  less  dan- 
ger in  dirt  and  rags,  tnan  in  ceruse  and  satin.  I 
durst  not  take  a  touch  at  London  both  for  the 
OTesent  cost  and  fear  of  an  ailer-reckoning. 
But,  Oliver;  dost  thou  speak  like  a  gentleman  ? 
fear  price  or  pox !  ha !  Marry  do  I,  sir.  Nor 
can  beggar  sport  be  inexcusable  in  a  young 
cotmtry  gentleman,  short  of  means,  for  another 
respect,  a  principal  one  indeed,  to  avoid  the 
punishment  or  charge  of  bastai^y:  there's  no 
commuting  with  them,  or  keeping  of  children  for 
them.  The  poor  whores,  rather  than  part  with 
their  own,  or  want  children  at  all,  will  steal 
other  folks*  to  travel  with,  and  move  compassion. 
He  feeds  a  beggar-wench  well  that  fills  her  belly 
with  young  bones.  And,  these  reasons  consi- 
dered, gowi  master  Oliver  ! — *Slid,  yonder  they 
!  are  at  peep ;  and  now  sitten  down  as  waiting 
ibr  my  purpose. 

\  Enter  Vincbmt. 

'  'Heart,  here's  another  delay:   I  must  shift 

him.  Dost  hear,  honest  poor  fellow  ?  I  prithee 
I  go  back  presently:  and  at  the  hill  foot  (here*s 
I  six  pence  for  thy  pains)  thou  shalt  find  a  foot- 
I  man  with  a  horse  in  his  hand.  Bid  him  wait 
I        there.    His  master  will  come  presently,  say. 


Ftn.  Sir,  I  have  a  business  of  another  nature 
to  you;  which  (as  I  presume  vou  are  a  gentle- 
man of  right  noble  spuit  ancf  resolution)  you 
will  receive  without  offence,  and  in  that  temper 
as  most  property  appertains  to  the  most  heroick 
natures. 

OUv.  Thy  language  makes  roe  wonder  at  tliy 

person.    What's  the  matter  with  thee  ?  quickly. 

Vin.  You  may  be  pleas'd  to  call  to  mind  a 

late  affront,  which,  in  your  heat  of  passion,  you 

gave  a  gentleman. 

0/tv.  What,  such  a  one  as  thou  art,  was  he? 
Vin.  True,  noble  sir.  Who  could  no  less  in 
honour,  than  direct  me,  his  chosen  friend,  unto 
you,  with  the  length  of  his  sword,  or  to  take  the 
length  of  yours.  The  place,  if  you  please, 
the  ground  whereon  you  parted ;  the  hour,  seven 
to-morrow  morning ;  or,  if  you  like  not  these, 
in  part,  or  all,  to  make  your  own  appointments. 
OUv.  The  bravest  method  in  beggars  tliat  ever 
was  discovered  1  I  would  be  upon  the  bones  of 
this  rogue  now,  but  for  crossing  my  other  design, 
which  fires  me ;  I  must  therefore  be  rid  of  him 
on  any  terms.  Let  his  own  appointments  stand : 
tell  him  I'll  meet  him. 

Vin,  You  shall  most  nobly  engage  his  life  to 
serve  you,  sir. 

OUv.  You'll  be  his  second,  will  you  ? 
Vin.  To  do  you  further  service,  sir,  I  have 
undertaken  it. 

OUv,  I'll  send  a  beadle  shall  undertake  you 
both. 

Vin,  Your  mirth  becomes  the  bravery  of  your 
mind,  and  dauntless  spirit;  so  takes  his  leave, 
your  servant,  sir.  [Exit. 

OUv.  I  think,  as  my  friend  said,  the  court 
poes  a  begging  indeed.  But  I  must  not  lose  my 
beggar-wend^. 

Enter  Rachel  and  Meriel. 

Oh,  here  they  come;  they  are  delicately 
skin'd  and  limb'd.  There,  there ;  I  saw  above 
the  ham,  as  the  wind  blew. — ^Now  they  spy  me. 

Rack.  Sir,  I  beseech  you,  look  upon  us  with 
the  favour  of  a  gentleman.  V\  e  are  m  a  present 
distress,  and  utterly  unacquainted  in  these  parts, 
and  therefore  forc'd  by  the  calamity  of  our  mis- 
fortune, to  implore  tlie  courtesy,  or  rather  char 
rity,  of  those  to  whom  we  are  strangers. 

OUv.  Very  fine,  this! 

Mer,  Be  therefore  pleas'd,  right  noble  sir,  not 
only  valuing  us  by  our  outwand  habits,  which 
cannot  but  appear  loathsome  or  despicable  unto 
you ;  but  as  we  are  forlorn  Christians ;  and  in 
that  estimation,  be  compassionately  moved  to 
cast  a  handful  or  two  of  your  silver,  or  a  few  of 


^7  at  wmnufumee.— This  game  I  find  mentioned  in  Dekkar's  Btkmm  if  Ltmdem,  F.  S : 

^  The  taker  or  the  verser  is  the  man  must  play  with  him,  the  cardes  are  ietcht  and  wnMekanetf  op 

4eeoy  is  the  game :  the  first  wager  is  wine,  the  second  two  pence  in  money,  fton  two  pence  tbmj  rise 

to  a  shilling,  from  that  to  a  pound,"  Sec, 
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TOur  golden  pieces  unto  us,  to  furnish  us  with 
linen,  and  some  decent  habiliments 

Oliv,  They  beg  as  high  as  the  man*heg^r  I 
met  withal !  Sure  the  beggars  are  uH  mad  to- 
day, or  bewitchM  into  a  lai^age  they  undet^ 
stand  not.  The  spirits  ot  some  decuy'd  gentry 
talk  in  them,  sure. 

Rack.  May  we  eipect  a  gracious  answer  from 
you,  sir? 

Mer.  And  that  as  you  can  wish  our  virgin 
prayers  to  be  propitious  for  you. 

JkacL  That  you  never  be  deny'd  a  suit  by 
any  mistress. 

Mer.  Nay,  that  the  fairest  may  be  ambitious 
to  place  their  fiavoars  on  you. 

Rack,  That  your  virtue  and  valour  may  lead 
you  to  the  most  honourable  actions ;  and  that 
the  love  of  all  exquisite  ladies  may  arm  you. 

Mer,  And  that,  when  you  please  to  take  a 
wife,  may  honour,  beauty,  and  wealth,  contend 
to  endow  her  most. 

Rack.  And  that  with  her  yon  have  a  long  and 
prosperous  life. 

Mer,  A  feir  and  fortunate  posterity. 

Oliv.  This  exceeds  all  that  ever  I  lienrd,  and 
strikes  me  into  wonder.  Pray  tell  me,  how 
long  have  you  been  beggars  ?  Or  how  chanc'd 
you  to  be  so  ? 

Rich,  By  influence  of  our  stars,  sir. 

Mer,  We  were  bom  to  no  better  fortune. 

Oliv.  How  came  you  to  talk  thus,  and  so 
much  above  the  beggars  dialect  ? 

Rack.  Our  speech  came  naturally  to  us,  and 
we  ever  lov'd  to  learn  by  rote  as  well  as  we 
cott'd. 

Mer.  And  to  be  ambitious  above  the  vulgar, 
to  ask  more  than  common  alms,  whate'er  men 
please  to  give  us. 

Oliv,  Sure,  some  well  dispo8*d  gentleman,  as 
myself,  got  these  wenches.  They  are  too  well 
grown  to  be  mine  own,  and  I  cannot  be  inces- 
tuous with  'em. 

Rack.  Pray,  sir,  your  noble  bounty. 

Oliv.  What  a  tempting  lip  that  little  rogue 
moves  there!  and  what  an  enticing  eye  the 
other !  I  know  not  which  to  begin  witli.  Wliat's 
this,  a  flea  upon  thy  bosom? 

Mer,  Is  it  not  a  straw-colonr'd  one,  sir? 

Oliv.  O,  what  a  provoking  skin  is  there!  That 
Tery  touch  enflames  me. 

liach.  Sir,  are  you  mov'd  in  charity  towards 
us  yet  ? 

Oliv.  Mov'd  ?  I  am  mov*d:  no  flesh  and  blood 
more  mov'd ! 

Mer,  Then,  pray,  sir,  your  benevolence. 

Oliv.  Benevolence  ?  Which  shall  I  be  bene- 
volent to  ?  or  which  first  ?  I  am  puzzled  in  the 
choice.  Wou'd  some  sworn  brother  of  mine 
were  here  to  draw  a  cut  with  me. 

Rack.  Sir,  noble  sir. 

Oliv,  First  let  rae  tell  ^u,  damsels,  I  am 
bound  by  a  strong  vow,  to  kiss  all  of  the  woman- 
sex  I  meet  this  morning. 


Mer,  Beggars  and  all,  sir? 

Oliv.  All,  all.  Let  not  your  coyness  cross  r 
gentleman's  vow.  I  beseech  yon  [Kits, 

Rack.  You  will  tell  now. 

Oliv.  Tell,  quotha  !  I  could  tell  a  thousand 
on  those  lips — and  as  many  upon  those.  What 
life-restoring  breaths  tliey  have !  milk  from  the 
cow  steams  not  so  sweetly.  I  must  lay  one  of 
'em  aboard ;  both,  if  my  tackling  hold. 

Mer.    S^''>^' 

OUv.  But  how  to  bargain  now,  will  be  the 
doubt.  They  that  beg  so  high  as  by  the  hand- 
fuls,  may  expect  for  price,  above  the  rate  of 
good  men's  wives. 

Rach.  Now  will  you,  sir,  be  pleas'd  ? 

Oliv.  With  all  my  heart,  sweetheart ;  and  I 
am  glad  thou  knowest  my  mind.  Here  is  twelve 
pence  a-piece  for  you. 

Mer.   \  ^®  ^^^^^  y^"'  '^* 
•    Oliv.  That's  but  in  earnest ;  I'll  jest  away  the 

rest  with  you.     Look  here all  this.    Come, 

you  know  my  meaning.  Dost  thou  look  about 
thee,  sweet  liule  one  ?  I  like  thy  care.  There's 
nobody  coming:  but  we'll  get  behind  these 
bushes.     I  know  you  keep  each  other's  counsels 

-Must  you  be  drawn  to't?    Then  I'll  pull. 

Come  away. 


*t!Ah,»h- 
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Enter  Springlove,  Vikcewt,  Hiluaiv. 

Vin,  Let's  beat  his  brains  out 

Oliv.  Come,  leave  your  squealing. 

Rach.  O,  you  hurt  my  hand  ! 

Mil.  Or  cut  the  lecher's  throat. 

Spring.  Wou'd  you  be  hang'd  ?  Stand  back ; 
let  me  alone. 

Mer,  You  shall  not  pull  us  so. 

Spring.  O  do  not  hurt  'em,  master. 

Oliv.  Hurt  'em !  1  mean  *em  but  too  well.* 
Shall  I  be  so  prevented  ? 

Spring.  They  be  but  young  and  simple ;  and 
if  they  have  offended,  let  not  your  worship's  own 
hands  drag  'em  to  tlie  law,  or  carry  'em  to  pn- 
nishment.  Correct  'em  not  yourself,  it  is  the 
beadle's  office. 

Oliv,  Do  you  talk,  shake-rag  ?  Heart,  yood's 
more  of 'em ;  I  shall  be  beggai^maurd  iff  stay. 
Tliou  say'st  right,  honest  fellow;  there's  a  tester 
for  thee.  [Exit  running. 

Vin.  He  is  prevented,  and  asham'd  of  his 
porpose. 

Spring.  Nor  were  we  to  take  notice  of  fais 
purpose  more  than  to  prevent  it. 

HiL  True,  politick  Springlove,  'twas  better 
his  own  fear  quit  us  of  bun,  than  our  force. 

Rach.  Look  you .  here,  ge<MJemen,  tweire 
pence  a  piece. 

Mer.  Besides  fair  offers  and  large  pmmiirs 
What  ha'  you  got  to-day^ ,  gentlemen  ? 
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Ftfi.  More  than  (as  we  are  gentlemen)  we 
would  have  taken. 
Hii.  Yet  we  put  it  up  in  your  service. 

Mcr  4  ^*»  ^^  **">  switches  and  kicks.  Ha, 
ha,  ba. 

6»/>rtii^.  Talk  not  here  of  vourgettings.  We 
must  quit  this  quarter.  The  eager  gentleman's 
repulse  may  ann  and  return  him  with  revenge 
upon  us;  we  must  therefore  leap  hedge  and 
ditch  now ;  through  the  briars  and  mires,  till  we 
escape  out  of  this  liberty  to  our  next  rendezvous, 
where  we  shall  meet  the  crew,  and  then  hay-toss 
and  laugh  all  night. 

Mer.  As  we  did  last  night. 

Rack.  Hold  out,  Meriel. 

Mer.  Lead  on,  brave  general. 

EToSprikclqve. 
ey  are  in  heart 
still !    Shall  we  go  on  ? 

Hit.  There's  no  flinching  back,  you  see. 

Spring,  Besides,  if  you  beg  no  better  than 
you  begin,  in  this  loity  fashion,  you  cannot 
escape  the  jail  or  the  whip,  long. 

Flit.  To  tell  you  true,  'tis  not  the  least  of  my 
purpose  to  work  means  for  our  discovery,  to  be 
released  out  of  our  trade. 

Enter  Martin  and  Amie,  in  poor  habits. 

Spring,  Stay,  here  come  more  passengers ; 
ungle  yourselves  again,  and  fall  to  your  calling 
dbcreetiv. 

Hit.  1*11  single  no  more:  if  youMl  beg  in  full 
cry,  I  am  for  you. 

Mer,  Ay,  that  will  be  fine;  let's  charm  all 
together. 

Spring.  Stay  first,  and  listen  a  little. 

Mar.  Be  of  good  cheer,  sweetheart,  we  have 
escap'd  hitherto;  and  I  believe  that  all  the 
search  is  now  retir'd,  and  we  may  safely  pass 
tbrwards. 

Amie.  I  should  be  safe  with  thee.  But  that's 
a  Diost  lying  proverb  that  says,  '*  Where  love  is, 
there's  no  lack."  I  am  faint,  and  cannot  travel 
fbrther  without  meat;  and  if  yoo  lov'd  me,  you 
woald  get  roe  some. 

Mar.  We'll  venture  at  the  next  village  to  call 
for  some.    The  best  is,  we  want  no  money. 

Amie,  We  shall  be  taken  then,  I  fear.  I'll 
rather  pine  to  death. 

Mar.  Be  not  so  fearful ;  who  can  know  us  in 
these  clownish  habits  ? 

Amie,  Our  cloatfas  indeed  are  poor  enough  to 
beg  with.  Wou'd  I  could  beg,  so  it  were  of 
strangers  that  could  not  know  me,  rather  than 
boy  of  those  that  would  betray  us. 
Mar.  And  yonder  be  some  that  can  teach  us. 
Spring.  These  are  the  young  couple  of  run- 
away lovers  disguis'd,  that  the  country  is  so  laid 
for.    Observe  and  follow  now :  ^o»  the  Lord 

to  come  with  ye,  good  loving  measter  and  mee$- 

^fcss,  your  hteued  charity  to  the  poor,  lame  and 
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sick,  weak  and  comfortlets,  that  will  night  and 

day 

All.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you.  Duly  and 
truly  pray  for  you. 

Spring,  Pray  hold  your  peace,  and  let  me 
alone.  Good  young  measter  and  meestress,  a 
little  comfort  amongst  us  all,  and  to  bless  you 

wherever  you  go,  and 

All.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you.     Duly  and 

truly 

Spring.  Pray,  do  not  use  me  thus.  Now 
sweet  young  measter  and  tneestress,  to  look  upon 
your  poor,  that  have  no  relief  or  succour,  no 
bread  to  put  in  our  heads, 

Vin.  Would'st  tliou  put  bread  in  thy  brains  ? 
'  No  lands  or  livings. 

Spring.  No  house  nor  home,  nor  covering 
from  the  cold  ;  no  health,  no  help,  but  your 
tweet  charity, 

Mer.  No  bands  or  shirts,  hut  lousy  on  our 
backs. 

Hil.  No  smocks  or  petticoats  to  hide  our 
scratches. 

Rach.  No  shoes  to  our  legs,  or  hose  to 
ourfeet, 

Vin,  No  skin  to  ourjfesh,  nor  flesh  to  our 
bones  shortly. 

Hil.  If  we  follow  the  devil  that  taught 
as  to  beg.  [Aside, 

AH.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you. 
Spring,  ril  run  away  from  you  if  you  beg  a 
stroke  more. 

Good  zcorshipful  measter  and  meestress 

Mar.  Good  friend  forbear,  here  is  no  master 
or  mistress;  we  are  poor  folks;  thou  see'st  no 
worship  upon  our  backs  I  am  sure;  and  for 
within  we  want  as  much  as  you,  and  wou'd  as 
willingly  beg,  if  we  knew  how  as  well. 

Spring,  Alack  for  pity :  you  m&y  have  enough  ;• 
and  wliat  I  have  is  yours,  if  you'll  accept  it. 
'Tis  wholesome  food  from  a  good  gentleman's 

gate Alas,  good  mistress much  good  do 

your  heart.    How  savourly  she  feeds  ! 

Mar,  What,  do  you  mean  to  poison  yourself? 
Amie,  Do  you  shew  love  in  grudging  me  ? 
Mar.  Nay,  if  you  think  it  hurts  you  not,  fall 
to,  I'll  not  beguile  you.    And  here,  mine  host, 
something  towards  your  reckoning. 
Amie.  This  beggar  is  an  angel  sure ! 
Spring.  Nothing  by  way  of  bargain,  gentle 
master ;  'tis  against  order,  and  will  never  thrive. 
But  prny,  sir,  your  reward  in  charity. 

Mar.  Here  then  in  charity.  Thb  feUow 
wonid  never  make  a  clerk. 

Spring.  What !  all  this,  master  ? 
Amie,  What  is  it  ?  let  me  see't. 
Spring.  Tis  a  whole  sihrer  three-pence,  mis* 
tress. 

Amie.  For  <hame,  ungrateful  miser.  Here, 
fi*iend,  a  golden  crown  for  thee. 

Spring,  Bountiful  goodness!  gold?  If  I 
thought  a  dear  year  were  coming,  I  vruM  take 
a  farm  now. 
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Amie,  I  have  roWd  thy  partners  of  their 
shares  too ;  there's  a  crown  more  for  them. 

All.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you. 

Mar,  What  have  you  done  ?  fess  would  have 
seirv'd  *  and  your  bounty  will  betray  us. 

Amu,  Fie  on  your  wretched  policy. 

Spring.  No^  no,  good  master;  I  knew  you  all 
this  while,  and  my  sweet  mistress  too.  And  now 
ril  tell  you,  the  search  is  every  way ;  the  coun- 
try all  laid  for  you ;  'tis  well  you  stayM  here. 
Your  habits,  were  they  but  a  little  nearer  our 
feshion,  would  secure  you  with  us.  But  are  you 
married,  master  and  mistress  ?  are  you  jofn'd  in 
matrimony  ?  in  heart  I  know  you  are.  And  I 
will  (if  it  please  you)  for  your  great  bounty, 
bring  you  a  curate  that  lacks  no  licence,  nor  has 
ony  living  to  lose,  that  shall  put  you  together. 

Mar,  Thou'rt  a  heavenly  beggar ! 

Spring.  But  he  is  so  scrupulous,  and  severely 
precise,  that  unless  you,  mistress^  will  affirm  that 


Tou  are  with  child  by  the  gentleman,  or  that  you 
nave  at  least  cleft  or  slept  together,  (as  he  calU 
it,)  he  will  not  marry  you :  But  if  you  have  lain 
together,  then  'tis  a  case  of  necessity,  and  he 
holds  himself  bound  to  do  it. 

Mar,  You  may  say  you  have. 

Amie.  I  would  not  have  it  so,  nor  make  that 
lye  against  myself,  for  ail  the  world. 

Spring.  That  I  like  well,  and  her  eiceedin^y. 

I'll  do  my  best  for  you,  however. 

Afar.  ri|  do  for  thee  that thou  sbalt  never 

beg  more. 

Spring.  That  cannot  be  purchas'd  scarce  (6f 
the  price  of  your  mistress.  Will  you  walk,  mas- 
ter ? we  use  no  compliments.  [free 

Amie.  By  enforc'd  matches  wards  are  not  set 
So  oft  as  sold  into  captivity ; 
Which  made  me,  fearless,  fly  from  one  I  hate. 
Into  the  hazard  of  a  harder  fate«  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  Talbot,  Oliver,  with  riding-switchet, 

Tal.  She's  gone. 
Amie  is  gone. 
Ah  me,  she's  gone. 
And  has  me  left, 
Of  joy  bereft, 
To  make  my  moan. 

0  me,  Amie ! 

OUv.  What  the  devil  ails  the  fellow,  trow? 
why,  why,  master  Talboy,  my  cousin  Talboy  that 
sbould'st  have  been,  art  not  asham'd  to  cry  at 
this  growth?  and  for  a  thing  that's  better  lost 
than  found ;  a  wench  f 

Tal.  Cry  I  who  cries?  do  I  cry  ?  or  look  with 
a  crviog  countenance  ?  I  scorn  it ;  and  scorn  to 
think  on  her,  but  in  just  anger. 

Oliv,  So,  this  is  brave  now,  if 'twould  hold. 

TqL  Nay,  it  shall  hold :  and  so  let  her  go  for 
a  scurvy  what  d'ye  call  it :  I  know  not  what  bad 

enough  to  call  her but  something  of  mine 

goes  with  her,  I  am  sure.  Shs  has  cost  me  in 
gloves,  ribbands,  scar&>  rings,  and  sucli-like 
things,  more  than  I  am  able  to  speak  of  at  this 
time— oh. 

Oliv.  Because  thou  canst  not  speak  for  crying. 
Fie,  master  Talboy,  apain  ? 

Tal.  I  scorn  it  again,  and  any  man  that  says 

1  cry,  or  will  cry  again.  And  let  her  go  again ; 
and  what  she  has  of  mine  let  her  keep,  and  hang 
herself,  and  the  rogue  that's  with  her.  I  have 
enough,  and  am  heir  of  a  well-known  estate,  and 
that  she  knows — and  therefore  tliat  she  should 
slight  me,  and  run  away  with  tb«  wages-fellow, 
that  is  but  a  petty  clerk,  and  a  servio^-man, 
there's  the  vexition  of  it — oh  there's  the  grief, 
and  the  Taxation  of  it — oh-r- 

Oliv.  Now  he  will  cry  his  eyes  out  1  you  sir. 


xhis  life  have  I  had  with  you  all  our  long  journey, 
which  now  is  at  an  ena  here.  This  is  master 
Oldrent's  house,  where  perhaps  we  shall  find  old 
Hearty,  the  uncle  of  that  rogiie  Martin,  that  is 
run  away  with  your  sweetheart. 

Tal,  Ay,  'tis  too  true,  too  true,  too  true ;  you 
need  not  put  me  in  mind  on't — oh — oh-^ 

Oliv,  Ilold  your  peace,  and  mind  me :  leave 
your  bawling,  for  fear  I  give  you  correction. 
This  is  the  house  I  sa}r,  where  it  is  most  likely 
we  shall  hear  of  Your  mistress  and  her  companion. 
Make  up  your  race  quickly :  here  comes  one  oi 
the  servants,  I  suppose. 

Enter  Randal. 

Shame  not  yourself  for  ever,  and  me  for  cont 
pan?  ;  come,  be  confident. 

'lal.  As  confident  as  yourself  or  any  mati— ? 
but  my  poor  heart  feels  what  lies  here.  Here ; 
ay,  here  it  is.    Oh. 

Oliv.  Good  morrow,  friend:  This  is  'sqoire 
Oldrent's  house,  I  take  it. 

Ran.  Pray  take  it  not,  sir,  before  it  be  to  be 
let ;  it  has  been  my  master's,  and  his  ancestors 
in  that  name,  above  these  three  hundred  years, 
as  our  house-chronicle  doth  notify,  and  not  yet 
to  be  let :  but  as  a  friend,  or  stranger,  in  guest* 
wise,  you  are  welcome  to  it,  as  all  other  gentle- 
men are,  for  and  near,  to  my  eood  master,  as  yoa 
will  find  ano(]  when  you  see  him. 

Oliv.  Thou  speak'st  wittily  and  honestly :  bat 
I  pr'ythee,  good  friend,  let  our  nass  be  set  op  ; 
they  are  tied  up  at  the  post  You  belong  to  the 
stable?  do  you  not? 

Ran,  Not  io  much  as  the  stable  belongs  to 
lae,  sir;  I  pass  through  many  offipes  of  the  housc^ 
lir;  I  am  the  running  bailiff  of  it. 
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Oliv,  We  have  rid  bafrd,  hoping  to  fihd  the 
'squire  at  funne  at  this  earfy  time  in  the  morning. 

Ran.  You  are  deceived  in  that,  sir,  be  had 
been  oot  these  four  hours ;  he  is  no  snail,  sir. 
You  do  not  know  him,  I  perceive,  since  he  has 
been  new  oloalded;  but  I'tt  tell  you^  because 
you  are  gentlemen. 

Oliv.  Our  horses,  good  /Hend. 

Ran.  My  master  is  an  ancient  gentleman, 
and  a  great  housekeeper,  and  pray'd  for  by  all 
the  poor  in  the  country ;  he  keeps  a  guest-house 
for  all  beggare  far  and  near,  costs  him  a  hundred 
a  year  4t least,  and  is  as  weH  belov'd  amons  th6 
rich ;  but  of  late  he  f^  into  a  great  melancholy, 
upon  what  I  know  not ;  for  he  had  then  more 
cause  to  be  merry  than  he  has  now ;  take  that 
by  the  way. 

Oliv,  But,  good  frteod,  our  horses. 

Ran.  For  be  had  two  daughters  that  knew 
weM  to  order  a  house,  and  ghre  entertaintneut  to 
gentleirten;  tliey  were  his  lumse-doves ;  but  now 
they  are  flown,  and  no  man  knows  how^  why,  or 
whither. 

Tal.  My  dove  is  flown  too.    Oh 

Ran,  Wav  she  your  daughter,  sir  ?  She  was  a 
young  one  then»  by  the  beard  you  wear. 

Tal.  What  she  was,  she  was,  d*  ye  see;  I 
scorn  to  think  on  her^ but  I  do oh. 

Oliv.  Fray  hold  your  peace^  or  feign  some 
mirth,  if  yott  can. 

Talboy  Sings. 

Let  ber  go,  let  her  go ;  I  care  noi  if  I  have 
*er,  I  have  her  or  no.    Ha,  ha,  ha  oh, 

my  heart  will  break oh 

Oliv.  Pray  think  of  otir  horses,  sir. 

Ran,  This  is  right  my  master;  when  he  had 
his  daughters  h^  was  sad,  and  now  they  are  gone 
he  is  the  merriest  man  alive ;  up  at  Ave  a  clock 
in  the  morning,  and  out  till  dinner-time ;  out 
again  At  afternoon,  and  so  'till  supper-time ;  skise 
out  at^vs  away,  and  ^^  skise  out  that  away ;  (he*s 
uo  snail  I  assure  you) ;  and  tantivy  all  the  coun- 
try over,  where  hunting,  hawking,  or  any  sport 
is  to  be  made,  or  good  fellowship  to  be  had ; 
and  so  Uierry  upon  all  occasions,  that  you  would 
even  bless  yourself  if  it  were  possible. 

OKv.  Our  horses,  I  pr'ythee. 

Ran.  And  we,  his  servants,  live  as  merrily 
under  him,  and  do  all  thrive.    I  myself  was  but 


a  silly  lad  when  I  came  first,  a  poor  turn-spit 
boy ;  gentlemen  kept  no  whirling-jacks  then  to 
cozen  poor  people  of  ineat ;  and  I  have  now, 
without  boast,  40/.  in  my  ptirse,  and  am  the 
youngest  of  half  a  score  in  the  house;  none 
younger  than  myself  but  one,  and  he  is  the 
steward  over  all ;  his  name  is  master  Sprin^love, 
(bless  him  where'er  he  is,)  he  has  a  world  of 
means;  and  we,  the  underlings,  get  well  the 
better  by  him ;  besides  the  rewards  many  gentle- 
men give  us,  that  fare  well,  and  lodge  here  some- 
times. 

Oliv.  O !  we  shall  not  forget  you,  friend,  if  you 
remember  our  horses  before  they  take  harm. 

Ran.  No  hurt  I  warrant  you;  there's  a  lad 
walking  them. 

Oliv.  Is  not  your  master  coming,  think  yon  ? 

Ran,  He  will  not  be  lotig  a  coming;  he's  no 
snail,  as  I  told  you. 

Oliv.  You  told  me  so  indeed. 

Ran.  But  of  all  the  gentlemen  that  toss  up 
th6  ball,  yea,  and  the  sack  too,  commend  me  to 
old  master  Hearty,  a  decayed  gentleman,  lives 
most  upon  his  own  mirth,  and  my  master's 
means,  and  much  good  do  him  with  it;  he  is 
the  finest  companion  of  all ;  he  does  hold  my 
master  up  with  stories,  and  songs,  and  catches^ 
and  t'other  cup  of  sack,  and  such  tricks  and  jigs, 
you  would  admire he  is  with  him  now. 

Oliv.  That  Hearty  is  Martin's  uncle ;  1  am 
j»lad  he  is  here,  pear  up,  Talboy.  Now, 
friend^  pray  let  me  ask  you  a  question — -pr'y- 
thee  stay. 

Ran.  Nay,  marry  I  dare  not.    Your  ^awds 

may  take  cold,  and  never  be  good  after  it- 

[Exit. 
-  Oliv.  I  thought  I  should  never  have  been  rid 
of  him ;  but  no  sooner  desired  to  stay  but  he  is 
gone ;  a  pretty  humour. 

Re-^nter  Randal. 
Ran.  Gentlemen,  m^  master  will  be  here  e'en 
now,  doubt  not,  for  he  is  no  snail,  as  I  told  you. 

Oliv.  No  snail's  a  great  word  with  him. 
Pr'y  thee  Talboy,  bear  op.  Here  comes  another 
grey  fiftUow. 

Enter  Usher, 

Ush.  Do  you  stand  in  the  porch,  gentlemen  ?' 
the  house  is  open  to  you.  Pray  enter  the  hall, 
I  am  the  usher  of  it. 


^^  Skite  OK^  ihiM  away,  and  skise  ovt  that  away.-^I  should  suppose  we  ought  to  read 
'*  Sfesr  oot  this  a  wayy  arid  skir  out  tbat  a  tody." 

'to  $kir  b  to  jcoicr,  to  pass  hastily.    So,  in  Stadfeih: 

^  ietA  out  More  horses,  slm^  die  country  rotmd." 

Again^  in  King  Benry  V: 

<<  Anil  make  them  sMr  at?  ay,  &c." 
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Oliv.  In  good  time,  sir.  We  shall  be  bold 
here  then  to  attend  your  roaster*s  comiug. 

Ush,  And  he's  upon  coming,  and  when  he 
comes,  he  comes  apace ;  he*s  no  snail,  I  assure 
you. 

Oliv.  I  was  told  so  before,  sir.  No  snail ! 
sure  \is  the  word  of  the  house,  and  as  ancient 
as  the  family. 

Ush,  This  gentleman  looks  sadly,  methinks. 

Tal.  Who  1  ?  not  I :  Pray  pardon  my  looks 
for  that :  but  my  heart  feels  what's  what.  Ah 
me 

Uth,  Pray  walk  to  the  buttery,  gentlemen, 
my  office  leads  you  thither. 

Oliv,  Thanks,  good  master  usher. 

U$h.  I  have  been  usher  these  twenty  years, 
sir,  and  have  got  well  by  my  place  fur  using 
strangers  respectfully. 

Oliv.  He  has  given  the  hint  too. 

Vsh.  Something  has  come  in  by  the  bye,  be- 
sides standing  wages,  which  is  very  duly  paid, 
(thank  a  good  master  and  an  honest  steward,) 
Heaven  bless  'em :  we  all  thrive  under  Vm. 

Enter  Butler  with  glasses  and  a  napkin. 

O,  here  comes  the  butler. 

But.  You  are  welcome,  gentlemen  ;  please 
you  draw  nearer  my  office,  and  lake  a  morning's 
draught  in  a  glass  of  sack,  if  it  please  you. 

Oliv.  In  what  please  you,  sir;  we  cauiiot  deny 
the  courtesy  of  the  house  in  the  master's  ab- 
sence. 

But.  He'll  come  apace  when  he  comes ;  he's 
no  snnil,  sir.  [Going. 

Oliv.  Still  'tis  the  liouse-word,  and  all  the 
servants  wear  livery-beards. 

But.  Or  perhaps  you  had  rather  drink  white 
wine  and  sugar ;  please  yourselves,  gentlemen  ; 
here  you  may  taste  all  liquors.  No  gentleman's 
house  in  all  this  country,  or  the  next,  so  well 

stor'd  ( 'make  us  thankful  for  it).     And  my 

master,  for  his  hospitality  to  gentlemen ;  his 
cliarlty  to   the  poor;    and  his  bounty  to  his 

servants,  has  not  his  peer  in  tlie  kingdom,  ( 

make  us  thankful  for  it;)  and  'tis  us  fortunate 
a  house  for  servants  as  ever  was  built  upon  fuiry 
ground.  I  myself,  that  have  served  Itere  man 
and  boy  these  four  and  forty  years,  have  gotten 
together  (besides  something  more  than  I  will 
speak  of,  distributed  among  my  poor  kindred) 
by  my  wages,  my  vails  at  Christmas,  and  other- 
wise, together  with  my  rewards  of  kind  gentle^ 
men,  that  have  found  courteous  entertainment 
here— — 

Oliv.  There  he  is  too. 

But,  Have,  I  say,  gotten  together  (tho*  in  a 
dangerous  time  I  speak  it^  a  brace  of  hundred 

Sounds  (make  me  thankful  for  it ;)  and  for  losses 
Bve  had  none.  I  have  been  butler  these  two 
and  thirty  years,  and  never  lost  the  value  of  a 
silver  spoon,  nor  ever  broke  a  glass  (make  me 
thankful  for  it.)  White  wine  and  sugar,  say  yoo, 
sir? 


Oliv.  Please  yourself,  sir. 

But.  This  gentleman  speaks  not :  or  had  you 
rather  take  a  drink  of  brown  ale  with  a  toast,  or 
March-beer  with  sugsur  and  nutmeg  ?  or  had  you 
rather  drink  without  sugar  ? 

Oliv.  Good  sir,  a  cup  of  your  houshold-beer. 

[Exit  Butler. 
I  fear  he  will  draw  down  to  that  at  last. 

Enter  Butler  with  a  silver  can  qfsack, 

But»  Here  gentlemen  is  f|  glass  of  my  master's 
small-beer:  but  it  is  good  old  Cauary,  I  assure 
you ;  and  here's  to  your  welcome. 

Enter  Cook, 

Cook.  And  welcome  the  Cook  says,  eentle- 
men.  Brotlier  Butler,  lay  a  napkin  ;  I'll  fetch 
a  cut  of  the  sirloin  to  strengthen  your  padence 
till  my  master  comes,  who  will  not  now  be  long, 
for  he's  no  snail,  geotlemen. 

Oliv.  1  have  often  heard  so;  and  here's  to 

you,  master  Cook Pr'ythee  speak,  master 

Talboy,  or  force  one  laugh  more,  if  thou  canst. 

Cook.  Sir,  the  Cook  drinks  to  you. 

[To  Talbot. 

Tal.  Ha,  ha,  ha 

Oliv.  Well  said. 

Tal.  He  is  in  the  same  livery-beard  too. 

C^wk,  But  he  is  the  oldest  Cook,  and  of  the 
ancientest  house,  and  the  best  for  house-keep- 
ing in  this  county  or  the  next;  and  tho*  the 
master  of  it  write  but  'squire,  I  know  oo  lord 
like  him. 

Enter  Chaplain, 

And  now  he's  come,  here  comes  the  word  be- 
fore him.    The  parson  has  ever  the  best  sto- 
mach ;  I'll  dish  away  presently.  [JSxiY. 
But.  Is  our  master  come.  Sir  Domine  » 
Chap.  Est  ad  manum.     Non  est  ille  testudo, 
Oliv.  He  has  the  word  too,  in  Latin;  now 
bear  up,  Talboy. 

Chap.  Give  me  a  preparative  of  sack :  it  is  a 
gentle  preparative  before  meat ;  and  so  a  gentle 
touch  of  it  to  you,  gentlemen. 

Oliv.  It  is  a  gentle  offer,  sir :  and  as  gentlj 
to  be  taken. 

Eater  Oldren ts  and  Hearty. 

Old.  About  with  it,  my  lads;  and  this  is  as 

it  should  be Not  till  my  turn,  sir,  I;  though 

I  confess  I  have  had  but  three  morning-draui^ts 
to-day. 

Oliv.  Yet  it  appears  you  were  abroad  be> 
times,  sir. 

Old,  I  am  no  snail,  sir. 

Oliv.  So  your  men  told  us,  sir. 

Old.  But  yrhere  be  my  catchers?  Come  a 
round,  and  so  let  us  drink. 
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Thit  Catch  sungf  and  they  drink  about.   The 
Singers  are  all  Greybeards. 

A  round,  a  round,  a  round,  boys,  a  round  ; 
Let  mirth  fly  aloft ^  and  sorrow  be  drowned. 
Old  sack,  and  old  songs,  and  a  merry  old  crew. 
Can  charm  avjoy  care  when  the  ground  looks  blue. 

Old,  Well  said,  old  Hearty ;  and  gentlemen, 
welcome. 

Tal,  Ah [He  sighs. 

Old,  Oh  mine  ears ;  what  was  that,  a  sigh  ? 
and  in  my  house?  look,  has  it  not  split  my 
walls?  if  not,  make  vent  for  it;  let  it  out;  I 
shall  be  stiBed  else.  [Esit  Chaplain, 

Oliv,  He  hopes  your  pardon,  sir,  his  cause 
consider'd. 

Old.  Cause !  Can  there  be  cause  for  sighing  ? 

Oliv,  He  has  lost  his  mistress,  sir. 

Old,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  is  tliat  a  cause  ?  Do  you 
bear  me  complain  of  the  loss  of  my  two  daugli- 
ters? 

Oliv.  They  are  not  lost,  I  hope,  sir. 

Old.  No  more  can  be  his  mistress ;  no  woman 
can  be  lost ;  they  may  be  mislaid  a  little,  but 
found  again,  I  warrant  you. 

Tul,  Ah [Sighs. 

•  Old,  Ods  my  life !  he  sighs  again,  and  means 
to  blow  me  out  of  my  house.  To  horse  agpiin, 
here's  no  dwelling  for  me.  Or  stay.  Til  cure 
biin  if  I  can ;  gi?e  him  more  sack  to  drown  his 
SQspirations. 

[While  Oldrents  and  Talboy  drink, 
Oliver  takes  Hearty  aside, 

Oliv,  Sir,  I  am  chiefly  to  inform  you  of  the 
disaster. 

Hear,  May  it  concern  me  ? 

Oliv.  Your  nephew  Martin  has  stolen  my  fa- 
ther's ward,  that  gentleman*s  bride  that  should 
have  been. 

Hear,  Indeed,  sir! 
.  Oliv,  'Tis  most  true 

[He  gives  Hearty  a  letter. 

Hear,  Another  glass  of  sack ;  this  gentleman 
hrines  good  news. 

Oliv,  Sir,  if  you  can  prevent  his  danger 

Hear,  Hang  all  preventions;  let  'em  have 
their  destiny. 

Tal,  Sir,  I  should  have  had  her,  'tis  true. — 
But  she's  gone,  d'ye  see,  and  let  her  go. 

[2b  Oldrents. 

Old.  Well  said,  he  mends  now. 

Tal.  I  am  glad  Fm  rid  of  her  (d'ye  see)  be- 
fore I  had  more  to  do  with  her 

Hear.  He  mends  auace. 

[Hearty  reads  the  letter, 

Tal,  For  should  I  live  married  her  before  she 
had  run  away,  (d'ye  see,)  and  that  slie  hhd  run 
away,  (d'ye  see,)  after  she  had  been  married  to 
me,  (d'ye  see,)  then  I  had  been  a  married  man 
without  a  wife,  (d'ye  see;)  where  now  she  being 
run  away  before  I  am  married,  (d'ye  see,)  1  am 
no  more  married  to  her,  (d'ye  see,)  than  she  to 
me,  (d'ye  see;)  and  so  long  as  I  am  none  of 


hers,  (d'ye  see,)  nor  she  none  of  mine,  (d'ye  see,) 
I  ought  to  care  as  little  for  her  now  she's  run 
away,  (d'ye  see,)  as  if  she  had  stay'd  with  me, 
(d'ye  see.) 

Old,  Why  this  is  excellent!  Come  hither, 
Heartv. 

Tal,  I  perceive  it  now,  and  tlie  reason  of  it; 
and  how  by  consequence  (d'ye  see)  I  ought  pot 
to  look  any  further  after  her.  [Cries, 

But  that  she  should  respect  a  poor  base  iellow, 
a  clerk  at  the  most,  ancl  a  serving-mau  at  best, 
before  me,  that  am  a  rich  man  at  the  worst,  and 

a  gentleman  at  least,  makes  me 1  know 

not  what  to  say 

Old.  Worse  than  ever  'twas!  now  he  cries 
outright. 

Tal,  I  know  not  what  to  say  -what  to 

say oh— 

Hear.  Then  I  do,  sir:  the  poor  base  fellow 
that  you  speak  of,  is  my  nephew,  as  good  a  gen- 
tleman as  yourself;  I  understand  the  Dusiness  by 
your  friend  here. 

Tal.  I  cry  you  mercy,  sir. 
Old.  You  shall  cry  no  mercy,  nor  any  thing 
else  here,  sir;  nor  for  any  thing  here,  sir;  this 
is  no  place  to  cry  in,  nor  for  any  business.  Yoo, 

sir,  that  come  on  busmess [To  Oliver. 

Oliv.  It  shall  be  none,  sir. 
Old,  My  house  is  for  no  business,  but  the 
belly  business;  you  find  me  not  so  uncivil,  sir, 
as  to  ask  you  from  whence  you  came,  who  you 
are,  or  what's  your  business ;  I  ask  you  no  ques- 
tions, and  can  you  be  so  discourteous  as  to  tell 
me  or  my  friend  any  thins  like  business;  if 
you  come  to  be  merry  with  me,  you  are  wel- 
come ;  if  you  have  any  business,  forget  it ;  you 
forget  where  you  are  else ;  and  so  to  dinner. 

Hear.  Sir,  I  pray  let  me  only  prevail  witli  yoa 
but  to  read  this. 

Old.  Spoil  my  stomach,  and  I'll  not  eat  this 
fortnight.  [He  reads  aside. 

Hear,  While  he  reads,  let  me  tell  you,  sir, 
that  my  nephew  Martin  has  stolen  that  gentle- 
man's mistress,  it  seems,  is  true ;  but  I  protest, 
as  1  am  a  gentleman,  I  know  nothing  of  the 
matter,  nor  where  he  or  she  is :  but,  as  I  am  the 
aforesaid  gentleman,  I  am  glad  on't  with  all  my. 
heart.  Ha,  my  boy  Mat,  thou  shalt  restore  our 
house. 

Oliv,  Let  him  not  hear,  to  grieve  him,  sir. 
Hear.  Grieve  him  ?    What  should  he  do  with 
her?  teach  their  children  to  cry  ? 

Tal,  But  I  do  hear  you  though ;  and  I  scorn 
to  crjr  as  much  as  you,  (d'ye  see,)  or  your  ne- 
phew either,  (d'ye  see.) 

Hear.  Now  thou  art  a  brave  fellow.  So,  so, 
hold  up  thy  head,  and  thou  shalt  have  a  wife, 
and  a  fine  thing. 

Tal.  Hang  a  wife,  and  a  pax  o*  your  fine 
thing,  (d'ye  see,)  I  scorn  your'  fopperies,  (d'ye 
see.) 

Old.  And  I  do  hear  thee,  my  boy,  and  r^oice 
in  thy  conversion,  if  tliou  canst  but  hold  now. 
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Tal.  Yes,  I  cm  hold,  sir;  and  I  hold  well 
with  your  sack ;  I  coald  live  and  die  wkh  it,  as 
I  am  trne  Ttdhov. 

Old,  Now  thou  art  a  ^^  tall  fellow,  and  shalt 
want  fio  saFck. 

TaL  And,  sir,  I  do  honour  you,  (d'ye  see,) 
and  shotttd  wish  myself  one  of  yovnr  l^oosfaold 
servants,  (d'ye  see,)  if  I  iMd  but  a  grey  beard, 
(d'ye  see :)  miy,  as  old  master  Clack  savs. 

Old,  Well,  1  have  rend  the  business  here. 

Olit,  Call  ft  not  business, I  beseech  you,  sir; 
We  defy  all  business. 

Tal.  A  J  marry  do  we,  sir :  d'ye  see,  sir  ?  and 
a  hay,  as  old  master  Clack  says. 

old.  GnMrmercy  sack.  Well,  I  have  read 
the  matter  here  written  by  master  Clack ;  and 
cb  but  bear  np  tby  huioiour,  I  will  wait  unon  thee 
home.  [Knock  wHMh. 

3° Hark!  ihey  knock  to  the  dresser.  I  have 
beard  much  oi'  this  old  conceited  justice  Clack, 
and  now  I  long  to  see  hira ;  'tis  but  crossing  the 
country  two  days  and  a  night's  journey :  we'll 
but  dine,  and  away  presently.  Bear  up  I  say, 
master  Tal  boy. 

TaL  I  will  bear  up,  I  warraut  you,  d'ye  see, 
sir—but  here's  a  grudging  still [E^eunL 


SCENfi  n. 

Ajgreai  Noise  within  of  rude  Mutick,  Laughing , 
SiTigingy  ifc. 

Entkr  Amie,  Rachel,  Meriel. 

Amie,  Here's  a  wedding  with  a  witness,  and  a 
holiday  with  a  hoigh :  Let  tu  out  of  the  noise,  as 
we  love  our  ears. 

Aach.  Yes ;  and  here  we  may  pursue  our  dis- 
oourse,  and  hear  one  another. 

Mer.  Concerning  Springlove  and  yourself 
mistress  Aitiie. 

Amie.  Well,  hulies;  my  confidence  in  you, 
that  you  are  the  same  that  you  have  protested 
yourselves  to  be,  hath  so  far  won  upon  me,  ^t 
I  confess  myself  well  affected  both  to  the  mind 
and  person-  of  that  Sprioglbve ;  and  if  he  be  (as 


fynhf  yon  pret^d)  a  gentlematf,  I  shall  eas^y 
dispense  with  fortune. 

jll     'I  He  is,  ujton  ovtt  honours. 

Amie.  How  well  that  high  engagement  suits 
your  habits ! 

Rach.  Our  minds  and  blood  are  still  the  same. 

Amie.  I  have  past  no  a£ance  to  the  other. 
That  stole  me  from  my  guardian,  and  the  match 
He  would  have  fbrc'd  me  to ;  from  which  I  would 
Have  fled  with  any,  or  without  a  ^de. 
Besides,    his  miud,  more  downvh   than    his 

habit, 
Deprav'd  bj  covetousness  and  cowardice, 
Forc'd  me  mto  a  Way  of  misery, 
To  take  relief  from  beggars. 

Mer.  From  poor  us. 

Amie.  And  then  to  ofier  to  marry  me  ufiider  a 
hed^e,  as  the  otd  covple  were  to-day,  without  book 
or  nng,  b^^  the  chaplain  of  the  beggars  regiment, 
your  Patrico,  only  to  save  charges ! 

Rach.  I  have  not  seien  the  wretch  these  three 
hours ;  whither  is  he  gone  ? 

Amie.  He  told  me,  to  fetch  horse  and  fit  rai- 
ment for  us,  and  so  to  post  me  hence ;  but  I 
think  it  was  to  leave  me  on  your  hands. 

Mer.  He  has  taken  some  great  distaste,  sure  ; 
for  he  is  damnable  jealous. 

Rach.  Ay ;  didst  thou  mark  what  a  wild  look 
he  cast  when  Springlove  tumbled  her,  and  kiss'd 
her  on  the  straw  this  morning,  while  the  mnsick 
plav*d  to  the  old  wedding-folks  ? 

Mer.  Yes;  and  then  Springlove,  to  make  him 
madder,  told  him  that  he  would  be  his  proxy, 
and  marry  her  for  him,  and  lie  with  her  the  first 
night,  3'  with  a  naked  cudgel  betwixt  them,  and 
make  him  a  king  of  beggars. 

Amie.  1  Saw  how  it  ane^d  him ;  and  I  ima- 
gin'd  then,  and  before,  that  there  was  more  in 
Springlove  than  downright  beggar;  but  though 
he  be  never  so  good  a  gentleman,  he  shall  ob- 
serve fit  titrte  and  distance  till  we  are  married. 

Rach.  Matrimony  forbid  else.  (She's  taken.) 
But  while  we  talk  of  a  match  towards,  we  are 
miss'd  within  the  bride-bam  among  the  revel  root. 

Amie.  We  have  had  all  the  sport  they  could 
make  us  in  the  past  passages. 


^4 tda/ettow.-^See  Note  28  to  George  a  Greene,  Vol.  I.  p.  454. 

^  Hm-k  !  fhey  knock  to  the  dresser.— It  was  fi>rmerly  a  custom  for  the  cook,  when  dinner  was  ready 
to  be  served  in,  to  kiiock  on  the  dresser,  for  the  servants  to  carry  it  into  the  hall.  This  is  ireqaently 
mentioned. 

MUSsioget^s  Untaivral  Combat,  A.  3.  S.  1 : 


-and  'tis  less  danger. 


«UU      MO    IVrSB    WAU|(^I , 

I'll  undertake,  to  stand  at  push  of  pike 
With  an'  enemy  in  a  breach,  that  undermin'd  too, 
And  the  cannon  playing  on  it,  than  to  stop 
One  harpy,  your  perpetual  guest,  from  entrance 
WMh  the  dresser,  the  e^Ws  drum,  thunders,  Comfe  on, 
The  service  will  be  lost  else." 
sr  .^^^.jtffitka  wdt^  cudgel  heMixt  them.— I  believe,  this  is  an  allnslon  to  the  ancient  cusf oM  ottserved 
at-l^il  marriages  by  pfozy,  when  i  mii^  sword  tiras  employed  on  the  same  occasions     S. 
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Mer,  How  caatiout  theolc)  contracted  coipple 
were  for  portion  and  jointure  ! 

Rack,  W  bat  feoffees,  she  beinfj  an  heir  of 
fourscore  (and  seven  years  stone-blind)  had,  in 
tmst  fi>r  her  estate ! 

Antie,  And  how  carefully  he  8iecur*4  all  to 
fiiiaselfy  in  case  he  onj^Uv'd  her,  being  but  seven 
jears  older  than  she !  and  what  pain^  the  lawyer 
of  the  ropt  here  took  abo.ut  it ! 

Rack,  And  then  hgff  fol^qnnly  they  were 
ioin*d^  and  admonished  by  our  parson  Under- 
hedge,  CO  live  together  in  the  fear  of  the  lash, 
•od  give  good  example  to  the  yopnger  rej^ro- 
bates,  to  l^g  within  compass,  to  escape  the  jaws 
ef  the  justice,  the  clutch  of  the  ponsuble,  the 
hooks  of  the  headbprough,  and  the  biting  blows  of 
the  beadle ;  and  in  so  dmng,  they  sha|l  def3r  the 
devil  and  all  his  works,  and  after  their  painful 
pilg^mage  in  this  life,  they  should  die  in  the 
ditch  of  delight. 

Mer.  O,  iHit  poet  Scribblers  Epithalamium. 

To  the  blind  virgin  qffouncorty 

And  the  lame  batcheior  of  more  ; 
Horn  Cupid  gave  her  eyes  to  ice, 

And  Vulcan  lent  hi$n  legs ; 
How  Venus  caused  their  sport  to  be 

Prepared  with  butter' d  eggs : 
Yet  when  she  shall  he  seven  years  wed. 

She  shall  be  bold  to  saff^ 
She  has  as  much  her  maidenhead 

As  on  her  wedding-day. 

Bach,  So  may  some  wives  that  were  married  at 
sixteen,  to  lads'of  one-and-twenty. 

Amie,  Bat  at  the  wedding-feast,  when  the 
bride  bridled  it,  and  her  groom  saddled  it,  there 
vas  the  sport  in  her  mumping,  and  his  champing, 
the  crew  scrambling,  ourselves  trembling :  then 
the  confbsion  of  noises  in  talking,  laughing, 
scolding,  singing,  howling,  with  their  actions  of 
snatching,  scratchins,  towsing,  and  lousing  them- 
selves and  one  another. 

Enter  Sprivolove,  Vincent,  and  Hilliard, 

But  who  comes  here? 

Spring.  O,  ladies,  yon  have  lost  as  moch  mirth 
as  would  have  fill'd  up  a  week  of  holidays. 
[Spring LOVE  takes  Amie  aside,  and  courts 
her  in  a  genteel  way. 
Vin.  I  am  come  about  again  for  tlie  beggars 

life  now. 
Rack,  You  are :  I  am  glad  on't. 
Hil.  There  is  no  life  but  it. 
Vin,  With  them  there  is  no  grievance  or  peiw 
plcxiiy; 
No  fear  ot  war  or  state  disturbances. 
No  alteration  in  a  commonwealth, 
Or  innovation,  shakes  a  thought  of  theirs. 
Mer,  Of  ours,  you  should  say. 
Hil,  Of  ours  he  means. 
We  have  no  fear  of  lessening  oar  estates, 


Nor  anv  gro4ge  witif  u^  (without  taxation) 
To  lend  or  g^ve,  upon  command,  the  wliole 
Strength  of  our  wealth  for  publick  benefit ; 
While  some  that  are  h^  ^rich  in  thteir  abund- 
ance, 
(Which  is  their  nusery  indeed,)  will  ^e 
Rather  a  g^eral  ruin  upon  aU^ 
Than  gjve  a  scruple  to  prevent  the  fi^, 

Vin.  Tis  only  we  that  live* 

Rach,  I'm  glad  you  are  so  taken  with  your 
calling.  '        t^ 

Mer,  We  are  no  less,  I  assure  yo|i  i  we  find 
the  sweetness  of  it  now. 

Rach.  The  mirth,  the  p)ei|8Hi«f  th^  deligiits: 
no  ladies  live  such  lives, 

lifer.  Some  few  upon  necessity,  perhaps;  l^ 
that's  not  worth  sramm^rcy. 

Vin,  They  will  never  be  weary. 

Hil.  Whether  we  seem  to  like  or  difUke,  aU*^ 
one  to  them. 

Vin.  We  must  do  sometl^pg  to  be  taken  by, 
and  discovered,  we  shal)  never  be  ourselves,  and 
^et  home  again  else. 

[Sprinolove  and  Amie  come  to  the  rest. 

Spring.  I  am  yours  for  ever.  Well,  ladies, 
vou  have  miss'c)  rare  sport ;  but  now  the  bride 
nas  missed  you  with  her  half^ye ;  and  the  bride- 
grporo,  with  the  help  of  his  crutches,  is  drawing 
her  forth  for  a  dance  here  in  the  opener  aiiv 
The  house  is  now  too  hot  for  'em.  O,  here 
come  the  chief  revellers.  The  soldier,  the  court- 
ier, the  lawyer,  and  the  poet,  who  is  master  of 
their  revels,  before  the  old  couple  in  statfe.  Atr 
^nd,  and  hear  him  speak  as  their  inductor. 

Poet. 

Here  on  this  green,  like  king  and  queen, 
(For  a  short  truce)  we  do  produce 

Our  old  new-married  voir. 
Of  dish  and  wallet,  and  of  straw  pallet, 
With  rags  to  shew,/rom  top  to  toe. 

She  is  the  ancient  heir. 

He  is  the  lord  of  Bottle^gourd, 
Ofsachel  great,  for  bread  and  meat, 

Andffor  small  pen  fp,  a  purse. 
To  all  that  give,  Long  may  you  live, 
He  loudly  cries :  but  who  denies. 

Is  sure  to  have  his  curse^ 

Vin.  Well  said,  field-poet;  Phoebus,  we  see^ 
inspires 
As  well  the  beggar  as  the  poet  laureat. 

Spring,  And  shines  as  warm  under  a  hedger 
bottom,  as  on  the  tops  of  palaces. 

Poet.  I  have  not  done  yet.  Now  this  is  to 
iAcite  you  to  dance. 

Prepare  yourselves,  like  fairy  elves, 

ISow  in  a  dance  to  shea. 
That  you  approve,  the  god  of  hvt 

Hat  man}/  $hqft9  <o^s  ktm* 


206 


A  JOVIAL  CREW ;  OR, 


[Brome. 


Wilh  golden  heady  and  tome  of  lead; 

But  that  which  made  these  feel, 
By  subtle  craft ,  was  sure  a  shaft 

That  headed  was  with  steel. 

For  they  were  old ;  no  earth  more  cold ; 

Their  hearts  were  flints  entire ; 
Whence  the  steeVs  stroke  did  sparks  provoke, 

T/tat  set  their  bloods  on  fire. 

Now  strike  up  piper,  and  each  lover  here 
Be  blithe,  and  take  his  mistress  ^^  hif  the  gall, 

Hil,  That's  no  rhyme,  poet. 

Poet,  There's  as  good  poetry  in  blank  verse 
as  metre.  [Music k. 

Spring,  Come,  ha !  the  dance,  the  dance. 
Nay,  we'll  ha'  the  old  couple  in,  as  blind  and 
lame  as  they  are. 

Bride,  What,  will  you  so  ?  [Dance. 

Spring.  Well  hobbled  bridegroom  ! 

Vin,  Well  grop'd  bride  ! 

HiL  Hay,  lusty.    Hay,  hoh'day. 

Spring,  Set  'era  down,  set  'em  down,  they  ha' 
done  well. 

Brideg,  A  ha !  I  am  lustier  than  I  was  thirty 
years  ago. 

Bride.  And  I  than  I  was  threescore  past.  A- 
hem,  a-hem. 

Vin.  What  a  night  here's  towards ! 

Hil,  Sure  they  will  kill  one  another. 

Fo§t,  Each  with  the  fear  the  other  will  live 
longest. 

Spring.  Poet,  thou  hast  spoken  learnedly,  and 
acted  bravely. 
Thou  art  both  poet  and  actor. 

Poet,  So  has  been  many  famous  men ;  and  if 
here  were  no  worse,  we  might  have  a  mask  or  a 
comedy  presented  to-night  in  honour  of  the  old 
couple. 

Vin,  Let  us  each  man  try  his  ability 
Upon  some  subject  now  extempore. 

Spring.  Agreed:  give  us  a  theme,  and  try 
our  action. 

Poet.  I  have  already  thought  upon*t,  I  want 
but  actors. 

Hil.  What  persons  want  you  ?  What  would 
you  present  ? 

Poet.  I  would  present  a  commonwealth; 
Utopia  with  all  her  branches  and  consistencies. 

Bach.  I'll  be  Utopia;  who  must  be  my 
branches  ? 

Poet.  The  country,  the  city,  the  court,  and 
the  camp,  epitomized  and  personated  by  a  gen- 
tleman, a  merchant,  a  courtier,  and  a  ^dier. 

Sol,  I'll  be  your  soldier,  am  not  I  one  ?  ha  ! 

Cotir.  And  am  not  I  a  fashionable  courtier  ? 


Poet.  But  who  the  citizen  or  merchant? 

Spring,  I. 

Vin,  And  I  your  coantry  eentleman. 

Hil.  Or  I.  "* 

Poet,  Yet  to  our  moral  I  must  add  two  per- 
sons, divinity  and  law. 

Law.  Why  la  you  now ;  and  am  not  I  a  lawyer.^ 

Poet.  But  Where's  divinity  ? 

Vin.  Marry,  that  I  know  not;  one  of  us  might 
do  that,  if  either  knew  how  to  handW  it. 

Spring.  Where's  the  old  Patrico,  our  priest, 
my  ghostly  father  ?    He'll  do  it  rarely. 

1st  Beg,  He  was  telling  fortunes  e'en  now  to 
country  wenches ;  I'll  fetch  him.  [Exit, 

Spring.  That  Patrico  I  wonder  at;  he  has 
told  me  strange  thint;s  in  clouds. 

Amie,  And  me  somewhat,  that  I  may  tdl  you 
hereafter. 

Spring.  That  you  shall  be  my  bride  ? 

Jmie.  I  will  not  tell  you  now. 

Vin,  Well :  But  what  must  our  speeches  tend 
to?  What  must  we  do  one  with  another? 

Poet.  I  wou'd  have  the  country,  the  citv,  and 
the  court,  be  at  great  variance  tor  superiority; 
then  wou^d  I  have  divinity  and  law  stretch  their- 
wide  throats  to  appease  and  reconcile  them; 
then  wou'd  I  have  the  soldier  cudgel  them  all 
together,  and  overtop  them  all.  otay,  yet  I 
want  another  person. 

Hil.  What  must  he  he  ? 

Poet,  A  beggar. 

Vin.  Here's  enough  of  us,  I  think.  What 
must  the  beggar  do  ? 

Poet,  He  must  at  last  overcome  the  soldier, 
and  bring  them  all  to  Beggar-hall:  And  this, 
well  acted,  will  be  for  the  honour  of  our  calling. 

All.  A  Scribble  !  a  Scribble  ! 

^il.  Come,  w here's  this  Patrico,  that  we  may 
begin  ? 

Enter  Patrico, 

Pat,  Alack  and  well-a-day, 
This  is  no  time  to  play; 
Our  quarter  is  beset. 
We  are  all  in  tlie  net ; 
Leave  oft*  your  merry  glee. 

Vin.  You  begin  scurviiy. 

Spring,  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

Within. 

Bing  awast,  hing  awast ;  the  queer  coftty  and 
the  harmanbeck. 

Some  Beggars  run  aver  the  stage. 

Spring.  We  are  beset,  indeed ;  What  shall 
we  do  ? 

Vin,  I  hope  we  shall  be  taken. 


3* by  the  goU.'—T\ie  rhime  intended  was  gear,  in  an  obscene  sense ;  but  turned  to  goU,  L  e.  the 

hand.      S.  P. 
See  Note  17  to  Mayor  qf  Quinborough,  postea. 
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HiL  If  tlie  good  hoor  be  come,  welcome  by 
the  grace  of  good  fortune. 

Enier  Scewtwell,  Constable,  Watch ;  the 
Crew  slip  away. 

Scent.  Beset  the  quarter  round ;  be  sure  that 
none  escape. 

Spring.  Lord  to  cone  with  you,  blesse^l  mas> 
ter,  to  a  many  distressed' 

Pill    V 

HU  \  ^^^y  ^"^  '"'^y  pray  for  yon. 

-mg-    '  I  Good  your  good  worship,  duly  and 

tndy,  &c. 

Scent.  A  many  counterfeit  rogues !  So  frolick 
tnd  so  lamentable  all  in  a  breath  ?  You  were 
acting  a  play  but  now ;  we'll  act  with  you,  in- 
corrigible vagabonds. 

Spring,  Good  master,  'Us  a  holiday  with  us ; 
an  heir  was  married  here  to-day. 

Scent.  Married  !  Not  so»  I  hope;  where  is 
she  ?  Tis  for  an  heir  we  seek. 

Spring.  Here  she  is,  master hide  your- 
selves in  the  straw the  straw:   quickly 

into  the  straw 

Scent.  What  tell'st  tliou  roe  of  this  ?  An  old 
bfind  beggarwoman ;  we  must  find  a  young  gen- 
tlewoman-heir among  you.  Where's  all  the 
rest  of  the  crew  ? 

Con.  Slipt  into  the  bam  and  the  bushes  by ; 
but  none  can  'scape. 

Scent.  Look  you  to  that  and  to  these  here. 
[Exit  with  Watch. 

Spring*  Into  the  straw,  I  say. 

Vin.  No,  good  Springlove;  the  ladies  and 
we  are  now  agreed  to  draw  stakes,  and  play  this 
lousy  game  no  further. 

Hit.  We  will  be  taken,  and  disclose  ourselves ; 
you  see  we  shall  be  forc'd  to  it  else.  The 
cowaidly  clerk  has  don't  to  save  himself. 


t 


ring.  Do  yon  fear  no  shame,  ladies  ? 
ach.  Dost  think  it  a  shame  to  leave  beg- 
ging? 

Mer^  Or  that  our  father  will  turn  us  out  to 
it  again. 

Spring.  Nay,  since  you  are  so  resolutej  know, 
that  I  myself  begin  to  find  this  is  no  course  fur 
gentlemen ;  this  lady  shall  take  me  ofiTit. 

Amie,  Make  but  vour  protestations  good,  and 
take  me  yours ;  and  for  tne  gentleman  that  snr* 
prizes  us,  tho'  he  has  all  my  uncle's  trust,  lie 
shall  do  any  thing  for  me  to  our  advantage. 

Vin.  If,  Springlove,  thou  cou'dst  post  now  to 
thy  tyring-house,  and  fetch  all  our  cloathsy  we 
might  ^et  off  most  neatly. 

Spring,  A  horse  and  six  hours  travel  wonld 
do  that. 

Amie,  You  shall  be  fumish'd,  doubt  not. 

Enter  Scentwell,  and  Watch. 

Scent.  She's 'scap'd,  or  is  invisible.  You,  sir, 
I  take  to  be  the  chief  ro^ue  of  this  reeiment; 
let  him  be  whipt  till  he  brm^  forth  the  heir. 

Con.  That  is  but  till  he  stmks,  sir ;  come,  sir, 
strip,  strip. 

Amie.  Unhand  him,  sir.  What  heir  do  you 
seek,  Mr  Scentwell  ? 

Scent,  Precious,  how  did  my  haste  oversee 
lier?  O,  mistress  Amie !  could  I,  or  your  uncle, 
justice  Clack,  a  wiser  man  than  I,  ever  ba' 
thought  to  have  found  you  in  such  company  ? 

Amie.  Of  me,  sir,  and  my  company,  I  have  a 
story  to  delight  you,  which  on  our  march  to- 
wards your  bouse,  I  will  relate  to  you. 

Scent.   And  thither  will  I  lead  you  as  my 
guest. 
But  to  the  law  surrender  all  the  rest. 


I'll  make  your  peace. 
Amie.  We  must  fiire  all  alike. 


[Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 


Clack,  Martin. 


Clack.  I  have  forgiven  you,  provided  that  ray 
niece  be  safely  taken,  and  so  be  broosiht  home 
safely,  I  say;  that  is  to  say,  unstain'd,  unble- 
mtsh  d,  undishonour'd ;  that  is  to  say,  with  no 
more  faults,  criminal  or  accusative,thaii  those  she 
carried  with  her. 

Mar.  Sir,  I  believe 

Clack,.  Nay,  if  we  both  speak  together,  how 
shall  we  bear  one  another  ?  You  believe  her  vir- 
tue is  armour  of  proof,  without  your  council  or 
your  goard ;  and  therefore  you  left  her  in  the 
oands  of  rogues  and  vagabonds  to  make  your 
own  peace  with  me ;  you  have  it ;  provided,  I 
say,  (as  I  said  before;)  that  she  be  safe ;  that  is 
to  say,  uncorrupted,  ondefiled ;  that  is  to  say 
as  I  said  before. 

VOL.    III. 


Mar.  Mine  intent,  sir,  and  my  only  way 

Clack,  Nay,  if  we  both  speak  together,  how 
shall  we  hear  oue  another?  as  I  said  before. 
Your  intent,  and  your  only  way,  you  should  ha' 
said,  was  to  run  away  with  her,  and  that  by  her 
only  instigation,  to  avoid  the  tie  of  marriage 
with  master  Talboy ;  that  is  to  say,  to  shun  the 
match  that  I  had  made  for  her ;  that  is  to  say, 
rather  to  disobey  me,  than  to  displease  herself. 
Wherein  (although  she  did  not  altogether  trans- 
gress the  law),  she  did  both  offend  and  prejudice 
me,  an  instrument,  nay,  I  may  say,  a  pillar 
thereof.  And  you,  m  assisting  her,  furthering, 
and  conveying  her  away,  did  not  only  infringe 
the  law  in  an  unlawful  departure  from  your  roas- 
ter, but  in  a  higher  poipt,  that  is  to  say,  top  and 
top  gallowi  h^h.  I  would  ha'  found  a  jury 
should  ha'  found  it  so. 

2  D 
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A  JOVIAL  CREW;  OR, 


[BmoiiB. 


Mar.  Bat  sir,  mii*t  please  you. 

Clack,  Mast  we  then  both  speak  tocetber? 
Have  I  not  borne  with  thee  to  speak  all  thou 
pleasest  in  thy  defence  ?  Have  I  not  broke  mine 
own  rule,  which  is  to  punish  before  I  examine, 
and  so  to  have  the  law  the  sorer  on  mj  side  ? 
and  dost  thou  still  persist  ?  hold  your  own  peace, 
or,  as  I  am  a  justice  of  the  king^s,  I  will  unsay 
what  I  said  before,  and  set  a  Currat  Lex  at  you, 
sirrah,  that  shall  course  you  up  the  heavy  bill. 
Oh,  is  your  tongue  fallen  into  your  leg  now  ? 
Do  not  you  know  I  have  acquitted  you?  pro- 
vided— as  I  said  before.  Go  your  way  in,  and 
see  that  the  gentlemen,  who,  I  think,  were  got 
in  sack,  christened  in  sack,  nuned  with  sack,  and 
fed  up  to  grey  heirs  with  onlv  sack :  see,  I  say, 
that  the^  want  no  sack.  My  son  Oliver  (I 
thank  turn)  has  brought  me  a  pair  of  such 
guests. 

Enter  Scentwell, 

O,  master  Scentwell !  good  news  ? 

Scent,  Of  beggarly  news  the  best  you  have 
beard. 

Clack,  That  is  to  say,  you  have  found  my 
niece  among  the  be^rs;    That  is  to  say,—- — 

Scent,  True,  Sir  Oliver,  I  found  her 

Clack,  Now,  if  we  both  speak  together,  who 
slinll  liear  one  another  ? 

Scent,  I  thought  your  desire  was  to  be  in- 
form'd. 

Clack,  I  can  inform  myself,  sir*  by  vour  looks. 
I  have  taken  a  hundred  examinations  m  my  days 
of  felons,  and  other  offenders,  out  of  their  very 
countenances,  and  wrote  them  down  verbatim 
to  what  they  would  have  said.  I  am  sure  it  has 
8crv*d  to  hang  some  of  'em,  and  whip  the  rest. 

Scent.  Justice  Clack  still !  he  must  talk  all : 
his  clack  must  only  go. 

Clack,  But  to  the  point ;  you  have  found  my 
niece  :  you  have  left  her  at  your  own  house,  not 
only  to  shift  her  out  of  her  disguise,  but  out  of 
her  shaine,  to  come  no  nearer  me,  until  I  send 
her  pardon. 

Scent.  Most  true,  sir.  But  the  company  she 
was  in 

Clack,  Again !  Do  not  I  know  the  company  ? 
Bes^rs,  rogues,  vagabonds,  and  hedge-birds. 

Scent.  But  do  you  kuow  whom,  or  how  many 
we  have  taken  ?  and  how  the  rest  escaped  ? 

Clack,  A  needless  knowledge :  Why  should 
we  take  more  than  herself?  or  how  could  you 
take  those  tliat  could  escape  ? 

Enter  Martin. 

Mar,  Sir,  the  old  gentlemen  within,  sent  me 
to  wait  upon  you;  wjthout  you  (they  say)  they 
need  not  my  service. 

Clack,  Tell  'em  then,  I'll  wait  on  them  pre- 
sently. [Exit  Martin. 

Scents  But,  sir,  we  have  taken  with  her  such 
beggars,  such  rogues,  such  vagabonds,  and  sudi 
hedge-birds,  (since  you  call  'em  so,)  as  you  never 


knew  or  beard  of,  though  now  the  country  swarms 
with  them  under  every  hedge,  as  if  ao  mDaiiier<^ 
able  army  of 'em  were  lately  disbanded  without 
pay.  Hedge-birds,  said  you  ?  hedge  lady-binh, 
hedge-cavaliers,  hedge-soldier,  bedge4awyer, 
hedge-fidlers,  hedge-poet,  hedge-players,  anid  a 
hedge-priest  among  ^em.  Such  we  have  taken 
for  the  principals :  out  to  see  bow  the  multitude 
escap'd  us,  was  more  sport  than  pity.  How, 
upon  a  watch-word  given,  they  in  the  iastant 
vanished  by  more  several  ways  than  there  were 
legs  among  'em ;  how  the  cripples  leap'd  over 
pales  and  hedges ;  how  the  blind  found  their  way 
through  lakes  aud  ditches ;  how  a  doxy  flew 
with  two  children  at  her  back;  and  two  more 
perhaps  in  her  belly 

Clack,  A  hedge  priest  have  you  taken,  say 
you? 

Scent,  Yes,  sir,  an  old  Patrico,  an  ancient 
prophet,  to  tell  fortunes,  and  oosen  our  poor 
country-people  of  their  single  money. 

Enter  Oliver. 

Oliv,  Sir,  master  Oldrents,  in  that  he  enjoys 
not  your  company,  begins  to  doubt  of  his  wei« 
come. 

Clack,  Who  led  him  into  that  doubt  ?  I,  or 
you  that  brought  him  hither  ? 

Oliv,  Sir,  nis  own  desire  and  love  to  yoo 
brought  him  hither,  I  but  sbew'd  him  the  way. 

Clack,  You  reason  fairly :  tell  him  I  come. 

Oliv,  Pray,  sir,  be  pleas'd  to  do  so ;  for  he 
says — 

Clack,  Nay,  if  we  both  talk  toeetber . 

Oliv,  Who  shall  bear  one  auother. 

[£jr»^  OLITRBi 

Clack,  But  are  there  players  amoug  the  ap- 
prehended ? 

Scent,  Yes,  sir,  and  they  were  contriving  to 
act  a  play  antong  themselves  just  as  we  surpriz'd 
'em,  and  spoil'd  their  sport. 

Clack,  Players !  I'll  pay  them  above  all  the 
rest. 
^  Scent.  You  shall  do  well  in  that;  to  put  'em 
in  stock  to  set  up  again. 

Clack,  Yes,  1 11  put  'cm  in  stocks,  and  set  *em 
up  to  the  whipping-post  They  can  act  Justices, 
can  they  ?  I'll  act  a  Justice  among  them :  chat 
is  to  say,  I  will  do  justice  upou  them ;  that  is  to 
•ay 

Scent.  Pray,  sir,  be  not  severe;  they  act 
Kin^s  and  Emperors  as  well  as  Justices ;  and 
justice  is  blind,  they  say :  you  may  therefore  be 
pleas'd  to  wink  a  little.  I  find,  that  you  have 
merry  old  gentlemen  in  your  house,  chat  are 
come  far  to  visit  you.  I'll  undertake^  that  these 
'players,  with  the  help  of  their  poet,  m  a  de^ce 
which  they  have  already  studietl,  and  a  pack  of 
cloaths  which  I  shall  supply  them  with,  shall 
give  your  guests  much  content,  and  move  com- 
passion in  you  towards  the  poor  strollers. 

Clack,  But  you  know  my  way  of  justice  (and 
that's  a  sure  way)  is  to  punish  them  first,  and 
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be  compasskmate  afterwsrdt,  «8 1  find  *em  upon 
tbeir  examiDatioa. 

Scent,  But  for  your  guests  takes,  who  (I 
know)  do  fiivoar  and  af&ct  the  quality  of  actors 
Tery  much,  permit  'em,  sir;  it  will  enlar|^  your 
entertainment  exceedingly. 

dock.  And  perhaps  sare  roe  the  expence  of 
a  runlet  of  sack  the  while.  Well^  sir,  for  that 
respect,  and  upon  your  undertaking  that  they 
shaU  please,  I  will  prorogue  my  justice  on  the 
xogues ;  and  so  to  my  merry  genderaen,  whom 
I  will  prepare  to  see  tbeir  interlude  again  after 
sopper.  But  pray,  master  Scentwel^  as  you 
baye  found  my  niece,  look  to  her,  and  see  her 
decently  broi^ht  home. 

Scent.  In  ber  own  best  apparel:  but  you 
must  prorogue  your  displeasure  to  ber  too. 

Clack.  I  will  do  so,  until  my  scarce  welcome 
guests  be  gone. 

Enter  Randal.. 

i{/ia.  Sir,  mv  m^ister  sends  you  word,  and 
plainly,  that  without  your  company,  your  ent^- 
tainment  stinks.  He  has  commanded  me  to 
saddle  bis  nags,  and  awa^  to-nigbt.  If  you  come 
not  at  once,  twice,  thnce,  be^  gone  presently, 
before  supper ;  be'U  find  an  host  at  an  mn  worth 
an  hundred  of  you. 

Clack,  Good  fHend,  I  will  now  satisfy  your 
master,  witliout  telling  him  he  has  a  saucy  knave 
to  his  man.  [Exit  Clack. 

Man.  Thank  your  worship. 

Scent.  Do  you  bear,  friend,  you  serve  master 
Oldrenta. 

Ran.  I  could  ha*  told  you  that;  and  the  best 
housekeeper  my  master  is,  of  any  gentleman  in 
the  county  be  dwells  in ;  and  the  best  master  to 
^  man,  as  I,  the  worst  of  twenty,  can  say  for 
him,  and  would  be  ashamed  to  say  less. 

Scent.  Your  name  is  Randal. 

Kan,  Forgive  me!  Are  ^ou  so  wise  ?  You  are 
too  young  to  be  my  godsu^;  and  I  hope  not 
old  enough  to  be  a  witch.  How  know  you  that 
I  am  Riuidal?  Were  you  ever  at  my  master's 
house  in  Nottinghamshire,  or  at  Duughilford, 
where  I  was  bom  ? 

Scent.  No ;  but  I  have  notes  to  know  you  by. 

Ran,  I  was  never  twelve  mile  from  thence 
in  my  life,  before  this  journey :  God  send  me 
within  ken  of  our  own  kitchen  smoke  again. 

Seenl.  Your  master's  steward's  name  is  Spring- 
We. 

Ran.  Master  Springlove,an*t  please  you,  there 
b  uot  |n  lionester  gentleman  between  this  and 
the  head  of  him;  and  my  lieart*s  with  him 
wherever  be  is.    Know  you  him  too  ? 

Scent.  Yes,  and  your  master's  daughters  too. 

Ran,  Whaw! 

Scent.  And  that  they  are  all  from  home,  your 
master  knows  not  where. 

Ran.  Wliaw,  whaw,  know  you  that  too  ? 

Scent.  Yes,  and  the  two  youne  gentlemen  that 
are  with  tbem,masterVinceut  and  master  iliUiard. 


Ran.  Whaw,  whaw,  again ;  you  know  'em  all, 
I  think :  but  know  you  where  they  all  are  ? 

Scent.  Even  here  by,  at  my  own  house. 

Ran,  Whaw 

Scent.  And  they  knowing  that  your  master  is 
here,  and  master  Hearty  too 

Ran,  Whaw,  wfaaw. 

Scent.  And  yourself  too;  they  directed  me  to 
find  you,  Randal,  and  bring  you  to  'em.   . 

Ran.  Whaw, whaw, whaw,  wliaw  ■  -Why 
do  we  not  go  tben  ? 

Scent.  But  secretly ;  not  a  word  to  any  body. 

Ran.  Mum will  you  go  tben  ? 

Enter  Martin. 

Mar.  0,  master  Oldrent's  man,  pray,  let  me 
intreat  you  into  the  buttery. 

Rcrn.  Will  you  go,  master  gentleman  ? 

Mar.  Indeed,  it  is  my  master's  desire,  and 
be  commanded  me. 

Ran.  Now,  when  it  is  supper-time,  did  he  ? 
To  fill  my  belly  with  thin  drink,  to  save  his 
meat  ?  It's  tlie  manner  in  churls  houses.  Will 
you  go,  master  gentleman  ? 

Mar.  In  troth,  my  master  is  so  merry  with 
yours  witliin 

Ran.  Shite  o' your  master;  my  master's  stew- 
ard's H  better  man :  I'll  to  him  at  this  gentleman's 
bouse,  and  all  the  rest.     Whaw,  whaw. 

Scent.  Randal,  vou  forget. 

Ran.  Mum  agiin  then :  Why  would  you  not 
go  tben?  [£x»/  ScENTWELL  an(/ Randal. 

Mar.  The  man's  as  mad  as  his  master !  The 
strangest  strangers  that  ever  came  to  our  bouse  I 

Enter  Talboy. 

Tal.  Well,  Martin,  for  confessing  thy  fault, 
and  the  means  thou  mad'st  whereby  she  is  taken, 
I  am  friends  with  thee ;  but  I  shall  never  look 
upon  her,  or  tliee — but  with  grief  of  mind,  how* 
ever  I  bear  it  outwardly.    Oh 

Mar.  You  bear  it  very  manfully,  roetbinks. 

Tal.  Ay,  you  think  so,  and  I  know  so— hut 
what  I  feel,  I  feel.  Wou'd  one  of  us  two  had 
never  both  seen  one  another ! — Oh— 

Mar.  You  speak  very  good  sense,  sir.  But 
does  my  master  continue  his  merry  humour  with 
the  old  sentlemen  within  ? 

Tnl.  Yes.  Justice  CUck's  clack  goes  as  mer- 
rily as  any. 

Mar.  Well  said,  sir;  now  you  speak  merrily 
too :  but  I  cou*d  say  somewhat  that  wou'd  still 
litm.  And,  for  your  comfort,  I'll  tell  you ;  mis- 
tress Amie  is  fallen  in  love  with  one  d  the  beg- 
gars. 

Tal.  Then  Imve  I  nothing  else  to  do,  but  to 
laugL  at  tliee  as  long  as  I  live.  Ha,  ha,  ha— - 
To  let  a  beggar  cozen  thee  of  her !  Ha,  ha,  ha, 
a  beggar !     I  shall  die  merrily  yet.    Hu,  ha,  lia. 

Enter  Clack,  Oldrents,  Hearty,  Olivek. 

Clack.  A  hey,  hoys,  a  hey :  this  is  right :  that 
is  to  say,  as  I  wou*d  liave  it;  that  is  to  say—— 
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TaL  A  beggar !  Ha,  ha,  ha 

Mar.  Ha,  ha,  ha :- 

Clack.  A  hey,  boys,  a  hey ;  they  are  as  merry 
nvithout  as  we  were  within.  A  hey,  master  Old- 
rents  and  master  Hearty !  The  virtue  of  your 
company  turns  all  to  mirth  and  melody,  with  a 
hey  troloUy,  lolly,  lolly.  Is't  nor  so,  master 
Hearty? 

Old.  Why  thus  it  shoaM  be.  liow  was  I  de^ 
<eiv*d !  Now  I  see  you  are  a  good  fellow. 

Oliv.  He  was  never  so  before,  [fit  be  a  light- 
ning before  death,  the  best  is,  I  am  his  heir. 

TaL 

Mar. 


I  Ha,  ha, 


har- 


Clack.  Again,  boys,  agaiu ;  that  is  to  say,  a 
hey,  boys,  a  hey 

Hear.  What  is  the  motive  of  your  mirth,  ne- 
phew Martin  ?  Let  us  laush  with  you. 

Old.  Was  that  spoke  like  my  niend  Hearty  ? 
Lack  we  motives  to  laugh  ?  Are  not  all  things, 
any  thing,  every  thing,  to  be  langhM  at?  And  if 
nothing  were  to  be  teen,  felt,  heard,  or  undeN 
stood,  we  wou'd  Inugb  at  it  too. 

Clack.  You  take  the  loss  of  your  mistress 
merrily,  master  Talboy. 

Tal.  More  merrily  than  you  will  take  finding 
of  her.    Ha,  ha,  ha A  beggar,  ha,  ha,  ha — 

Clack.  Can  I  be  sad  to  find  her,  think  you  ? 

Mar,  He  thinks  you  will  be  displeased  with 
her,  and  chide  her. 

Clack.  You  are  deceived,  master  Talboy  ;  you 
are  wide,  master  Talboy ;  above  half  your  length, 
master  Talboy.  Law  and  justice  shall  sleep, 
and  mirth  and  good  fellowship  ride  a  circuit  here 
to-night.  A  hey,  master  Oldrents,  a  hey,  master 
Hearty,  and  a  hey,  son  Oliver,  and  a  hey,  nephew 
Talboy,  that  wou*d  ha'  been,  and  a  hey,  my  clerk 
Martin,  and  a  hey  for  the  players.  When  come 
they  ?  Son  Oliver',  see  for  master  Scentwell,  that 
is  no  readier  with  his  new  company. 

Tal.  Players  !  Let's  go  see  too ;  I  never  saw 
any  players.        [Exeunt  Talboy  and  Martin. 

Oliv.  This  is  the  first  fit  that  ever  he  had  of 
this  disease;  and  if  it  be  the  last,  I  say,  as  I  said 
before,  I  am  bis  heir.  [Exit. 

Old.  But  is  there  a  play  to  be  expected,  and 
acted  by  beggars  ? 

Clack.  Tdat  is  to  say,  by  vagabonds ;  that  is 
to  say,  by  strolling  players;  tliey  are  upon  their 
purgation ;  if  they  can  present  any  thing  to  please 
you,  they  may  escape  the  law ;  tliat  is,  (a  bey,) 
if  not,  to-morrow,  gentlemen,  shall  be  acted, 
?^  Abuses  itript  and  whipped  among  'em ;  with  a 
hey,  master  Hearty,  you  are  not  merry. 


Enter  Scbktwbll. 

And  a  bey,  master  Scentwell,  where  are  your 
Dramatis  Persona;  your  PrologtUf  and  you 
Actus  PrimuSf  ha  ?  Have  they  given  you  the  slip 
for  fear  of  the  whip  ?  a  hey. 

Scent.  A  word  aside,  an't  please  you 

[Scentwell  takes  Clack  aside,  and 
gives  him  a  paper. 

Old.  I  have  not  known  a  man  in  such  a  hu- 
mour. 

Hear.  And  of  hit  own  finding!  be  stole  it  in- 
deed out  of  his  own  bottles,  rather  than  be  robb*d 
of  his  liquor ;  misers  use  to  tipple  themselves  so. 

Old.  He  does  so  outdo  us,  that  we  look  like 
staid  men  again.  Hearty ;  fine  sober  things. 

Hear.  But  how  long  will  it  last?  he'll  hang 
himself  to-morrow  for  the  cost  we  have  put  him  to. 

Old.  I  love  a  miser's  feast  dearly;  to  see  how 
thin  and  scattering  the  dishes  stood,  as  if  they 
fear'd  quarreling ! 

Hear.  And  how  the  bottles,  to  escape  break- 
ing one  another,  were  brought  up  by  one  at  once ! 

Old.  How  one  of  the  serving-men,  untrain'd 
to  wait,  spilt  the  white-broth ! 

Hear.  And  another,  stumbling  at  the  threshold, 
tumbled  in  his  ^^dish  of  rouncevals  before  him. 

Old.  And,  most  suitable  to  the  niggardliness 
of  his  feasr,  we  shall  now  have  an  entertainment. 


r  play,  presented  by  beggars. 
Clack.  -     "      ' 


Send  'em  in,  master  Scentwell.  [Exit 
Scentwell.]  Sit,  gentlemen,  the  nlayers  are 
ready  to  enter;  and  here's  a  bill  of  tneir  plays; 
you  may  take  your  choice. 

Old.  Are  they  ready  for  them  all  in  the  same 
cloaths  ?  Read  them,  good  Hearty. 

Hear.  First,  here's  The  two  lost  Daughters. 

Old.  Put  me  not  in  mind  of  the  two  lost 
daughters,  1  pr'ythee;  What's  the  next? 

Hear.  The  vagrant  steward. 

Old.  Nor  of  a  vagrant  steward;  sure  some 
abuse  is  meant  me. 

Hear.  The  old  'squire  and  the  fortune-teller. 

Old.  That  comes  nearer  me;  away  with  it. 

Hear.  The  beggars  prophecy. 

Old.  All  these  titles  may  serve  to  one  play  of 
a  story  that  I  know  too  well ;  I'll  see  none  of 
them. 

Hear.  Then  here's  The  merry  Beggars. 

Old.  Ay,  that,  and  let  'em  begin. 

Enter  Talboy  and  Oliver. 
Tal.  The  players  are  coming  in,  and  mistress 
Amie  and  your  man  Martin  are  to  be  motors 
among  'em. 


*' Abuses  atript  and  whipfd.-^The  title  of  a  popular  satire,  by  Geo.  Withers,  printed  1615. 

See  a  specimen  of  his  poetiy,  and  an  account  of  the  author,  in  Percy's  ReUquts  ^Ancient  Ppetry^ 
Vol.  m.  p.  190. 

3^  ^-*  disk  qfrvsmeecak^i.  e.  a  sort  of  peas.    S. 
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CUek.  A  bey,  then  for  that  too;  some  merry 
device  sure.  P^  A  flourish  afskaims* 

Hark !  the  beggars'  hautboys ;  uow  they  begin. 

Old,  See,  a  most  solemn  prologue. 

Enter  Poet  for  Prologue, 

To  knighty  to^tquirej  and  to  the  gentiles  here, 
We  wish  our  play  may  with  content  appear  ; 
We  promise  you  no  dainty  wit  of  court. 
Nor  city  pageantry,  nor  country  sport ; 
But  a  plain  piece  of  action  short  and  sweet. 
In  story  true  ;  youUl  know  it  when  you  sc^t. 

Old,  True  stories  and  true  jests  do  seldom 
thrive  on  stages. 

Clack,  They  are  best  to  please  yon  with  tliis 
tho',  or  a  hey,  with  a  whip  for  them  to-morrow. 

Old,  NaV)  rather  than  they  shall  suffer,  I  will 
be  pleas'dy  Jet  them  play  their  worst.  [AJlourish, 

Enter  Patrice,  with  Lawyer  habited  like 
Olorents. 

See  our  Patrico  among  'em. 

Eear,  That  offered  you  a  doxy  in  the  barn. 

Pat,  Your  children's  fortunes  I  have  told. 
That  they  shall  beg  ere  they  be  old ; 
And  will  yon  have  a  reason  why  ? 
Us  justice  in  their  destiny 

Clack,  Justice,  ha !  Are  you  meddling  with 
Justices  already  ? 

Pat,  Your  grandfather,  by  crafty  wile 
Of  bargaining,  did  much  beguile 
A  thriftless  heir  of  half  the  lands 
That  are  descended  to  yonr  hands ; 
And  then  by  law,  not  equity, 
Forc'd  him  and  his  posterity 
To  woe  and  shameful  beggary. 

Law,  That  was  no  fault  of  mine,  nor  of  my 
childrea, 

Pat,  But  our  fore&thers  debts  and  crimes, 
Although  forbom  till  future  times, 
Are  not  so  paid ;  but  what  needs  more, 
I  wish  you  liappy  in  your  store.  [Exit, 

Old,  Do'st  note  this,  Hearty  ? 

Rear,  You  said  you  would  be  pleas*d,  let  'em 
plajr  their  worst 


} 


Lawyer  walks  sadhu  heats  his  breast,  ifc.  To  him 
enter  Soldier,  UkeHEAtLTY,  and  seems  to  com* 
fort  him. 

Old,  It  begins  my  story,  and  by  the  same  for» 
tune-teller  that  told  me  my  daughters'  fortunes, 
almost  in  the  same  words ;  I  know  him  now ; 
and  he  speaks  in  the  play  to  one  that  personates 
me  as  near  as  they  can  set  him  forth. 

Clack,  How  like  you  it,  sir }  you  seem  dis- 
pleas'd;  shall  they  be  whipp'd  yet?  A  hey,  if 
you  say  the  word. 

Old,  O,  by  no  means ;  sir,  I  am  pleas'd. 

Sol,  Sad  for  the  words  of  a  base  fortune-teller? 
Believe  him  !  hang  him ;  I'll  trust  none  of  'em ; 
They  have  all  whims,  and  double  meanings, 
In  all  they  aay. 

Old,  Whom  does  he  talk  or  look  like  now  ? 

Hear,  It  is  no  matter  whom ;  you  are  pleas'd, 
you  say. 

Sol,  Ha'  you  no  sack  i'  th'  house?  Am  not  I 
here? 
And  never  without  a  merry  old  song  ? 

SING. 

Old  sack,  and  old  songs,  and  a  merry  old  crew, 
Will  fright  away  cares  when  the  ground  looki 
blue. 

And  can  you  think  on  gypsy  fortune-tellers? 

Law.  I'll  think  as  little  of  'em  as  I  can. 

Sol,  Will  yon  abroad  then  ?  But  here  comet 
your  steward. 

Enter  Sprinolove. 

Old,  Bless  me !  Is  not  that  Sprinolove  ? 

Hear,  Is  that  you  that  talks  to  him,  or  that 
coxcomb  I,  do  you  think  ?  Pray  let  them  play 
their  play ;  the  Justice  will  not  hinder  'em,  yoa 
see ;  he's  asleep. 

Spring,  Here  are  the  keys  of  all  my  charge, 
sir;  and 
My  humble  suit  is,  that  you  will  be  pleas'd 
To  let  me  walk  upon  my  known  occasions  this 
summer. 


t'  ._  mJUmrisk  iffshabnt. — '*  The  shalm,  or  shawm,  was  a  wind  instrmnent  like  a  pipe,  with  a 
iweniag  protuberance  in  the  middle.  In  **  Commenius's  VifibU  World,  translated  by  Hoole,  1659,  the 
Latin  word  gingras  is  translated  by  ^umm  ;  and  the  form  of  the  instrument  is  represented  as  hi  the 
tnnezed  figure,  yis. 


A  noise,  i,e,n  concert 
4U».    Sign.  F  4* 


T%eEmlt^fNifHhmiAeilaii^sH0imhMBoek,p,44l^ 
is  mentioned  in  Lmgh  and  Hednm;  or,  The  Worldes  F9%,  1605. 
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Ltmo.    Fie !    Canst  not  yet  leave  off  those 
Tiigraiicies? 
But  I  will  strive  no  more  to  alter  natnre; 
I  will  not  hinder  thee,  nor  bid  thee  go. 
Old.  Mj  own  very  words  at  his  ckparture. 
Hear,  No  matter,  pray  attend. 
Imw,  Come,  friend,  I*A  take  your  counsel. 

[Exeunt  Lawyer  and  Soldier. 
Spring.  Fve  striven  with  myself  to  alter  na- 
ture in  me 
For  my  good  master's  sake,  bat  all  in  vain ; 
For  beggars,  cuckoo-like,  fly  out  again, 
In  their  own  notes  and  season. 

Enter  Rachel,  Mebiel,  Vikcent,  IIilliaio. 

Rack.  Our  father's  sadness  will  not  sufier  os 
To  five  in  his  house. 

Mer.  And  we  must  have  a  progress. 

Vin.   Th'  assurance  of  your  loves  hath  en- 

Hil.  To  wait  on  you  in  any  course. 
Rack.  Suppose  well  go  a  begging. 

l/|7*  i  w®  *^  ^o**  yo"« 

Spring,  And  that  must  be  your  course,  and 
auddenly, 
To  core  your  Other's  sadness;  who  is  told 
It  is  your  destiny ;  which  you  may  quit. 
By  making  it  a  trick  of  youth  and  wit. 
I'll  set  you  in  the  way. 

All  four.  But  how  ?  but  how  ?  [ Ji/  talk  aside. 

Old.  My  <laughter8  and  their  sweeth^rts  too ! 
I  see 
The  scope  of  their  design,  and  the  whole  drift 
Of  all  their  action  now,  with  joy  and  comfort. 

Hear.  But  take  no  notice  yet;  see  a  whim 
more  of  it ; 
But  the  road  rogue  that  acted  me,  I  must  make 
drunk  anon. 

Spring.  Now  ?    Are  you  all  resolvM  ? 

All  four.  Agreed,  agreed. 
•  Spring.  You  beg  to  absolve  your  fortune,  not 
forneed.  [Exeunt. 

Old.  1  must  commend  their  act  m  that; 
pr^ythee  let's  call  'em,  and  end  the  matter  here  i 
The  purpose  of  their  play  is  but  to  work  my 
friendship,  or  their  peace  with  me:  and  they 
have  it. 

Hear.  But  see  a  little  more,  sir. 

Enter  Rakdal. 

Old.  My  man  Randal  too!  Has  he  a  part 
with  them? 

Ran.  They  were  well  set  to  work,  when  they 
made  me  a  player.  What  is  that  I  must  say? 
And  how  must  I  act  now !  O,  that  I  must  be 
steward  for  the  beggars  in  master  steward's  ab- 
sence; and  tell  my  master  he's  gone  to  measure 
land  for  him  to  purchase. 

Old.  You,  sir  ?  Leave  the  work  yon  can  do  no 
o«tter;  (I  can  forbear  no  longer,)  and  call  the 
actors  back  again  to  me. 


Ran.  With  all  my  heart ;  and  glad  my  part  is 
so  soon  done.  / 

Enter  Patrieo. 

Pat.  Since  you  will  then  break  off  our  plsy. 
Something  in  earnest  I  must  say ; 
But  let  affected  rhyming  pi ; 
I'll  be  no  mo^  a  f'atrico. 

My  name  is  WroughtHNi start  not;  butif  you 

Desire  to  liear  wiuit's  worth  your  best  attention. 
More  privately,  you  may  draw  nearer  me. 

[Oloep.vts  gaet  to  kim. 

Hear,  Hear  no  more  fortunes. 

Old.  You  shall  rive  me  leave. 

Pat.  I  am  grandson  to  that  unhappy  Wrought 
on. 
Whom  your  grandfather  cmftily  wrov^ht  out 
Of  his  estate ;  by  which  ail  his  posterity 
Were  since  expos'd  to  beggary.    I  do  not  chaige 
You  with  tlie  least  of!ence  in  this;  but  now 
Come  nearer  me,  for  I  must  wliisper  to  you. 

[Patrieo  takes  Olorents  aside. 
I  had  a  sister,  who  among  tlw  race 
Of  beggars  was  tlie  fanest.    Fair  she  was 
In  gentle  blood,  and  gesture  to  her  beauty. 
Which  cou'd  not  be  so  clouded  with  basedoihing. 
But  she  attracted  love  from  worthy  persons; 
Which  (for  her  meanness)  they  ezprese'd  in  pity. 
For  the  most  part;  but  some  assaulted  her 
With  amorous,  tlio'  loose  desires,  which  slie 
Had  virtue  to  withstand ;  only  one  gentlemao 
(NVhether  it  were  by  her  affection,  or 
His  fate  to  send  his  blood  a  begging  witli  her, 
I  question  not)  by  her,  in  heat  of  youth. 
Did  get  a  son,  who  now  must  call*  you  fiither. 

Old.  Me? 

Pat.  You.  Attend  me,  sir :  Your  bounty  then 
Dispos'd  your  purse  to  her;  in  which,  besides 
Much  money,  (I  conceive  by  your  neglect,) 
Was  thrown  this  holy  relick :  Do  you  know  it  ? 

Old.  The  Agnus  Dei  that  my  mother  gave  rae 
Upon  her  deaUi-bed  !  Oh,  the  loss  of  it 
Was  my  sore  ^rief ;  and  now  with  joy  it  is 
Restored  by  miracle !  Does  your  sister  live  ? 

Pat.  No,  sir ;  she  dy'd  wiuiin  a  fbw  days  «fter 
Her  son  was  bom,  and  left  him  to  my  care : 
On  whom  I  to  this  day  have  had  an  eye 
In  all  his  wand'rings. 

Old,  Then  the  young  man  lives ! 

Enter  Sprinolove,  Vincent,  Hilliard, 
Rachel,  Meatel. 

Pat.  Here,  with  the  rest  of  your  fair  children 
sir. 

Old,  My  joy  begins  to  be  too  great  witBin  me ! 
My  blessing,  and  a  welcome  to  you  all. 
Be  one  another's,  and  you  all  are  mine. 

Hil  \  ^^  ^"^  agreed  on  that. 

Rack,  Long  since.  We  only  stood  till  yoa 
shook  off  your  sadness. 

Mcr.  tor  which  we  were  fain  to  go  a  begging, 
sir. 
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Old,  Now  I  can  read  the  justice  of  my  fate, 
and  voore— 

Clack,  Ha!  Justice?  Are  thej  handling  of 
justice? 

OUL  But  more  applaud  great  Providence  in 
both. 

Clack,  Are  they  jeering  of  Justices?  I  watch'd 
for  that. 

Hear,  Ay,  so  methought:  no,  sir,  the  play  is 
done. 

Enter  Scektwell,  Amie,  Oliver,  Mabtin. 

Scent.  See,  sir,  your  niece  presented  to  you. 
[Sprinolove  takei  Amie. 

Clack.  What,  with  a  speech  by  one  of  the 
players? 
Speak,  sir,  and  be  not  daunted ;  I  am  favourable. 

Spring,  Then,  by  your  favour,  sir,  this  maiden 
is  my  wife. 

Clack,  Sure,  you  are  out  o'  your  part ;  that 
is  to  say,  you  must  begin  again. 

Spring.  She's  mine  by  solemn  contract,  sir. 

Clack,  You  will  not  tell  me  that.  Are  not 
you  my  niece  ? 

Amu.  I  dare  not,  sir,  deny  't;  we  are  con- 
tracted. 

Clack,  Nay,  if  we  both  speak  together,  how 
^11  we  bear  one  another  ? 

Mar.  I  must  disprove  the  contract. 

Tal.  That  is  my  part  to  speak. 

Scent,  None  can  disprove  it ;  I  am  witness 
to  it 

Clack.  Nay,  if  we  all  speak, as  I  said 

before. 

Old,  Hear  me  for  all,  then : — ^Here  are  no 
be^rs,  (you  are  but  one,  Patrico)  no  rogues, 
nor  players,  but  a  select  company,  to  fill  this 
bouse  with  mirth :  these  are  my  daughters;  these 


their  husbands ;  and  this  that  bhall  marry  your 
niece,  a  gentleman,  my  son.  I  will  instantly 
estate  him  in  a  thousand  pound  a  year  to  enter- 
tain his  wife,  and  to  their  heirs  ror  ever.  Do 
you  hear  me  now  ? 

Clack.  Now  I  do  hear  you,  and  I  must  hear 
you:  that  is  to  say,  it  is  a  match ;  that  is  to  say 

as  I  said  before. 

Tal.  And  must  I  bear  it  too        Oh' 
Old.  Yes,  tbo'  you  whine  your  eyes  out. 
Hear,  Nephew  Martin,  still  the  child  with  a 
suck-bottle  of  sack.    Peace,  lamb,  and  I'll  find 
a  wife  for  thee. 

Old,  Now,  Patrico,  if  yon  can  quit  your  func- 
tion 
To  live  a  moderate  gentleman.  111  give  you 
A  competent  annuity  for  your  life. 

Pat.  ni  be  witKal  your  faithful  beadsman, 
and  spend  my  whole  life  in  prayers  for  you  and 
yours. 

Clack.  And  now,  clerk  Martin,  give  all  the 
beggars  my  free  pass,  without  all  manner  of  cor- 
rection :  that  is  to  say,  with  a  hey,  get  *em  gone. 
Oliv.  Are  not  you  the  sentleman  that  chal* 
len^d  me,  in  right  of  your  friend  here  ? 
rift.  Your  inspection's  good,  sir. 
Rack.  And  you  the  gentleman  (I  take  it)  that 
would  have  made  begy^ar-sport  with  us  two  at 
once. 

Mer.  For  twelve  pence  a-piece,  sir. 
Oliv.  I  hope  we  are  all  friends.  [niore. 

Spring,  Now,  on  my  duty,  sir.  111  beg  no 
But  your  continual  love,  and  daily  blessing. 

Old.  Except  it  be  at  court,  boy;  where,  if 
ever  I  come,  it  shall  be  to  beg  the  next  fool 
royal's  place  that  falls. 

Spring.  A  begging  epilogue  yet  wou'd  not  be, 
Metbinks,  improper  to  this  comedy. 


EPILOGUE. 


Tbo'  we  are  now  no  beggars  of  the  crew, 
We  count  it  not  a  shame  to  beg  of  you. 
The  Justice  here  has  ^iven  his  Pass  fVee 
To  all  the  rest  unpunish'd ;  only  we 
Are  under  xrensure,  till  we  do  obtain 


Your  suffrages,  that  we  may  bee  again. 
And  often,  in  the  course  we  took  to-day. 
Which  was  intended  for  your  mirth,  a  play; 
Not  without  action,  and  a  little  wit; 
Therefore  we  beg  your  Pass  for  us  and  it. 
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EXPLANATION  OF  THE  CANT  TERMS 


USED    IN    THIS    PLAY. 


jtutem  mort — a  woman  married ;  for  autem,  in 
the  Beggars*  languace,  is  a  church. 

Dekkar's  Belman,  Sign.  £. 

Bien  bowse — good  drink. 

Bingmposf— get  you  hence.  Ibid.      Sign.  N. 

Bieater — ^mutton. 

Bowsing  ken — the  ale-house. 

Casson — beef. 

Clapper  dudgeons — begsars  borti. 

Couch  a  hogshead — lie  down  asleep.  Ibid, 

Crib — the  stomach. 

Crowse — crowse  is  a  nortli-country  word,  signi- 
fying sprightliff  merry.  So,  in  the  third  Pa- 
geant of  The  Chester  Whitsun  Plays,  MSB. 
Harl.  2013. 


cattes  crowse. 


Here  is  a  rotten,  there  a  mouse." 

Also,  in  The  Coarse  North  Country  Proverb : 

"  As  crowse  as  a  new-washen  loose."    S. 

Darkman — the  night. 

Dell — a  young  wench  undebauched. 

Dekkar's  Belman,  Sign.  D  4. 
Doiy— a  strumpet.         Ibid,  Sign.  £. 

Gager-^  quart-pot.         Ibid,  Sij^n.  N. 

Gaii^-a  mouth.  Ibid.  Sign.  N. 

Gentry  co/e'i/eo**— gentleman's  feast. 


Ibid. 


Sign.  N. 


GUutiers — eyes. 
Grunter — pig. 

Harmanheck—h.  constable.  Ibid. 
Ken — a  house.  Ibid. 

Lage — water.  Ibid, 

Lap — porridge. 
Margery  prater — alien.  Ibid. 
Mort — a  woman,  or  wench. 
Nigling — coropanying  with  a  woman. 

Ibid.  Sign.  N 


Sign.  N. 
Sign.  N. 


Pannum — bread. 

Pmtrico — amongst  beggars,  is  their  priest ;  every 
hedge  being  his  pansh;  every  wandering  har- 
lot and  rogue  his  parishioners.  The  service 
is  only  the  marrying  of  couples ;  which  he  does 
in  a  wood,  under  a  tree,  or  in  the  open  field : 
and  the  solemnity  of  it,  says  Dekkar,  is  this: 
— "The  parties  to  be  wedded,  find  out  a 
dead  horse,  or  any  other  beast,  and  standing 
one  on  the  one  side,  and  the  other  on  tlie 
other,  the  Patrico  bids  them  live  together  till 
death  them  part :  and  so,  shaking  bands,  the 
wedding-dinner  is  kept  at  the  next  alehouse 
they  stumble  into ;  where  the  musick  is  no- 
thing but  knocking  with  cannes,  and  their 
dances  none  but  drunken  brawles." 

Peck — meat.  Dekkar's  Belman,  Sign.  N. 

Poplars  qfyarrum — butter  milk. 

Prats — buttocks.  Ibid,  Sign.  N. 

Quarron — the  belly. 

Queer  coroe — a  constable. 

Queer  cuffin — a  justice  of  peace. 

Jltt/^n— the  devil.  Ibid.       ■      Sign.  N. 

Ruff"  peck — bacon.  Ibid.  Sign.  N. 

Rum  boose — wine.  Ibid,  Sign.  N. 

Salmon^-<fT  rather  Salomon,  tlie  Beggars  Oath. 
Ibid,  Sign.  T  S. 

Skew — a  cup.  Ibid.  Sign.  N. 

Skipper — a  bam.  Ibid. 

Stampers — shoes.  Ibid, 

Strummel — straw.  Ibid, 

Tib  of  the  buttery — a  goose. 

Toure — see,  look  out. 

Upright  man — See  a  Description  of  an  Upright 
Man.     Dekkar's  Belman  of  Londou,  C  4. 

Walking  worts — are  older  than  doxies,  and  pro- 
fess themselves  to  be  widows.  See  Dekkar*^ 
Belman,  Sign.  £. 


EDITION. 
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THE 

OLD    COUPLE. 

BT 

THOMAS  MAY,  Ebq, 


DRAMATIS   PERSONiE. 


Sir  Arg£kt    Scrape,   an   old  covetous   rich 

Knight. 
Babtbworm,  an  old  nuserly  Niggard, 
Mr  Freeman. 

EccEWY,  Sir  Argent  Scrape's  Nephew. 
EupHUEs,  (Freeman's  Nep/iew,)  Scudmore's 

Friend. 
Theodore,  Earthworm's  virtuous  Son, 
ScuDMORE,  supposed  to  be  slain  btf  Eugent. 
FfcDiTFUL,  the  Lady  CovET^s  Chaplain  (Scud- 

voRE  disguised.) 
Barkit. 
Dotterel,  a  Gull,  married  to  Xa((y  Whimsey. 


Trusty,  the  Lady  Covet's  Steward. 
Jasper,  Earthworm's  Servant, 
Three  Neighbours  qf'EjiRTnvroRU*s, 
Officers, 


The  Lady  Covet,  betrothed  to  Sir  Argxnt 

Scrape. 
Matilda,  (Earthworm's  ^ec«,)  Scudmorc** 

Love* 
Artemia,  (Freeman's  Daughter,)  Eugbny's 

Lave. 
The  Lady  Whimset,  married  to  Dotterxl. 


ACT  I. 


EVGENY  solus. 


^H'  This  is  the  hour  which  fiur  Artemia 
PwMnis'd  to  borrow  from  all  company. 
And  bless  me  only  with  it;  to  deny 
Her  beauteous  presence  to  all  else,  and  shine 
Pn  me,  poor  me !  Within  thb  garden  here. 
Ibis  happY  garden  once,  while  I  was  happy, 
^  wanted  not  a  free  access  unto  it ; 
Before  my  fatal  and  accursed  crime 
Had  ftbat  these  gates  of  paradise  against  me ; 
when  I,  without  controul,  alone  might  spend 


With  sweet  Artemia  in  Uiese  fragrant  walks 
The  day's  short-deeming  hours;  and  ravish'd, 

hear 
Her  sweet  discourses  of  the  lilly's  whiteness ; 
The  blushing  rose,  blue-mantled  violet. 
Pale  dafibdil,  and  purple  hyacinth  t 
With  all  the  various  sweets  and  painted  glories 
Of  Nature's  wardrobe ;  which  were  all  eclips'd 
By  her  diviner  beauty.    But,  alas ! 
What  boots  the  former  happiness  I  had. 
But  to  increase  my  sorrow  ?  My  sad  crime 
Has  left  me  now  no  eotrance  but  by  stealth. 


.*  This,  dec—Former  editions, 

**  This  happy  gardeD,  once  while  I  was  happy."      S.  P. 
VOL,  III.  2  K 
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When  death  and  danger  dog  my  vent'rous  steps. 
But  welcome  danger,  since  thoQ  find*st  so  fair 
A  recompence,  as  my  Artemia*s  sight. 

Artemia,  Eugent. 

Arl,  And  art  tbon  come,  my  dearest  Eugeny  ? 
Has  thy  tme  love  broke  through  so  many  hazards 
To  visit  me  ?  I  pr*vthee  chide  my  fondness, 
That  did  command  thee  such  a  dangerous  task. 
I  did  repent  it  since,  and  was  in  hope 
Thou  would*st  not  come. 

Eug.  Why  hop*d  Artemia  so  ? 
Wouldsc  thou  not  see  me  then?   Or  can  the 

hazard 
Of  ten  such  lives  as  mine  is,  countervail 
One  glance  of  favour  from  thy  beauteous  eyes  ? 
Art.  Why  dost  thou  use  that  language  to  a 
heart 
Which  is  thy  captive,  Eugeny,  and  lives 
In  nothing  happy  but  in  thee  ? 

Eug.  Ah !  love, 
There  lies  my  greatest  sorrow ;  that  the  storms 
Of  spiteful  fortune,  which  o'erwhelm  my  state. 
Should  draw  thy  constant  goodness  to  a  suiTring : 
A  goodness  worthy  of  the  happiest  man. 
Art.  Those  storms  of  fortune  will  be  soon 
o'er^blown. 
When  once  thy  cause  shall  be  but  truly  known ; 
That  chance,  not  malice,  wrought  it ;  and  thy 

pardon 
Will  be  with  ease  obtain'd. 

Eug.  It  may  be,  love, 
If  old  Sir  Argent  do  deal  truly  in  it. 
Art.   But  keep  thyself  concealM;   do  not 
rashly 
Venture  two  lives  in  one :  or  when  thou  com*st, 
Let  it  be  still  in  silence  of  the  night. 
No  visitation  then,  or  other  strange 
Unlook'd-for  accident,  can  bar  our  joys. 
The  moon  is  now  in  her  full  orb  :  and  lends 
Securer  light  to  lovers  than  the  sun  : 
Then  only  come.    But  pr'ythee  tell  me,  love, 
llow  do'st  thou  spend  thy  melancholy  time } 

Eug.  Within  the  coVert  of  yon  shady  wood. 
Which  clothes  the  mountain's  rough  and  craggy 

top ;  •  ^ 

A  little  hovel  built  of  boughs  and  reeds 
Is  my  abode :  from  whence  the  spreading  trees 
Keep  out  the  sun,  and  do  bestow  in  lieu 
A  greater  benefit,  a  safe  concealment. 
In  that  secure  and  solitary  place, 
I  give  my  pleas*d  imagination  leave 
To  feast  itself  with  thy  supposed  presence ; 
Whose  only  shadow  brings  more  joy  to  me. 
Than  all  the  substance  of  the  world  beside. 
Art,  Just  so  alone  am  I ;  nay,  want  th|e  pre- 
sence 
Of  mine  own  heart,  which  strays  to  find  out  thee. 
But  who  comes  to  thee  to  supply  thy  wants? 

Eug.  There  Artemia  nanMS  my  happiness ; 
A  happiness,  which,  next  thy  love,  I  hold 
To  be  the  greatest  that  the  world  can  give ; 
And  I  am  proud  to  name  it.    I  do  there 


Enjoy  a  friend,  whose  sweet  society 
Makes  that  dark  wood  a  palace  of  delight ; 
One  stor*d  with  all  that  can  commend  a  man ; 
In  whom  refined  knowledge  and  pure  art. 
Mixing  with  true  and  sound  morality. 
Is  crown'd  with  piety. 

Art.  What  wonder's  this 
Whom  thou  describV  ? 

Eug.  But  I  in  vain,  alas ! 
Do  strive  to  make  with  my  imperfect  skill 
A  true  dissection  of  liis  noble  parts  : 
He  loses,  love,  by  all  that  I  can  say ; 
For  praise  can  come  no  nearer  to  his  worth. 
Than  can  a  painter  with  his  mimick  sun 
Express  the  beauty  of  Hyperion. 
Art,  What  is  his  name  ? 
Eug.  His  name  is  Theodore, 
Rich  Earthworm's  son ;  lately  come  home  from 
travel. 
Art.  Oh  heavens !  bis  son  !  Can  such  a  caidf 
wretch. 
Hated  and  curs'd  by  all,  have  such  a  son  ? 
The  miser  lives  alone,  ahhorr'd  by  all. 
Like  a  disease ;  yet  cannot  so  be  *scap*d  : 
But,  cankeMike,  eats  through  the  p<>or  men's 

hearts 
That  live  about  him  :  Never  has  commerce 
With  any,  but  to  ruin  them ;  his  house 
Inhospitable  as  the  wilderness. 
And  never  look'd  npon,  but  with  a  curse. 
He  hoards,  in  secret  places  of  the  earth, 
Not  only  bags  of  treasure,  but  his  com ; 
Whose  every  grain  he  prizes  'hove  a  life; 
And  never  prays  at  all,  but  tor  dear  years. 
Eug.  For  his  son's  sake,  tread  gently  on  his. 

fame. 
Art.  Oh  !  love,  his  fame  cannot  be  redeemed 
From  obloquy ;  but  thee  I  trust  so  far, 
As  highly  to  esteem  his  worthy  son. 

Eug.  That  man  is  all,  and  more  than  I  hare 
said : 
His  wond'rous  virtues  will  hereafter  make 
The  people  all  forgive  his  father's  ill : 
I  was  acquainted  with  him  long  ago 
In  foreign  parts.    And,  now  I  thinli  oo't,love, 
He'll  be  the  fittest  man  to  be  acquainted 
With  all  our  secrecies,  and  be  a  means 
To  further  us;  and  think  I  trust  his  truth, 
That  dare  so  much  commend  his  worth  to  thee. 
Art.  He  is  my  neighbour  here ;  tliat  bouse  i* 
Earthworm's, 
That  stands  alone,  beside  yon  grove  of  trees : 
And  fear  not,  dearest  love,  Hi  find  a  means 
To  send  for  him  :  do  you  acquaint  him  first. 

[Exeunt. 

EupiiuES,  Dotterel,  Baenet. 

Euph.  Then  shall  I  tell  my  cousin  that  you  are 
A  younger  brother,  Mr  Dotterel  ? 

Lht.  Oh,  yes,  by  any  nieans,  sir. 

Euph.  What's  your  reason  ? 

Dot.  A  crotchet,  sir,  a  crotchet  that  1 1»^- 
Here's  one  can  tell  you  I  have  twenty  of 'em. 
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Bar,  Eapbues,  dusuade  bim  not ;  lie  is  resol  vM 
To  keep  his  birth  and  fortunes  both  conceal'd ; 
Yet  will  her  so,  or  no  way :  He  would  know 
Whether  himself  be  truly  lov'd,  or  no. 
And  not  his  fortunes  only. 

Eupk,  Welly  accesB 
Yoa  ha^e  abeady  ibund ;  pursue  it,  sir; 
Bat  give  me  leave  to  wonder  at  your  way. 
Another  wooer>  to  obtain  his  love, 
Would  put  on  all  his  colours ;  stretch  tT  appear 
At  his  roll  height,  or  n  degree  beyond  it; 
Belye  his  fortunes ;  borrow  what  be  wanted ; 
Not  make  himself  less  than  he  truly  is. 
What  reason  is  there,  that  a  man  possest 
Of  fortunes  large  enough,  that  may  come  boldly 
A  welcome  suitor  to  herself  and  friends, 
And,  ten  to  one,  speed  in  his  suit  the  fair 
And  usual  wa3r ;  should  play  the  fool  and  lose 
His  precious  time  in  sUcn  a  hopeless  wooing  ? 

Dot.  Ahas,  sir,  what  is  a  gentleman's  time  ? 

Bar,  EuphueSy  he  tells  you  true;  there  are 
some  brains 
Can  never  lose  their  time,  whate'er  they  do : 
Yet  I  can  tell  you,  he  has  reiid  some  books. 

Dot.  Do  not  dimrag^  me* 

Bar.  I  warrant  thee ; 
And  in  those  books,  he  says,  he  finds  examples 
Of  greatest  beauties,  that  have  so  been  won. 

Eupk,  Oh !  in  Parismus.  and  the  Knight  o' 
th'Son: 
Are  those  your  authors  ? 

Dot.  Yes,  and  those  Bte  good  ones: 
Why  should  a  man  of  worth,  though  but  a  shep- 
herd. 
Despair  to  get  the  love  of  a  king's  daughter  ? 

Eupk.  1   pr*ythee,  Bamet,  how  hast  thou 
screw'd  up 
This  fool  to  such  a  monstrous  confidence  ? 

Bar,  He  needs  no  screwing  up ;  but  let  him 
have 
His  swing  a  little. 

Eupk,  He  shall  have  it  freely: 
Boi  you  have  seen  your  mistress,  Mr  Dotterel ; 
How  do  you  find  her  ?  coming  ? 

Dot.  that's  all  one, 
I  know  what  I  know. 

Bar.  He  has  already  got 
Some  footing  in  her  fiivour. 

Eupk.  Bur  I  doubt 
He'll  play  the  tyrant ;  make  her  doat  too  long, 
Wear  the  green-sickness  hs  his  livery, 
And  pine  a  year  or  two. 

Dot.  She^s  not  the  first 
That  bas  done  so  for  me. 


Euph,  But  if  yoa  use 
My  cousin  so,  I  shall  not  take  it  well. 

Dot.  Oh,  I  protest  I  have  no  such  meaning,  sir. 
See,  here  she  comes !  the  Lady  Wliimsey  too. 

Enter  Lady  Whimsey,  Artemia. 

X.  Whim.  I  thought,  sweet-heart,  th'  had'st 
wanted  company. 

Art.  Why,  so  I  did ;  yours,  madam. 

L,  Whim,  Had  I  known 
Vour  house  had  been  so  full  of  gallants  now, 
I  would  have  spar'd  my  visit.    Sut  'tis  all  one, 
I  have  met  a  friend  here. 

Euph.  Your  poor  servant,  madam. 

L.  Whim,  I  was  confessing  of  your  cousin  here 
About  th'  affairs  of  love. 

Euph,  *  Your  ladyship,  I  hope,  will  shrieve  her 
gently. 

L,  Whim,  But  I  tell  her 
She  shall  not  thank  me  now  for  seeing  her. 
For  I  have  business  hard-by.    I  am  going 
A  suitor  to  your  old  rich  neighbour  here, 
Earthworm* 

Euph.  A  suitor !    lie  is  very  bard 
In  granting  any  thing,  especially 
If  it  be  money. 

L.  Whim.  Yes,  my  suit's  for  money ; 
Nay,  all  his  money,  and  himself  to  boot. 

Bar.  His  money  would  do  well,  without  him- 
self. 

L.  Whim,  And  with  himself. 

Bar.  Alas !  your  ladyship 
Should  too  much  wrong  your  beauty,  to  bestow  it 
Unon  one  that  cannot  use  it,  and  debar 
More  able  men  their  wishes. 

Euph.  That's  true,  Bamet, 
If  she  should  bar  all  other  men ;  but  that 
Would  be  too  great  a  cruelty. 

Art.  Do  you  bear  my  cousin,  madam  ? 

L.  Whim,  Yes,  be  will  be  heard : 
Raiker  than  fail,  he'll  give  himself  the  hearing. 
But  pr'ythee,  Euphues,  teH  me  plainly  now 
W  hat  thou  dost  think  of  me.    I  love  thy  freeness 
Better  than  any  flattery  in  the  world. 

Euph.  I  think  you  wond*rous  wise. 

X.  Whim,  In  what? 

Euph.  In  that 
That  makes  or  mars  a  woman,  I  mean  lore. 

X.  Whim.  Why,  pr'ythee? 

Euph.  I  think  you  understand  so  well 
What  the  true  use  of  man  is,  that  you'll  ne'er 
Trouble  your  thoughts  witb  care,  or  spoil  your 
beauty 


*  Ywr  ladyship,  I  hope,  wiU  shrieve  her  gentlif--4*  e.  thrive  her,  hear  her  at  confession.    So,  in 
Shakspcare'8  King  Richard  III. 

'*  What,  talking  with  a  priest,  lord  Chamberlain  ? 
Your  lordship  hath  no  thriving  work  in  hand."  S, 

See  also  Note  67  to  Gammer  Gwion's  Needle,  Vol.  I.  p,  118. 
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With  the  green-sickDesSy  to  obtain  a  thing 
Which  you  can  purchase  a  discreeter  way. 

Art.  How  do  you  like  this,  madam  ? 

X.  Whim.  Wond'roas  well; 
Tis  that  I  look'd  for.    But  what  entertainment 
Woald  old  rich  Earthworm  give  us,  do  you  think? 

fiar.  Unless  your  presence,  madam,  could 
infuse 
A  nobler  soul  into  him,  'tis  much  fear*d 
Twould  be  but  mean, 

L,  Whim,  Because  (you'll  say)  he's  coretous : 
Tut  I  I  can  work  a  change  in  any  roan : 
If  I  were  married  to  him,  you  should  see 
What  I  would  make  him. 

Euph,  I  believe  we  should, 
If  cuckolds  horns  were  visible.  [Atide. 

Art.  But  could 
Your  ladyship  be  pleas'd  with  such  a  husband  ? 

X.  Whim,  Who  could  not  well  be  pleasM  with 
such  a  fortune  f 

Art.  Wealth  cannot  make  a  man. 

X.  Whim,  But  his  wealthy  lady,  can  make  a 
woman. 

Euph,  Yet,  I  doubt,  old  Earthworm 
Would  prove  too  subtle  to  be  govem'd  so : 
You'll  nnd  him,  madam,  an  old  crabbed  piece; 
Some  gentle  fool  were  better  for  a  husband. 

Art,  Fie,  cousin,  how  thou  talk'st ! 

X.  Whim,  He's  in  the  right : 
fools  are  the  only  husbands ;  one  may  rule  'em. 
Why  should  not  we  desire  to  use  men  so 
As  they  would  us  ?  I  have  heard  men  protest 
They  would  have  their  wives  silly,  and  notstudy'd 
In  any  thing,  but  how  to  dress  themselves; 
And  not  so  much  as  able  to  write  letters. 
Just  such  a  husband  would  [  wish  to  have ; 
So  qualify'd,  and  not  a  jot  beyond  it; 
He  shoqld  not  have  the  skill  to  write  or  read. 

Art.  What  could  you  get  by  that  ? 

X.  Whim.  I  should  be  sure 
He  could  not  read  my  letters ;  and  for  bonds^ 
When  I  should  have  occasion  to  use  money, 
His  mark  would  serve. 

4rt,  1  am  not  of  your  mind ; 
I  would  not  have  a  fool  for  all  the  world. 

Bar.  No,  fairest  lady,  your  perfections 
None  but  the  wisest  and  the  best  of  men 
Can  truly  find  and  value. 

Dot.  And  I  protest,  lady, 
I  honour  jrou  for  not  loving  a  fool. 

X.  Whim.  You  would  love  a  wife,  it  seems^ 
that  loves  not  you  ? 

iPttph.  A  tart  iest,  Barnet ! 

Bar.  But  he  ^Is  it  not.  [Aiide. 

Euph.  Fie,  Mr  Dotterel,  'tis  not  nobly  done 
In  you,  to  hate  a  fool :  A  generous  spirit 
Wpuld  take  the  weakest  part;  and  fools,  you 

know, 
Are  weakest  still. 

Dot.  Faith,  Mr  Euphues, 
I  must  confess,  I  have  a  generous  spirit ; 
And  do  a  little  sympathize  with  fools : 
I  Wam*d  that  word  from  a  good  honest  man. 


But  hark  you^  cousin  Barnet^  this  same  lady 
Is  a  brave  woman. 

Bar.  Are  you  taken  with  her? 

Dot.  I  love  a  wit  with  all  my  heart. 

Bar.  Tis  well; 
He  is  already  taken  off,  I  see, 
From  fair  Artemia,  or  may  be  soon ; 
Upon  this  t'other  I  may  build  a  fortune  [Aside, 

Euph,  But,  madam,  if  yo«ir  ladyship  would 
marry 
Upon  those  terms,  'twere  better  that  you  took 
Old  Earthworm's  son. 

X.  Whim.  Has  he  a  son,  I  pr'y  thee  ? 

Euph,  Yes,  lately  come  from  travel,  as  they 
say. 
We  have  not  seen  him  yet;  he  has  kept  close 
Since  his  arrival ;  people  give  him  out 
To  be  his  fatlier's  own. 

X.  WMm.  Nay,  then  I  swear 
I'll  none  of  him ;  if  he  be  covetous. 
And  voung,  I  shall  be  troubled  too  long  with  hint : 
I  had  rather  have  the  old  one. 

Art,  Here's  my  father. 

Enter  Mr  Freeman. 

Free.  Health  to  this  good  society ;  I  am  sorry 
That  my  |jOor  house  must  not  to-day  enjoy 
The  happiness  to  entertain  you  all. 
We  are  invited  to  th'  old  Lady  Covet's ; 
And  thither  must  our  company  remove. 

X.  Whim.  Sir,  I'll  be  goveru'd  by  you.    I  was 
bold 
To  come  and  see  Mrs  Artemia. 

Free.  She*s  much  beholden  to  your  ladyship 
For  doing  her  that  honour. 

Euph.  Tell  me,  uncle; 
I  hear  Sir  Argent  Scrape  is  at  her  house. 

Free.  Nephew,  'tis  true;  and,  which  thou'lt 
wonder  at, 
That  marriage,  which  we  talk'd  of  as  a  jest. 
In  earnest  now's  concluded  of;  and  shall 
To-morrow  morning  be  solemnized. 

Euph.  Betwixt  Sir  Argent,  and  the  Lady  Covetj 
I  do  not  think  it  strange;  there's  but  one  hedge 
Has  a  long  time  divided  them ;  I  mean. 
Their  lurge  estates;   and  'tis  th'  estate  that 
marries. 

Free.   But  is't  not  strange;   nay,  most  un- 
natural ; 
And  I  may  say  ridiculous,  for  tliose  years 
To  marry,  and  abuse  the  ordinance; 
My  Lady  Covet  is,  at  least,  fourscore ; 
And  he,  this  year,  is  foui'score  and  fifteen ; 
Besides,  he  has  been  bed-rid  long,  and  lame 
Of  both  his  feet, 

Euph,  Uncle,  he's  not  too  old 
To  love ;  I  mean,  her  money ;  and  in  tba^ 
The  chiefest  end  of  marriage  is  fulfiU'd : 
He  will  increase  and  multiply  his  fortunes; 
Increase,  you  know,  is  the  true  end  of  marriai^e. 

Free,  They  have  already  almost  the  whole 
cpuntry. 
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Eupb.  Bojt  joa  shall  tee  how  now  thevll  pro- 

Free.  Is  such  a  marriage  lawful  ?  •    [pagate. 

Euph.  Ah  !  good  uncle, 
Dispute  not  that,  the  church  has  nought  in  this ; 
Their  lawyer  is  the  priest  that  marries  them ; 
The  banns- of  matrimony  are  the  indentures; 
The  bounds  and  land-marks  are  the  ring  that 
joins  them. 

Art.  Eiot  there's  no  love  at  all. 

Eupk,  YeSy  pretty  cousin. 
If  thou  art  read  in  amorous  books,  thou*lt  find 
That  Cupid's  arrow  has  a  eolden  head ; 
And  'twas  a  golden  shaft  tnat  wounded  them. 

Free,  Well  thither  we  must  go;  but,  pr*y thee, 
nephew. 
Forbear  thy  jesting  there. 

Euph,  I  warrant  you; 
rU  flatter  the  old  lady,  and  persuade  her 
How  well  she  looks :  Bui  when  they  go  to-bed, 
111  write  their  epitaph. 

Free,  How,  man !  their  epitaph  ? 
Their  epithalamium,  thou  mean'st. 

Euph,  No,  sirs, 
0?er  their  marriage-bed  I'll  write  tlieir  ages; 
And  only  say.  Here  lies  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
Together  with  his  wife,  the  Lady  Covet. 
And  whosoever  reads  it,  will  suppose 
The  place  to  be  a  tomb,  no  marriage-bed. 

L,  Whim,  How  strangely  thou  art  taken  with 
this  wedding, 
Before  thou  see'st  it  l 

Euph.  And  then,  let  me  see. 
To  fit  them  for  an  Hymenaeal  song; 
Instead  of  those  so  high  and  spirited  strains, 
Which  the  old  Grecian  lovers  us'd  to  sing, 
When  lusty  bridegrooms  rifled  maiden-heads, 
ni  sing  a  auiet  dirge ;  and  bid  them  sleep 
In  peaceful  rest ;  '  and  bid  the  clothes,  instead 
Of  earth,  lie  gently  on  their  aged  bones 


Free.  Thou'lt  ne'er  have  done.     Well  gal- 
lants, 'tis  almost 
The  time  that  calls  us :  I  roust  needs  be  gone. 
L.  Whim,  We'll  wait  upon  you,  sir. 
Free,  Your  servant,  madam. 

[I^eunt  Lady  Whimsey,  Freeman, 
Dotterel,  and  Barnet. 
Art,  Stay,  cousin,  I  have  a  request  to  thee. 
Euph.  Thou  canst  not  fear  that  I'll  deny  it 
thee: 
Speak  it,  'tis  done. 

Art.  Why  then,  in  short,  'tis  this  : 
Old  Eartliworm,  cousin,  has  a  son,  they  say. 
Lately  come  home ;  his  name,  as  I  have  lieaixl, 
Is  Theodore. 

Euph,  Yes,  I  have  heard  of  him. 
Art,  I  would  intreat  you,  by  some  means  or 
other; 
To  draw  him  hither;  I'd  fain  speak  with  him  : 
Ask  not  the  cause,  but  do  what  I  request: 
You  may  hereafter  know. 

Euph,  Well,  I'll  not  question't. 
But  bring  him  hither,  though  I  know  him  not. 
Art,  Cousin,  fnrewel ;  I  shall  be  look'd  fo^ 
straight.  [Exit  Arteiiia. 

Manet  Euphues. 

Euph.  Rich  Earthworm's  son!  why,  in  the 
•  name  of  wonder. 

Should  it  be  her  desire  to  speak  with  him  ? 
She  knows  him  not:  Well,  let  it  be  a  riddle; 
I  have  not  so  much  wit  as  to  expound  it ; 
Nor  yet  so  little,  as  to  lose  iny  thoughts. 
Or  study  to  find  out,  what  the  no  reason 
Of  a  young  wench's  will  is :  Should  I  guess, 
I  know  not  what  to  think ;  she  may  have  heard 
That  he's  a  proper  man,  and  so  desire 
To  satisfy  herself?    What  reason  then 


3 and  UA  the  eUihea,  instead 

(Jfearthf  lie  gently  on  their  aged  6oii«t— -«] — ^These  lines  seem  a  parody  on  the  following  one  ii^ 
Benducoy  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  A.  4.  S.  3 : 

*' Ue  lightly  on  my  asheSy  gentle  earth.*' 

The  time  when  Prior  wrote  his  beautiful  Ode  to  the  memory  of  Colonel  George  Villiers,  drowned 
ia  the  river  Piava,  in  the  county  of  Fiuli,  1703,  is  so  near  tbeperiod  in  which  Mr  Pope  composed  his 
ficgy  to  tiie  memory  of  an  unfortunate  lady,  that  it  is  diflocult  to  say  which  of  these  great  men 
borrowed  fh>m  the  other.  It  appears  certain,  however,  that  one  of  them,  in  the  following  lines,  was 
indebted  to  his  friend,  unless  it  can  be  supposed,  that  both  of  them  were  obliged  to  the  above  line  of 
Beaomont  and  Fletcher.    Prior  says : 


"  Lay  the  dead  hero  graceful  in  a  grave 
(The  only  honour  he  can  now  receive ;) 
And  fragrant  mould  upon  his  body  throw  ; 
And  plant  the  warrior  laurel  o'er  his  brow  : 
l^ght  lie  the  earth ;  and  flourish  green  the  bough.** 

Mr  Pope  writes  thus : 

'<  What  tho'  no  sacred  earth  allow  thee  room,   . 
Nor  lia]low*d  dirge  be  mntter'd  o^er  thy  tomb ; 
Yet  shall  thy  grave  with  rising  flow'rs  be  drest. 
And  thy  green  turf  Ue  lightly  on  thy  breatt." 


] 
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Can  she  atledge  to  bim  ?   Tut,  that's  not  it ; 
Her  beauty,  and  larte  dower,  need  not  to  seek 
Out  any  suitors:  and  the  odious  name 
Of  his  old  wretched  father  would  quite  choke  it : 
Or  have  some  tattling  gossips,  or  the  maids. 
Told  her  perchance  that  he  s  a  conjurer  ? 
He  goes  in  black ;  they  say  he  is  a  scholar; 
Has  been  beyond  sea  too :  there  it  may  lie : 
And  he  mast  satisfy  her  longing  thought, 
What,  or  how  many  husbands  she  shall  have ; 
Of  what  degree,  upon  what  night  she  shall 


Dream  of  the  roan;  ^when  she  shall  fast,  and 
In  the  churchyard,  to  see  him  passing  by,  [walk 
Just  in  those  clothes  that  first  he  comes  a  suitor: 
These ihings  may  be.  But  why  should  she  make  me 
To  be  her  instrument?  Some  of  the  men, 
Or  maids,  might  do't  as  well.  Well,  since  yon  hare 
Us*d  me,  fair  cousin,  I  will  sound  your  drifts, 
Or*t  shall  so  hard.  The  fellow  may  abuse  her; 
Therefore  I'll  watch  him  too,  and  straight  about 
But,  now  I  think  on*c,  111  solicit  hmi  [it : 

By  letter  first,  and  meet  htm  afterward.  [£j»/. 


ACT  n. 


Earthworm,  TnEonoBE. 

Earth.  I  do  not  more  rejoice  in  all  my  stores. 
My  wealthy  bags,  fill'd  garners,  crouded  chests, 
And  all  the  envy'd  heaps  that  I  have  glean*d. 
With  so  long  care  and  labour ;  than  I  do 
In  thy  most  frugal  nature,  Theodore, 
Concurring  just  with  mine  :  In  tl)ee,  my  son, 
I  see,  methmks,  a  perpetuity 
Of  all  the  projects  which  my  soul  has  hatch*d. 
And  their  rich  fruits.     I  see  ray  happiness, 
When  I  consider  what  great  hoards  of  wealth, 
With  long  care  rak'd  together,  I  have  seen 
Even  in  a  moment  scattered ;  when  I  view 
The  gaudy  heirs  of  thriving  aldermen 
Fleetmg,  like  short  liv*d  bubbles,  into  air; 
And  all  that  fire  expiring  in  one  blaze, 
That  was  so  long  a  kindling.    But  do  thou, 
Do  thou,  my  son,  go  on,  and  crow  in  thrift; 
It  is  a  virtue  that  rewards  itself. 
'Tis  matterless,  in  goodness  who  excels : 
He  that  hath  coin,  hath  all  perfections  else. 

Theod.  Sir,  I  am  wholly  yours ;  and  never  can 
Degenerate  from  your  frugality  : 
Or,  if  my  nature  did  a  little  stray. 
Your  good  example  would  direct  it  still, 
Till  it  weregrown  in  me  habitual. 

Earth.  Twill  be  a  greater  patrimony  to  thee 
Than  all  my  wealth :  Strive  to  be  perfect  in't; 
Study  the  rules :  one  rule  is  general ; 
And  that  is.  Give  away  nothmg,  son  ; 
For  thrift  is  like  a  journey ;  everv  gift. 
Though  ne'er  so  small,  is  a  step  back  again. 
He  that  would  rise  to  riches  or  renown, 
Must  not  regard  though  he  pull  millions  down. 


Theod.  That  lesson,  sir,  is  easy  to  be  leam'd. 

Earth.  Laugh  at  those  fools  that  arc  ambitious 
Of  empty  air;  to  be  stil'd  liberal ! 
That  sell  their  substance  for  the  breath  of  others^ 
And  with  the  flattering  thanks  of  idle  drones 
Are  swelled,  while  their  solid  parts  decay. 
What  clothes  to  wear,  the  6rst  occasion 
Of  wearing  clothes,  will  teach  a  wise  man  best, 

Theod.  True,  sir;  it  teacheth  us  how  vain  a 
thing 
It  is  for  men  to  take  a  pride  in  that, 
Wliich  was  at  first  the  emblem  of  their  shame. 

Earth.  Thou  hit'st  it  right;  but  can'st  tliou  h% 
content 
With  my  poor  diet  too  ? 

Theod.  Oh,  wondVous  well ! 
TwHS  such  a  diet  which  that  happy  age, 
That  poets  stile  the  golden,  first  did  use. 

Earth.  And  such  a  diet,  to  our  chests  wiU 
bring 
The  golden  age  again. 

Theod.  Beside  the  gain 
That  flows  upon  us,  health  and  liberty 
Attend  on  these  bare  meals :  if  all  were  blest 
With  such  a  temperance,  what  man  would  fawn. 
Or  to  his  belly  sell  his  liberty  ? 
There  would  be  then  no  slaves,  no  sycophants 
At  great  roen*s  tables.     *  If  the  base  Sarmentus, 
Or  that  vile  Galba,  had  been  thus  content, 
They  had  not  borne  the  scofls  of  Caesar's  board. 
He  whose  cheap  thirst  the  springs  and  brooks 

can  quench. 
How  many  cares  is  he  exempted  from  ? 
He's  not  indebted  to  the  merchant's  toil, 


* whai  ikeihaUfatt,  Sec. — ^These  customs  are  still  preserved  by*  the  inferior  ranks  of  females 

in  different  parts  of  the  kingdom.  Among  others,  they  frequently  fast  on  Saint  Agnes*-eve,  and  at 
the  same  time  make  use  of  several  singular  rites  and  ceremonies ;  all  which  are  described  and  ridi- 
culed in  Gay's  comedy  of  The  IVife  of  Baih*  See  also^  Brand's  ObtenxOvrnM  on  TpvpuUtr  Antwmi^ 
1777,  p.  387. 

5 ^the  Imae  Sarmentns, 

Or  thai  vile  Galba,  S^c. 

" quae  nee  Sarmmtua  iniquas 

Caesaris  ad  mensas,  nee  viiis  Galbu  tulisset."    Juv.  Sii^  VI.      S. 


Mat.] 


THE  OLD  COUPLE. 


Nor  fears  that  pirates'  fbrce^  or  storms,  should 

roh  him 
Of  rich  Canaries,  or  sweet  Caodian  wines: 
He  smellsy  nor  seeks,  no  feast ;  but  in  lus  own 
True  strength  contracted  lives ;  and  there  enjoys 
A  mater  freedom  than  the  Parthian  king. 
Earth,  Thoa  mak'st  roe  more  in  love  with  my 

blest  life. 
Tkeod.  Besides,  pure  chearful  heakh  ever  at- 
tends it ; 
Which  made  the  former  ages  live  so  lonj;. 
With  riotous  banquets  sicknesses  came  ui ; 
When  death  'gan  muster  all  his  dismal  band 
Of  pale  diseases,  such  as  poets  feign 
Keep  cenUoel  before  the  gates  of  hell, 
And  bade  them  wait  about  the  gluttons  tables; 
Whom  they,  like  venom*d  pills,  in  sweetest  wines 
Dec^'d,  swaMow  down,  and  hasten  on 
(What  most  they  would  eschew)  untimely  death. 
Bat  from  our  tables  here,  no  painful  surfeits, 
No  fed  diseases,  grow,  to  strangle  nature 
And  suffocate  the  active  braui;  no  fevers, 
No  apoplexies,  palsies,  or  catarrhs 
Are  here ;  where  nature,  not  enticM  at  all 
With  such  a  dangerous  bait  as  pleasant  cates, 
Takes  in  no  more  than  she  can  govern  welL 
Earth.  But  that  which  is  the  greatest  com- 
fort, son. 
Is  to  observe,  with  pleasure,  our  rich  hoards 
Daily  increase,  and  stuff  the  swelling  bags. 
Come,  thou  art  mine,  I  see !   Here,  take  these 
keys.  [Givet  Theojdore  the  keys. 

These  keys  oan  shew  thee  such  amazieg  plenty, 
Whose  very  sight  would  feed  a  famiah'd  country. 
I  durst  not  trust  my  servants. 

Theod,  Me  you  may, 
W.ho  equal  with  my  life  do  prize  your  profit. 
Earth.  Well,  TU  go  in;  I  feel  myself  half 
sleepy,  • 

After  the  dnnk  I  took.  [Exit, 

Tkeod,  TwiH  do  you  good,  sir. 
I     Work  sweetly,  gentle  cordial !  and  restore 
Those  spirits  again,  which  pining  avarice 
Has  'reft  him  of.    Ah  me  !  how  wond'rous  thin. 
How  lean  and  wan  he  looks !   How  much,  alas ! 
Has  he  defrauded  his  poor  genius. 
In  raking  wealth,  while  the  pale  grisly  sighs 
Of  fWnine  dwell  upon  his  aged  cheeks. 
Oh  Avarice !  than  thee,  a  greater  plague 
Did  ne'er  infest  the  life  of  wretched  man ! 
Heaven  aid  my  work  I    That  rare  extractbn 
Which  he  has  drank,  beside  the  nourishment. 
Will  cast  him  in  a  safe  and  gentle  sleep, 
While  I  have  liberty  to  work  my  ends ; 
And,  with  his  body's  cure,  a  means  1*11  find 
To  core  his  fame,  and,  which  is  more,  his  mind. 
Jasper! 

Enter  Jasper. 

J«.  Sir! 

Tkeod.  Are  those  disguises  ready 
Which  I  bespoke? 
/«.  They  are  all  ^ted,  sir. 


Thtod.  Then,  at  the  hour  which  I  appointed 
thee,  '^'^ 

Invite  those  people,  Jasper ;  but  be  true 
And  secret  to  me. 

Jos,  As  your  own  heart,  sir. 

Theod,  take  this.    I  will  reward  thy  service 
better. 
As  soon  as  these  occasions  are  dispatched. 

Jos,  I  tliank  you,  sir.    I  have  a  letter  for  you. 
Left  here  but  now,  from  Mr  Euphues, 
Old  Mr  Freeman's  nephew. 

Theod  Give  it  me, 
I  will  anon  perase  it ;  but  my  haste 
Permits  not  now :  Eugeoy  waits  my  coming. 

r      T  1-,       . .        ,.  I^*'  Theodoee. 

Jos,  I  like  this  well:  yet  it  I  should  prove 
false 
To  my  old  master,  for  my  young  master's  sake 
Who  can  accuse  me  ?    For  the  reason's  plain,  ' 
And  very  palpable;  I  feel  it  here: 
This  will  buy  ale ;  so  will  not  all  the  boards 
Which  my  old  master  has.     His  raonev  serves 
For  nothing  but  to  look  upon;  but  this 
Knows  what  the  common  use  of  money  is. 
Well,  for  my  own  part,  I'm  resolv'd  to  do 
Whatever  he  commands  me:  he's  too  honest 
To  wrong  his  father  in  it :  if  he  should. 
The  worst  would  be  his  own,  another  day.  [Exit, 
EuGENY  solus. 

Eug.  Just  thus,  in  woods  and  solitary  caves 
The  ancient  hermits  liv'd ;  but  they  liv'd  happy » 
And,  in  their  quiet  contemplations,  found        ' 
More  real  comforts  than  society 
Of  men  could  yield ;  than  cities  could  afford  • 
Or  all  the  lustres  of  a  court  could  give :        ' 
But  I  have  no  such  sweet  preservatives 
Against  the  sadness  of  this  desart  place. 
I  am  myself  a  greater  wilderness 
Than  are  these  woods,  where  horror  and  dismay 
Make  their  abodes:  while  different  passions 
By  turns  do  reign  in  my  distracted  soul. 
Fortune  makes  this  conclusion  general; 
All  things  shall  help  th'  unfortunate  ma'n  to  fall. 
First,  Sorrow  comes,  and  tells  me  I  have  done 
A  crime,  whose  foulness  must  deserve  a  sea 
Of  penitent  tears,  to  wash  me  clean  again. 
Then  Fear  steps  in,  and  tells  me,  if  surpriz'd 
My  wretched  life  is  forfeit  to  the  law.  ' 

When  these  have  done,  enters  the  tyrant  Love 
And  sets  before-mc  the  fair  Artemia ;  ' 

Displays  her  virtues  and  perfections; 
Tells  nae  that  all  those  graces,  all  those  beauties. 
Suffer  for  me,  for  my  unhappiness; 
And  wounds  me  more  in  her,  than  in  myself. 
Ah,  Theodore !  would  I  could  ever  sleep 
But  wlien  thou  com'st;  for  in  myself  I  find 
No  drop  of  comfort!— Welcome,  dearest  frieqd ! 
Enter  Theodore. 

Theod.  Pardon  the  slowness  of  my  visit,  friend; 
For  such  occasions  have  deuin'd  me  hence. 
As,  if  thou  knew'st,  I  know  thou  would'at  excuse. 
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Ettg.  I  must  confess,  I  thought  the  hours  too 
But  the  fruition  of  thy  presence  now  [long ; 
Makes  me  forget  it  all. 

Theod,  Collect  thyself, 
Thou  droop'st  too  much,  my  dearest  Eugeny, 
And  art  too  harsh  and  sour  a  censurer 
Of  that  uuhappy  crime,  which  thou  wert  forc*d 
Lately  to  act.    I  did  allow  in  thee 
That  lawful  sorrow  that  was  fit ;  hut  let 
Well-grounded  comforts  cure  thee.    Nought  ex- 
treme 
Is  safe  in  man. 

Eug,  Tis  time  must  work  that  cure. 

Theod.  But  why  thy  pardon  is  not  yetobtain*d, 
Let  ine  he  free  in  my  conjectures  to  thee. 

Eug.  Speak,  friend,  as  to  thyself. 

Theod.  Sir  Ai^ent  Scrape, 
Your  old  rich  kinsman,  who  to-morrow  morning 
Is  to  be  married  to  the  Lady  Covet 

Eug,  Is  that  match  come  about?  Oh,  avarice ! 
What  monsters  thou  begett*st  in  this  vile  age ! 

Theod.  Sir  Argent  Scrape,  I  say,  is  next  heir 
male, 
On  whom  thy  whole  estate  vras  long  ago 
Entaird. 

Eug,  Tis  true. 

Theod.  He  must  inherit  it,  should  thy  life  fail. 

Eug.  Tis  granted. 

Theod.  Then,  friend,  hear, 
What  not  a  bare  conjecture,  but  strong  grounds 
Move  me  to  utter.    Think  upon  that  word 
Thou  spok'st  so  lately :  Thuik  what  avarice 
Can  make  her  bondmen  do ;  that  such  a  price 
As  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  year,  will  make 
Him  labour,  not  thy  pardon,  but  thy  death. 

Eug,  Can  there  be  such  a  miscreant  in  nature? 

Theod,  I  should  not  think  so,  if  I  weigh'd  him 
only 
As  he's  thy  kinsman.    I  have  beeu  informed, 
He  labours  under^hand  to  apprehend  thee. 
Just  at  the  assizes  now,  and  has  laid  plots 
To  stop  all  pardons,  which  in  that  short  time 
Might  be  procured,:  and  then  what  bribes  may  do. 
In  hastenms  execution,  do  but  consider. 
If  this  be  false,  some  courtiers  have  abus'd 
His  fame :  And  pardon  me,  my  dearest  friend, 
If  I  suspect  the  worst,  for  fear  of  tliee. 

Eug.  When  I  consider  what  accurst  effects 
Proceed  from  wretched  avarice,  I  begin 
To  feel  a  fear. 

Theod.  This  very  age  hatl)  given 
Horrid  examples  lately.    Brothers  have  been 
Detr.»y*d  by  brothers,  in  that  very  kind : 
Wlicn  pardons  Imve  been  got  by  the  next  heirs. 
They  have  arrived  too  late.    No  tie  so  near, 
No  band  so  sacred,  but  the  cursed  hunger 
Of  guld  has  broke  it,  and  made  wretcheid  men 
To  fly  from  nature,  mock  religion. 
And  trample  under  feet  the  holiest  laws. 

Eug.  lie  has  been  ever  noted  for  that  vice ; 
Which,  with  his  age,  has  still  grown  stronger  in 
him.  [last 

Theod,  Ah,  Eugeny !  bow  happy  were  that 


Age  of  a  man,  when  ong  experience 
Has  taught  him  knowledge,  taught  him  tempe- 
rance. 
And  freed  him  from  so  many  loose  desires. 
In  which  rash  youth  is  plung'd,  were  LOt  this 

vice — 
But  hark,  hark,  friend !  what  ravishing  sound  is 
that? 
Eug,  Ha !  wond'rous  sweet !  'tis  from  th'  ad- 
joining thicket. 

SONG. 

Thit  it  not  the  Eli/tian  grove ; 
Nor  can  I  meet  wty  slaughtered  hve 
Within  these  shndes,    OmCy  Death,  and  be 
At  last  as  merciful  to  me. 
As  in  my  dearest  Scudtnor^sfali^ 
Thou  shewd^st  thyself  tyrannical. 
Then  did  I  die  when  he  was  slain : 
^ut  kill  me  now,  I  live  again : 
And  shall  go  meet  him  in  a  grove. 
Fairer  than  any  here,  above. 

Oh  !  let  this  woful  breath  expire  ! 
Why  should  I  wish  Evadn^sfirCy 
Sad  Portia's  coals,  or  Lucrec^  ^*ia/(*. 
To  rid  me  of  a  loathed  life  f 
^Tis  shame  enough  that  grief  alone 
Kills  me  not  now,  when  thvu  art  gone  ! 
But,  life,  since  thou  art  slow  to  go, 
I'll  punish  thee  for  lasting  so  ; 
And  make  thee  piece^meal  every  day 
Dissolve  to  tears,  and  melt  awmf, 

Theod,  Ah,  Eugeny !  some  heavenly  nymph 
descends 
To  make  thee  inusick  in  these  desert  woods ; 
To  quench,  or  feed,  thy«baleful  melancholy; 
It  is  so  sweet,  I  could  almost  believe. 
But  that  'tis  sad,  it  were  an  angel's  voice. 

Eug.  What,  in  the  name  of  miracle,  is  this? 

Theod.  Remove  not  thou ;  I'll  make  discovery 
Within  this  thicket. 

Eug,  Ha !  what  means  thy  wonder  ? 
What  dost  thou  see  ? 

Theod,  I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee : 
Now  I  could  wish  myself  im  be  all  eves. 
As  erst  all  ears.     I  see  a  shape  as  fair. 
And  as  divine,  as  was  the  voice  it  sent ; 
But  clouded  all  with  sorrow :  a  fair  woman, 
If  by  a  name  so  mortal  I  may  term  her. 
In  such  a  sorrow  sate  the  Queen  of  Love, 
When  in  the  wood  she  waiPd  Adonis'  death; 
And,  from  her  crystal-dropping  eyes,  did  pay 
A  lover's  obsequy. 

Eug.  Let  me  come  near. 

Theod,  Sure,  black  is  Cupid's  colour:  Deadi 
and  he 
Have  changed  their  liveries  now,  as,  in  the  fable. 
They  did  their  quivers  once. 

Eug.  Ah  !  woe  is  me! 

Twod,  What  meant  that  woe  ^ 
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'Eug.  Ah,  Theodore !  my  guilt 
Pursaes  me  to  the  woods !  No  place  can  keep 
The  monuments  of  my  misdeeds  away. 

TheoiL  I  understand  you  not. 

Evg.  It  is  Matilda, 
The  slaughter'd  Scudmore*s  love,  his  virtuous 

love; 
Whose  life  by  me,  unhappily,  was  spilt. 
The  sad  melodious  ditty,  which  so  late 
Did  pierce  our  ravish*d  ears,  was  but  the  note 
Of  this  fair  turtle  for  her  slaughter*d  mate: 
In  which,  perchance,  amidst  her  woes,  she  sends 
Black  curses  up  against  my  -spotted  self: 
Bat  I  with  prayers  and  blessings  will  repay 
Whatever  thon  vent'st  'gainst  me.    Oh !  do  -not 

wish 
More  wretchedness  to  my  distracted  soul 
Than  I  alread;^  feel !  sad  si^hs  and  tears 
Are  all  the  satisfaction  that  is  left 
For  me  to  make  to  thy  dead  love  and  thee. 

Theod.  Those  lips  can  vent  no  curses ;  'twould 
takeoff 
Much  from  tlie  sweetness  of  her  virtuous  sorrow. 
Where  lives  this  lovely  maid  ? 

Eug,  In  the  next  village. 

Theod.  Has  she  a  father  living  ? 

Evg,  No,  friend ;  he  died 
When  she  was  in  her  infancy.    Her  mother, 
Two  years  ago  deceas'd,  and  left  her  all 
The,  substance  that  she  had ;    which  was  not 

But  does  maintain  her.    la  that  little  house, 

E*er  since  this  fatal  accident,  she  lives 

A  miracle  of  truth  and  constancy. 

Wailing  her  loves ;  and  now,  it  seems,  was  come 

To  vent  her  woftil  passions  to  the  woods. 

Theod,  How  happy  had  he  been  in  such  a  love. 
If  fate  had  spared  his  life !  But  he  is  dead  ; 
And  time  at  last  may  wear  this  sorrow  off,  [Aside. 
And  make  her  relish  the  true  joys  of  love. 
But  why  do  I  thus  wander  in  my  thouj^hts  ? 
This  passion  must  be  curb'd  in  the  beginning : 
Twill  prove  too  stubborn  for  me,  if  it  grow. 

Eug,  Come,  let  us  to  my  cave,  as  we  in^ 
tended, 
£re  this  sad  object  stay'd  us. 

Theod.  Sad  indeed; 
Believe  me,  friend,  I  suffer  with  thee  in  it : 
Bat  we  were  wounded  in  two  different  kinds. 
Come,  Jet's  be  gone ;  though — I  could  still —  j 
dwell  TCre.  [Exeunt.  I 


Enter  Matilda.  v 

Mai,  Methought  I  heard  a  noise  within  the 
wood ; 
As  if  men  taik'd  together,  not  fisir  off; 
But  could  discover  none.    ^  The  time  has  been. 
In  such  a  solitary  place  as  tliis, 
I  sliould  have  trembled  at  each  moving  leaf; 
But  sorrow,  and  my  miserable  state, 
Have  made  me  bold.    If  there  be  savages, 
That  live  by  rapine  in  such  woods  as  these, 
As  I  have  heard  in  ancient  times  there  were, 
My  wretched  state  would  move  their  pity,  rather 
Than  violence.    I'll  confidently  go. 
Guarded  with  nothing  but  my  innocence.  [Exit. 

Enter  Fruitful,  Trusty. 

Fruit.  Come,  master  Steward,  you  have  had 
a  time 
Of  sweating  for  this  wedding. 

Trus.  I  nave  ta*en 
A  little  pains  to-day ;  your's,  Mr  Fruitful, 
Is  yet  to  come:  I  mean  your  sermon. 

Fruit,  Yes,  but  the  pains  are  past ;  and  that's 
the  study. 
But  to  our  business  that  more  concerns  us : 
Is  the  deed  ready  written  that  my  lady 
Must  seal  to-day  ? 

2Vuf.  Do  you  believe  she'll  seal  it  ? 

Fruit.  I  warrant  you;  I  have  so  follow'd  her. 
And  laid  it  to  her  conscience,  that  I  dare 
Hazard  my  life  'tis  done. 

Trus.   Well,  here's  the  deed:    'tis  plainly 
written. 

Fruit.  I'll  peruse  't  anon. 
I  know  the  other  feoffees  are  as  true 
And  honest  men,  as  any  are  i'  th'  world. 

[Exit  Trusty. 

£ii/er  Freeman,  Euphues,  Barnet,  Dot- 
terel, Lady  W^uimsey. 

Free.  Save  you,  Mr  Fruitful ! 

Fruit.  Worthy  Mr  Freeman  ! 

Free,  How  does  my  lady,  sir  ?  I  have  made 
bold 
To  bring  her  company. 

Fruit.  Please  3;ou  draw  near,  sir ; 
I  will  go  up  and  signify  unto  my  hwly 
That  you  are  here.  [Exit  Fruitful. 

Bar.  What's  he  ?  her  chaplain,  Euphues  f 

Euph,  Oh,  yes. 


ThetimehaMbeeny&cSOfMaiAeth,  A.5.  S.5: 


'*  I  have  almost  forgot  the  taste  of  fears : 
The  time  has  been^  my  senses  would  have  cooM 
To  hear  a  night-shriek ;  and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  &mal  treatise  rouse,  and  stir 
As  life  were  in't.    I  have  supt  fall  with  horrors  I 
Direness,  familiar  to  my  slaughterous  thoughts, 
Cannot  once  start  me." 
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L,  Whim,  She  uses  praying  then^  it  seems  ? 
Euph,  Yes,  madaniy  and  fasting  too ;  but  gives 

no  alms. 
X.  ITAtm.  Cannot  he  teach  her  that  ? 
Eupk,  Tis  to  be  doabted: 
But  be  has  other  ways,  which  are  far  safer ; 
To  speak  a^inst  the  fashion ;  against  painting 
Or  foniication.    If  he  were  your  chaplatli, 
He  wonld  inreigh  as  much  *gainst  coretousness. 
X.  Whim,  He  would  hurt  me  little  in  that. 

But  has  he  learning  ? 
Euph,  No  surely,  madam ;  he  is  full  of  know- 
ledge. 
But  has  no  learning  at  all :  he  can  expound, 
But  understands  nothing.    One  thing  in  him 
Is  excellent :  Though  he  do  hate  the  bishops. 
He  would  not  make  them  cuilty  of  one  sin. 
Which  was  to  eive  him  orders;  for  he  hates 
Orders  as  much  as  them. 

Free.  Well,  I  have  heard. 
Though  he  came  lately  to  her,  he  has  got 
A  ereftt  hand  over  her ;  and  sways  her  conscience 
Which  wav  be  list. 

Euph,  Uude,  'tis  very  easy 
To  rule  a  thing  so  weak  as  is  her  conscience. 
I'll  undertake,  that  a  twin'd  thread  would  do  it 
As  well  as  a  strong  cable.    If  be  could 
Rule  her  estate  too,  he  would  have  a  place  on't. 
Free,  Why,  that  will  follow  t*  other. 
Eupk.  I  think  not: 
Rather,  her  conscience  follows  her  estate ; 
Oppression  had  not  else  increased  it  so. 
She  wrons'd  a  worthy  friend  of  mine,  young 

Scudmore; 
And,  by  mere  fraud  and  bribery,  took  away 
His  whole  estate ;  five  hundred  pound  a  year. 
Free.  I  must  confess,  'twas  a  foul  cause  in- 
deed; 
And  he,  poor  man,  lack'd  means  to  prosecute 
Tlie  cause  against  her.    But  he  feels  it  not 
At  this  time,  nephew. 

Bar.  Was't  that  Scudroore,  sir,  [man. 

Whom  Eugeny,  Sir  Argent  Scrape*s  young  kins- 
Unfbrtunatelykill'd? 

Free.  The  same.    Well,  let 
All  these  thin^  pass :  we  come  now  to  be  merry. 
X.  Whim,  Let's  cat  up  her  good  cheer :  a 
niggard's  feast 
Is  best,  they  say. 

Dot,  Shall  we  have  wine  good  store  f 
Bar,  Oh !  fear  not  that. 
Vat.  Hold  beUy,  hold,  i'  faith  ! 
Bar.  Yes,  and  brain  too. 
Dot.  Nay,  for  my  brain. 
Let  me  alone;  I  fear  not  that;  no  wine 
Can  hurt'my  brain. 

X.  Whim.  Say  you  so,  Mr  Dotterel?   Why 

such  a  brain  I  love. 
Dot.  Madam,  I  am  plad  I  had  it  for  yo6. 
X.  Whitn,  For  me,  sir  \ 
Dot.  Yes,  lady, 
Tis  at  your  service;  so  is  the  whole  body. 
Did  I  not  tickle  her  there,  old  lad  ? 


Bar,  Yes,  rarely. 

X.  Whim,  Shall  I  presume  to  call  you  servant, 
then? 

Dot.  Oh  lord !   madam !  if  I  were  worthy 
to  be! 

X.  Whim,  Nay,  I  know  you  have  good  court- 
ship, servant: 
Wear  this  for  my  sake.         [Gives  him  a  tcarf. 

Dot.  'TIS  your  livery,  madam« 

Bar.    Well,  th'  art  a  happy  man,  if  thoo 
knew'st  all. 

Euph.  Madam,  I  see  your  ladyship  can  tell 
How  to  make  choice  in  dealing  of  your  favours. 

Dot,    It  pleases  you   to  say  ao,  good  Mr 
Euphues. 

Euph.  Why,  sir,  I  speak  of  the  lady's  judg- 
ment. 

Dot,  "Twas  more  of  her  courtesy  than  mj 
desert. 

Enter  Lady  Covet  on  Cmtcha, 

Euph.  Here  comes  the  lady  bride. 
Free,  Joy  to  your  ladyship  ! 
X.  Cov,  I  thank  you,  sir;  y'  are  very  wel- 
come alL 
Free.  I  have  made  bold  to  bring  my  friends 

alongr 
As  you  commanded,  lady. 
'  X.  Cov.  They  are  most  welcome. 

Euph.   Methinks  vour  ladyship  looks  fresh 
to-day. 
And  like  a  bride  mdeed. 

X.  Cov.  Ah,  Mr  Euphues ! 
You,  I  perceive,  can  flatter. 

Eupn,  Does  your  glass 
Tell  ypu  I  flatter,  madam  ? 

X.  Cat,  Bestow  this 
Upon  youug  maids;  but  let  me  tell  you,  sir. 
Old  folks  may  marry  too.    It  was  ordaiii'd. 
At  first,  to  be  as  well  a  stay  to  age. 
As  to  please  youth.    We  have  our  comforts  too. 
Tliougn  we  be  old. 

Euph.  Madam,  I  doubt  it  not: 
You  are  not  yet  so  old,  but  you  may  have 
Your  comfort  well ;  aud  if  Sir  Argent  Scrape 
Were  but  one  threescore  years  younger  than 
he  is — 

Bar.  What  a  strange  but  thou  mak'st ! 

Euph,  You  would  perceive  it. 

X.  Whim,   Servant,  could  you  find  in  yoor 
heart  to  marry 
Such  an  old  bride  ? 

Dot,  No,  mistress,  I  protest 
I  had  rat'her  have  none. 

X.  Whim.  What  age  would  you  deSire 
To  chuse  your  wife  of  ? 

Dot.  Just  as  old  aS  you  are. 

X.  Whim.  Well,  servant,  I  believe  yon  cm 
dissemble. 

X.  Orv,  Will 't  please  you  to  draw  new?  » 
Ai^enl  stays, 
Expecting  within. 

Free.  Well  wait  upon  you.  [Exeum. 
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Mancnt  Barnet,  Dottereu 

Bar.  To  what  strange  fortune,  friend,  are 
some  men  bom  ? 
I  mean  by  thee ;  surely  when  thou  wert  young. 
The  fairies  dandled  thee. 

Dot,  Why,  pr'ythee,  Bamet  ? 

Bar,  That  ladies  thus  should  doat  upon  thy 
person. 
Dost  thou  not  see  how  soon  the  Lady  Whimsey 
Is  caught  in  love  with  thee  ? 

Dot.  But  is  she,  think'st  thou  ? 

B9r,  Is  she  !   come,  thou  perceiv'st  it  well 
enough; 
What  else  sl^uld  make  her  court  thee,  and 

bestow 
Her  &TourB  openly  ?  And  such  a  lady. 
So  tuU  of  wit  as  she  is  too  !  Would  she 
Betray  the  secrets  of  her  heart  so  for ; 
Bat  that  lore  plays  the  tyrant  in  her  breast. 
And  forces  her  ? 

Dot,  True,  and,  as  thou  sayest,  Bamet, 
She's  a  brare  witty  lady  ;  and  I  love 
A  wit  with  all  my  heart.    What  would  she  say 
If  she  should  know  me  truly ;  that  thus  loves, 
And  thinks  I  am  but  a  poor  younger  brother? 

Bar.  Why  still  the  greater  is  thy  happiness ; 
Thoa  may'st  be  sure  she  loves  thee  traly  now, 
And  not  thy  fortunes. 

Dot.  f las  she  found  me  out. 
For  all  I  sought  to  hide  myself? 

Bat,  The  more  [seen. 

Thjf  worth  appears,  the  more  her  judgment's 


Oh  !  'tis  a  gallant  lady  !  Well,  she  might 
Have  cast  her  eye  on  me,  orEuphues; 
But  'twas  not  our  good  fortune ! 

Dot,  Do  not  despair; 
Some  other  woman  may  love  thee  as  well ; 
Come,  thou  hast  worth,  Bamet,  as  well  as  I. 

Bar,  Nay,  nay,  abuse  not  your  poor  friends ; 
but,  tell  me, 
What  dost  thou  think  of  young  Arteroia  now  ? 

Dot,  Of  her  !  a  foolish  girl,  a  simple  thing ; 
She'd  make  a  pretty  wife  for  me  !  I  confess 
I  courted  her;  but  she  had  pot  the  wit 
To  find  out  what  I  was,  for  all  my  talk. 

Bar,  And  that  was  strange  she  should  not ; 
but 'tis  fate 
That  govems  marriages. 

Dot.  Let  her  repent, 
And  know-wbat  she  hath  lost,  when  'tis  too  late. 
But  dost  thou  think  this  gallant  Lady  Whimsey 
Will  many  me  ? 

Bar,  Mak'st  thou  n  doubt  of  that  ? 
Tis  thy  own  fwult,  boy,  if  thou  hast  her  not. 

Dot,  That  r  protest  it  shall  not  be ;  but,  teH 
me; 
Shall  I  express  my  love  to  her  in  verse 
Or  prose  ? 

Bar,  In  which  you  will. 

Dot,    I  am  alike  at  both  of  them,  indeed. 

Bar.  I  know  thou  art. 

Dot.  Come,  let's  go  in. 

Bar,  Thou  long'st  to  see  thy  mistress  ? 

Dot,  ^  We'll  drink  her  health  in  a  crown'd 
cup,  my  lad.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  m. 


Tbeooo&e,  Neighbours  with  $ackt. 


Theod,  Come,  neighbours,  pray  draw  near; 
niy  fellow  Jasper 
Has  told  you  wherefore  you  were  sent  for  hither. 

Ut  Neigh,  Ay,  I  thank  you,  friend. 

^d  Neigh,  And  my  good  master  too. 

Theod.  My  master,  touch'd  with  sorrow  and 
remorse 
For  that  unhappy  error  of  his  life. 
That  fault  (alas !)  which  by  too  tme  a  name 
Is  termed  misery ;  determmes  now. 
By  deeds  of  tender  charity,  to  make 
fhe  wronged  poor  amends ;  and  to  the  world 
Declare  the  fruits  of  a  reformed  life : 
And  first  jour  pardon,  neighbours,  he  would  beg, 
Aod,  next  to  Heaven,  be  reconcil'd  to  you. 

tit  Neigh,  Now,  blessing  on  his  heart ! 


3d  Neigh.  Good  tender  soul ! 

Sd  Neigh.  I  ever  thought  him  a  right  honest 
roan. 

Theod,  He,  that  before  did  churlishly  engross 
And  lock  those  blessings  up,  which  from  the  hand 
Of  Heaven  were  shower'd  upon  him,  has  at  last 
Found  their  Urue  use;  and  will  henceforth  redeem 
The  former  mispent  time.    His  wealthy  stores 
Shall  be  no  longer  shut  against  the  poor; 
His  bags  seal'd  up  no  longer,  to  debar 
The  course  of  fitting  bouuty.    To  you  all, 
Of  corn  and  money,  weekly  he'll  allow. 
In  recompence,  a  greater  quantity 
By  far,  than  men  of  greater  rank  shall  do : 
Nor  will  he  come  himself  to  take  your  thanks, 
Till,  as  he  says,  he  has  deserv'd  them  better. 
Mean  time,  by  me,  be  pours  his  bounty  forth; 
Which  he  desires  with  greatest  secrecy 


. '  ffi^U  drink  her  health  in  a  crowied  ewp,—l  suppose  he  means  a  bumper,  a  cup  fill'd  till  the  wine 
nies  above  the  top  of  it.    Such  a  character  as  Dotterel  is  hardly  made  to  ^llode  to  the  pocyda  i 
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May  be  perfonn'd ;  for  all  vain-glorious  shows, 
.And  ostentation,  does  iiis  soul  abhor : 
He  sounds  no  trumpet  to  bestow  his  alms; 
Nor  in  the  streets  proclaims  his  charity, 
Wi)ich  makes  the  virtue  vice;  nor  would  he  have 
The  world  take  notice  of  ^oo  at  his  doors. 

Ut  Neigh,  See,  see,  religious  man ! 

id  Neigh.  Ah,  neighbour ; 
Some  in  the  world  have  been  mistaken  in  him ! 

Theod.    Nor  would  he  have  you  blaze  his 
bounty  forth. 
And  praise  him  openly.  Forbear  it,  neighbours; 
Your  private  prayers  only,  he  desires. 
And  hearty  wishes :  for  true  charity, 
Though  ne'er  so  secret,  finds  a  just  reward. 
I  am  his  servant,  newly  entertainM ; 
Bui  one^  to  whom  he  does  commit  the  trust 
Of  his  desires  in  this;  and  I  should  wrong 
His  goodness  strangely,  if  I  should  keep  back 
The  least  of  what  his  bounty  doth  intend. 
Come  in  with  me ;  I'll  fill  your  sacks  with  com. 
And  let  you  see  what  money  he  bestows. 

Omnet  Neigh,  We*ll  pray  to  Heaven  to  reward 
his  goodness.  [Exeunt. 

EuPHUES,  Barnet. 

Euph,  Our  Dotterel  then  is  caught  ? 

Bar.  He  is,  and  just 
As  ^  Dotterels  use  to  be :  the  lady  first 
Advanced  toward  him,  stretch'd  torth  her  wing, 

and  he 
Met  her  with  all  expressions ;  and  is  caught 
As  fast  in  her  lime-twigs,  as  he  can  be, 
Until  the  church  confirm  it. 

Euph.  There  will  be 
Another  brave  estate  for  her  to  spend. 

Bar,  Others  will  be  the  better  for't;  and  if 
None  but  a  Dotterel  suffer  for*t,  what  loss 
Of  his  can  countervail  the  least  good  fortune 
That  may  from  thence  blow  to  another  man  ? 

Euph,  She  spent  her  t*other  husband  a  great 
fortune. 

Bar,  Dotterel's  estate  will  find  her  work  again 
For  a  great  while ;  two  thousand  pounds  a  year 
Cannot  be  melted  suddenly ;  when  'tis. 
Men  can  but  say,  her  prodigality 
Has  done  an  act  of  justice;  and  translated 


That  wealth,  which  Fortune's  blindness  had  mis- 
placed . 
On  such  a  fellow.    What  should  be  do  with  it  ? 
Euph,  And  thou  say'st  right;   'some  meo 
were  made  to  be 
The  conduit-pipes  of  an  estate ;  or  rather, 
The  sieves  ot  Fortune,  through  whose  leaking- 

holes 
She  means  to  scatter  a  large  flood  of  wealth, 
Besprinkling  many  with  refreshing  showers : 
So  usurers,  so  dying  aldermen 
Pour  out  at  once,  upon  their  sievt-like  heirs. 
Whole  gusts  of  envy'd  wealth ;  which  they  to- 
gether 
Through  many  holes  let  out  again  in  showers. 
And  with  their  ruin  water  a  whole  country. 
But  will  it  surely  be  a  match? 

Bar.  Assure 
As  the  two  old  death's-heads  to-morrow  morning 
Are  to  be  join'd  together. 

Euph.  Who,  Sir  Argent  and  his  lady  ? 
Bar,  Yes,  if  she  keep  touch 
In  what  she  promis'd  me;  I'll  undertake 
Her  Dotterel  shall  be  sure,  and  given  to  her 
In  matrimony. 

Euph,  Given  to  his  wife  ? 
I  see  thou  mean'st  in  Dotterel  to  bring  back 
The  antient  Spanish  custom,  where  the  women 
Inherited  the  land,  rui*d  the  estates ; 
The  men  were  given  in  marriage  to  the  women 
With  portions,  and  had  jointures  made  to  them : 
.lust  so  will  be  his  case;  he  will  be  married 
Unto  a  brave  subjection.    How  the  fool 
Is  caught  in  his  own  noose !     What  confidence 
Had  he,  that  he  would  never  marry  any, 
Bnt  such,  forsooth,  as  must  first  fall  in  love 
With  him,  not  knowing  of  his  wealth  at  all  ? 

Bar.  Well,  now  he's  fitted :  lie  begun  at  fir?t 
With  fair  Artemia. 

Euph.  He  mieht  have  told 
Her  of  his  wealth,  and  inissM  her  too ;  or  else 
I  am  deceiv'd  in  her ;  true  virtuous  love 
Cannot  be  bou{;ht  so  basely  :  she  besides 
Has  been  in  love,  I'm  sure';  and  may  be  still, 
Tliough  he  be  fled  the  land.    But,  now  I  tbiak 

on't, 
I  must  go  see  whether  old  Earthworm's  son 


•  DoHereU,-^A  Dotterel  is  a  silly  kind  of  bird,  which  imitates  the  actions  of  the  foTiIcr,  till  at  la5t 
he  is  taken :  if  the  fowler  stretches  out  a  leg,  the  bird  will  do  so  too.  See  Ben  Jonson's  DecU  i»  ^ 
AsB,  A.  4.  S.  6.  and  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Sea  Voyage,  Vol.  IX.  p.  118.  edit.  177o« 

9  — -  dome  nun,  &c. — So,  Mr  Pope : 

**  Who  sees  pale  Mammon  pine  amidst  his  store,    . 
Sees  but  a  backward  steward  for  the  poor ; 
This  year  a  reservoir  to  keep  and  »pare ; 
The  next,  a  fountain,  spouting  thro'  his  heir, 
|n  lavish  streams  to  qnench  a  country's  thirst, 
And  men  and  dogs  shall  driok  him  tiU  they  burst." 

Moral  Essays,  £p.  3. 1. 170. 
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lias  yet  perfonn'd  what  she  desir'd ;  she  stays 
Al  home. 

Bar,  I'll  in,  and  see  how  Dotterel 
Courts  bis  brave  mistress :  I  iefl  him  composing 
A  sonnet  to  her.    There  are  the  old  couple 
Within  too. 

Euph.  If  a  man  could  get  to  hear 
Their  way  of  courting,  'twould  be  full  as  strange 
As  Dotterel's  is  ridiculous :  but  stay, 

[Sir  Argent  Scrape,  Ladi/  Covet, 
brought  in  chain. 
Here  come  the  lovely  bride  and  bridegroom  forth : 
IVytbee  let's  venture  to  stay  here  a  little, 
Behind  the  hangings,  man :  we  shall  be  sure 
To  hear  their  love ;  they  are  both  soraewluit  deaf, 
And  mii^t  speak  loud. 
Bar.  Content,  Til  stay  with  thee. 
Sir  Arg,  Leave  us  a  while.    Now,  madam,  ' 
you  have  seen. 
So  have  your  learned  counsel,  that  I  deal 
Squarely  with  you ;  my  personal  estate 
Is  no  less  worth  than  I  profess'd,  when  first 
I  mov*d  my  loving  suit. 
Bar.  1  marry,  sir  !  a  loving  suit  indeed  ! 
Euph.   Let  'em  go  on  in  their  own  proper 

dialect. 
L,Cov.  I  find  it; 
And  should  be  loch  but  to  requite  your  truth 
lo  the  same  kind :  you  seem'd  at  first  to  question 
How  strong  my  title  was  in  that  estate 
Which  was  young  Scudmpre's  once ;  'tis  a  fair 
manor. 
Euph,  Tis  true,  old  rottenness,  too  good  for  you. 
X.  Gov.  My  counsel  can  inform  you  that  I  kept  it, 
And  did  enjoy  possession  while  ne  liv*d ; 
And  now  he's  dead,  who  should  recover  it  ? 
The  heirs  are  poor  and  beggarly. 

Sir  Arg.  Nay,  I  think 
We  neetl  not  fear  their  suing  against  us. 
L.  Cat,  If  they  should  stir,  a  little  piece  of 
money 
Would  stop  their  mouths. 

Euph.  A  little  piece  of  dirt 
Will  stop  your  mouth  ere  long;  and  then  the  suit 
Will  go  against  thee,  mischief! 

Bar.  Pr'y thee,  peace ; 
Thoa  art  not  merry  now,  but  cholerick. 
Euph.  I  think  of  my  wron^'d  friend. 
L.  Cav.  But  you  were  saymg 
Yoa  made  no  doubt  but  shortly  to  enjoy 
Your  kinsman  Eogeny's  estate ;  that  were 
A  fair  addition  to  your  land ;  they  say 
It  goes  at  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  year. 
Sir  Arg.  Tis  true,  and  'tis  well  worth  it. 
X.  C(w.  But  what  hopes  have  you  to  gain  it 

shortly? 
Sir  Arg»  He,  you  know, 
%  Scndmore's  death,  has  forfeited  his  life 
Unto  the  law ;  and  the  estate's  entailM 
-  On  me,  as  the  next  heir. 
I.  Cav.  But  he  is  fled. 

Sir  Arg.  No,  no;  I  know  he  lurks  not  far 
from  hence; 


And  I  shall  shortly  learn  the  very  place 

By  some  intelligence :  I  have  provided 

My  secret  scouts ;  and  then  you  know  th'  assiies 

Are  now  at  hand ;  the  time  will  be  too  short 

To  get  a  pardon,  specially  as  I 

Have  laid  some  friends  to  stall  it  underhand. 

Euph.  Here's  a  new  mischief,  Bamet ! 

Bar.  And  a  strange  one. 

L,  Cov.  And  then  you  must  not  spare  a  little 
money 
To  hasten  execution  at  an  hour 
Unusual.    Those  things  may  well  be  done, 
Else  what  were  money  eood  fot? 

Sir  Arg.  You  say  right. 
If  'twere  once  come  to  that,  I  fear  it  not 

L.  Cov.  Well,  sir,  I  see  alFs  right  aod  straight 
between  us. 
You  understand  how  wdhDome  you  are  hither ; 
I  need  not  tell  it  o'er  again. 

Sir  Arg.  No,  lady ; 
I  will  be  bold  to  say,  I  do  not  come 
Now  as  a  stranger,  but  to  take  possession 
Both  of  your  house  and  you. 

Euph.  He  cannot  speak 
Out  of  that  thriving  language,  in  his  love. 

L.  Cov.  Will  you  go  in  again  ?   our  guests, 
perhaps, 
Think  the  time  long. 

Sir  Arg,  With  all  my  heart : 
A  cup  of  sack  would  not  do  much  amiss. 

X.  Cov.  We'll  have  it  with  a  toast.     Who's 
near  there,  ho ! 

Enter  Servants,  and  cany  them  out. 

Bar.  What  a  strange  kind  of  pageant  have  we 
seen? 

Euph.  Barnet,  I  cannot  tell  whether  such 
strange 
Unsatiable  desires  in  these  old  folks. 
That  are  half  earth  already,  should  be  thought 
More  impious,  or  more  ridiculous. 

Bar.  They  are  bodi  alike. 

Euph.  But  such  a  monstrous 
Unnatural  plot  as  his,  to  apprehend 
His  kinsman,  I  ne'er  hearo  of !     If  I  knew 
Where  Engeny  remained,  though  'twere  his  for- 
tune 
To  kill  a  friend  of  mme,  Fd  rescue  him 
From  this  unnatural  and  wolfish  man. 

Bar.  That  would  betray  his  life  to  satisfy 
His  avarice^  not  justice  of  the  law. 

Enter  Dottkrel,  Ladtf  Whikset. 

Here  comes  another  piece  of  matrimony. 
That  may  be  shortly. 

Euph,  'Tis  better  far  than  t'other: 
They  are  the  last  couple  in  hell. 

J)ot.  Save  you,  gallants ! 

Bar.  You  are  the  gallant,  sir,  that  on  your  arm 
Do  wear  the  trophies  of  a  conquer'd  lady. 

Euph.  Madam,  I  had  almost  mistaken  my  sa* 
lutation, 
Aod  bid  God  give  you  joy. 
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L.  Whm-  Of  ^hat,  I  pr'ythee? 

Euph,  Of  this  young  gallant,  call  him  by  what 
name 
Or  title  YOU  s^re  pleaf'd,  husband  or  servant. 

Bar.  He  may  be  both,  sir :  he  is  not  the  first 
Has  beep  ^  husband  and  a  servant  too. 

DoU  I  am  her  servant,  sir;  and  I  confess 
Have  an  ambition,  and  so  forth. 

X.  Wl^im.  How  now,  servant ! 

Euph,  1  tell  you  truly,  madam,  'tis  reported, 
(And  those  repojts  are  iatal  still  you  know,} 
That  Mr  Dotttrel  and  you  are  purpos'd 
To  bear  th*  old  knight  and  lady  company, 
To-morrow,  to  the  church. 

L,  Whim.  That  I  confess;  and  so  will  you,  I 
think. 

Euph.  Nay,  but  to  do 
As  they  do,  madam,  Ue  the  lasting  knot. 

L.  Whmt.  Do  you  near,  servant?    This  it  is 
to  have 
So  proper  a  servant :  every  one  supposes 
I  must  needs  be  in  love. 

Dot,  I  would  you  were 
As  deep  in  Cupid's  books  as  I. 

EupL  That  is 
Jo  Cupid's  favour.    You  are  a  happy  man. 

X.  Whim.  My  servant  has  been   searching 
Cupid's  books, 
I  think,  to  find  that  sonnet  that  he  gave  me. 
Are  you  cootent  that  I  should  sliew  your  poetrv  ? 

Dot.  Do,  mistress;  I  am  not  ashamd  ont: 
But  vou  shall  give  me  leave  to  read  it  to  'em. 
'Tis  i>ut  a  sonnet,  gendemeu,  that  I  fitted 
To  my  fair  mistress  liere. 

Euph.  Let  us  be  hnppy  to  hear  it,  sir. 

l)oi.  Take  it,  as  it  is : 

He  reads. 

Dear^  do  not  your  fair  beauty  wrong; 
In  thinking  still  you  are  too  young. 

Euph.  How !  too  young ! 

Bar.  Let  him  alone ;  I  know  the  song. 

Dot.  The  rose  and  lillies  in  your  cheek 
Flourish^  and  no  more  ripeness  seek : 
Your  cherry  lipy  redf  scft^  and  sweety 
Proclaims  such  fruit  for  taste  most  meet : 
Then  lose  no  time ;  for  lave  has  wings, 
And  flies  away  from  aged  things. 

How  do  you  like  it,  gentlemen  ? 

Euph.  Very  well.    The  song's  a  good  one. 

Bar.  Oh,  monstrous! 
Never  man  stole  with  so  little  judgment. 

Euph,  Of  all  the  love-songs  tliat  were  ever 
made, 
He  could  not  liave  chose  out  one  more  unfit, 
More  palpably  unfit,  that  must  betray 
His  most  ridiculous  thcfl. 

L.  Whipi.  Who  would  have  thoueht 
My  3ervant  should  suppose,  I  think  myself 
Too  voung  to  love,  that  have  already  had 
One  husband  I 


Euph.  Oh,  excuse  him,  g^utle  ^ladam ; 
He  found  it  in  the  song. 

Bar,  And,  it  should  seem. 
He  could  get  no  other  song  but  this. 
L.  Whim.  Surely,  a  woman  of  five-and-thirty 
year  old 
Is  not  too  young  to  love  ! 

Bar.  Oh,  spare  him,  madam ! 
Euph.  Let*B  raise  him  up.    I  think  the  son- 
net's good ; 
There's  somewhat  iu't  to  th'  purpose.    Read  it 
again.  [fie  reads  it  again. 

Euph.  for  taste  most  meet. 

Very  good  ;  and  there  he  tickled  it ! 
Mark'd  you  that,  madam  !  The  two  last  of  aB? 
I'hen  lose  no  time,  for  love  hath  wings. 
He  gives  you  fitting  counsel. 
X.  Whim,  Yes,  t  like  it. 
Dot.  I  thouglit,  when  they  understood  it, 
they  would  like  it. 
I  am  sure,  I  have  heard  this  song  prais'd  ere  now. 
L.  Whim.  This  does  deserve  a  double  favour, 

servant. 
Dot.  Let  this  be  the  fevour,  sweet  mbtress. 

[Kisses  her. 
Euph.  How  some  men's  poetry  happens  to  be 

rewarded ! 
L.  Whim.  Shall  we  go  in?    But,    pr'ythee, 
Kuphues, 
What  is  the  reason  sweet  Arteraia, 
Thy  cousin,  is  not  here  ? 

Euph.  I  know  not,  madam ; 
But  her  pretence  was  business.     I  am  goic^ 
To  visit  her.     If  you  go  in  to  keep 
Th'  old  couple  company,  I'll  fetcn  her  to  you. 
L.  Whim.  I  pr'ythee  do!  Farewell.    Come, 
servant. 
Shall  we  go  in  ? 

Dot.  VW  wait  upon  you,  mistress.    [Ejeun,t. 

Theodore,  Artemia. 

Theod,  I  will  acquaint,  him,  lady,  with  the 
hour; 
And  to  his  longing  ear  deliver  all 
Your  sweet  salutes ;  which  is  the  only  air 
Of  life  and  comfort  Eugeny  takes  in. 
Your  constant  love  and  virtues,  sweetest  lady, 
Are  those  nreservatives,  which  from  his  heart 
Expel  the  Killing  fits  of  melancholy ; 
And  do,  in  spite  of  fortune,  quicken  him. 
Art.  Oh,  would  those  comforts  could  arnve 
at  him. 
That  from  my  wishing  thoughts  are  hourly  sent ! 
Theod,  Such  virtuous  wishes  seldom  are  in 

vain. 
Art.  I  should  be  far  more  sad  in  the  behalf 
Of  my  dear  Eugeoy,  but  that  I  know 
He  does  enjoy  your  sweet  society, 
Which  he  beyond  all  value  does  esteem. 
Theod.  His  own  is  recompence  enough  ^^ 
mine, 
And  I  the  gainer  in  it ;  did  not  grief 
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For  his  misfortune  stab  that  perfect  joy 
Which  I  could  take  in  his  dear  company. 

Art.  If  I  should  speak,  sir,  how  he  values  you, 
I  should  too  much  oppress  your  modesty. 

TkeotL  Our  friendship,  hiirest  lady,  is  more 
old, 
Aud  he  more  true,  than  that  his  heart  so  long 
Should  be  unknown  to  me.    Til  not  be  long 
Before  I  visit  him,  to  let  him  know 
What  hour  shall  make  him  happy  in  your  sight. 
My  longer  stay,  sweet  lady,  might  be  more 
ObservM,  and  pry*d  into.    Let  me  be  bold 
To  leave  you  now,  but  be  your  servant  ever. 

Art,  All  happiness  attend  you,  worthy  sir. 

[EsU  Theodore. 
Would  I  myself  mi^lit  go,  as  well  as  send. 
And  see  that  seemmg  solitary  place. 
That  place  of  woe.    Sure,  it  would  be  to  nie 
No  desert  wood,  while  Eugeny  were  there ; 
Bat  a  delightful  palace.    Here  at  home. 
The  mor6  that  company  comes  in,  the  more 
I  am  alone,  methinks;  wanting  that  object 
On  which  my  heart  is  fix'd,  I  cannot  be 
Pottess'd  of  any  thing.    Nothing  can  be 
Mv  comfort,  but  a  hope  that  these  sad  clouds 
Of  our  misfortunes  will  at  last  "blow  over. 
Bat  mischief's  like  a  cockatrice's  eyes; 
Sees  first,  and  kills;  or  is  seen  first,  and  dies. 

Enter  Euphues. 

Eupk,    How  dost  thou,  couz*  ?   I  wrote  a 
letter  for  thee  [hundred 

To  Earthworm's  son ;  hns  the  young  Ten-i'-th' 
Been  here? 

Art,  I  thank  you,  cousin ;  the  gentleman 
Was  with  me,  and  but  newly  parted  hence. 
EupiL   H'  has  got  a  title  then,  by  coming 
hither: 
But  he  may  be  a  gentleman,  his  wealth 
Wifl  make  it  ^good. 

Art,  His  virtues  make  it  good : 
Believe  it,  cousin,  there's  a  wealthy  mind 
Within  that  plain  outside. 

Ettph,  Hovjr  is  this  ? 
Have  your  quick  eyes  found  out  his  worth  al- 
ready ? 
Art,  They  must  be  blind  that  cannot,  when 
they  know  him. 
Well,  cousin,  you  may  laugh  at  me. 
JEtt^A.  By  do  means;  I  know  your  judgment's 

good. 
Art,  As  good  as  'tis. 
It  must  content  a  woman.  When  you  know  him, 
Youll  find  a  man  that  may  deserve  your  friend- 
ship, 
And  fkr  above  all  slighting. 

Euph,  I  am  sorry 
I  came  not  soon  enough ;  but  pr'ythee,  cousin. 
What  JMre  the  way^  have  taken  thee  so  soon  ? 
Art.  What  .taking  do  you  mean?   You  pro- 
mis'd  me 


You  would  not  ask  the  cause  I  sent  for  him ; 
Though  you  shall  know  hereafter.    But  I  hope 
You  do  not  think  I  am  in  love  with  him  ? 
Evph,  I'll  look  upon  the  man,  and  then  re- 
solve you. 
Art,  Well  do :  perhaps  you'll  know  him  bet- 
ter then. 
He  knows  you  well. 
Euph,  Me  ?  Has  he  told  you  how  ? 
Art.  Did  you  ne'er  meet  one  Theodore,  at 

Venice  ? 
Euph.  Can  this  be  he  ? 
Art.  Yes,  very  well ;  although 
He  be  old  Earthworm's  son,  and  mttke  nb  shew 
At  liome.  [worth 

Euph.  And  have  you  found  out  so  much 
In  him  already  ? 

Art,  How  do  you  esteem  him  ? 
We  women  well  may  err. 

Euph.  I  smell  a  rat; 
And,  if  my  brain  foil  not,  have  found  out  aH 
Your  drifts,  though  ne'er  so  politickly  carrj'd. 

Art.  I  know  your  brain,  cousin,  is  very  good; 
But  it  may  foil. 

Euph.  It  comes  into  my  head 
What  old  Sir  Argent  Scrape  told  to  his  lady. 

[Aside, 
His  kinsman  Eugeny  lurk'd  hereabouts : 
He  was  her  sweet-heart  once,  and  may  be  still ; 
I  think  ^e's  constant,  though  she  keep  it  close. 
This  Theodore  and  he  were  fom'd  for  friendship. 
I  have  collected,  cousin,  and  have  at  you. 
Art,  Let's  hear  it,  pray. 
Euph.  You  shall.    This  Theodore 
I  do  confess  a  most  deserving  man : 
And  so,  perchance,  your  lover  Eugeny 
Has  told  you,  cousin.    Ha !  do  you  begin 
To  blush  already  ?  I  am  sure  those  two 
Were  most  entirely  friends.    And  I  am  sorry 
To  hear  what  I  have  heard  to  day,  concerning 
Young  Eugeny. 
Art.  What,  pr'ythefe,  cousin  ?   Tell  me. 
Euph.  Now  you  are  mov'd ;  but  I  hiay  err, 

you  know. 
Art.  Good  cousin,  tell  me  what. 
Euph,  Nay,  I  believe 
I  shall  worse  startle  you;   though  you  would 

make 
Such  fools  as  I  believe  he  is  in  France. 
Yes,  yes,  it  raav  be  so ;  and  then,  you  know 
He's  safe  enough. 

Art.  Oh,  cousin,  Fll  confoss 
What  you  would  have  me,  do  but  tell  me  this. 
Euph.  Nay,  now,  I  will  not  thank  you;   I 
have  found  it. 
And  though  you  dealt  in  riddles  so  with  me, 
I'll  plainly  tell  you  all,  and  teach  vou  how 
You  may,  perchance,  prevent  your  lover*s  dangei . 
Art.  On,  I  shall  ever  love  you. 
Euph.  Well,  co|ne  in ; 
111  tell  you  all,  and  by  what  means  t  knew  it. 
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Earthworm,  JxsptR. 

Earth,  Out,  villain !  how  could  aoy  fire  come 
there, 
But  by  thy  negligence  ?    I  do  not  use 
To  keep  such  firea  as  should  at  all  endanger 
My  house,  much  less  my  bam. 

Jas.  I  know  not,  sir; 
But  there  I'm  sure  it  was,  and  still  continues. 
Though  without  danger  now;  for  the  poor  people, 
Ere  this,  have  quench'd  it. 

Earth,  There  my  wonder  lies. 
Why  should  the  people  come  to  quench  my  fire? 
Hacf  it  been  a  city,  where  one  house 
Might  have  endangered  all,  it  justly  then 
Might  have  engag'd  the  people's  utmost  aid, 
And  I  ne*er  bound  to  give  them  thanks  at  all : 
But  my  house  stands  alone,  and  could  endanger 
No  other  building.    Why  should  all  the  people 
Come  nmning  hither  so,  to  quench  the  fire  ? 
They  love  not  me. 

Jas,  Sure,  sir,  I  cannot  tell ; 
Perhaps  the  people  knew  not  what  to  do. 
And  mieht  be  glud  to  see  a  sight. 

Earth.  Methought, 
As  I  came  by,  I  saw  them  wondVous  busy ; 
Nay  more;  methought  I  heard  them  pray  tor  me. 
As  if  they  lov  d  me.    Why  should  they  do  so  ? 
I  ne'er  deserv'd  it  at  the  people's  hands. 
Go,  Jasper,  tell  me  whether  it  be  quench'd, 
And  all  secure ;  I  long  to  hear  the  news. 

Enter  Theodore. 

TheocL  I  come  to  bring  you  happy  tidings,  sir. 
Tlie  fire  is  quench'd,  and  little  hurt  is  done. 

Earth,  That's  well,  my  son. 

Theod.  But,  sir,  if  you  had  seen 
How  the  poor  people  labour'd  to  effect  it ; 
And,  like  so  many  salamanders,  rush'd 
Into  the  fire,  scorching  their  clothes  aud  beards. 
You  would  have  wondered  justly,  and  have  thought 
lliat  each  man  toii'd  to  save  his  father's  house, 
Or  his  own  dear  estate ;  but  I  conceive, 
Twas  nothing  but  an  honest  charity 
That  wrought  it  ui  them. 

Earth.  Ha !  a  charity  ! 
Why  should  that  charity  be  shew'd  to  me  ? 

'theod.  If  I  mistake  not  strangely,  he  begins 
To  apprehend  it. 

Earth,  As  I  came  along, 
I  heard  them  pray  for  me;    but  those  good 

prayers 
Can  never  pierce  the  skies  in  my  behalf; 
But  will  return  again,  and  ever  lodge 
Within  those  honest  breasts  that  sent  them  forth. 

Theod,  Surely  it  works. 

Earth,  Oh !  all  the  world  but  I  are  honest 
men! 

Theod.  What  is't  that  troubles  you? 


Your  goods  are  safe ;  there's  nothing  lost  at  all. 
You  should  rejoice,  methinks.     You  niiclit  have 

suffer'd  * 

A  wood'i'ous  loss  in  your  estate ! 

Earth.  Ah,  son ! 
'Tis  not  the  thought  of  what  I  might  have  lost. 
That  draws  these  tears  from  me. 

Theod,  Does  he  not  weep  ? 
Or  do  my  flattering  hopes  deceive  my  sight  .^ 
He  weeps,  and  fully  too :  lai^e  showers  of  tears 
Bedew  his  aged  cheeks.     Oh  happy  sorrow. 
That  makes  me  weep  for  joy  !  Never  did  son 
So  justly  glory  in  a  lather's  tears. 
8ir,  you  are  sad,  methinks. 
Earth,  No  sadness,  son. 
Can  be  enough  to  expiate  the  crimes 
That  my  accursed  avarice  has  wrought. 
Where  are  the  poor? 

Theod.  Why,  sir,  what  would  you  do  ? 
Earth.  \sk  me  not,  Theodore.     Alas,  I  fear 
Thou  art  too  much  my  son ;  my  bad  example 
Has  done  thee  much  more  harm  tluin  all  the  large 
Increase  of  treasure  I  shall  leave  behind 
Can  recompence.     But  leave  those  wretched 

thouglics, 
And  let  me  teach  tliee  a  new  lesson  now  : 
But  thou  art  learned,  Theodore,  aud  soon 
Wilt  find  the  reasons  of  it. 

Theod.  Do  you  please 
To  speak  it,  sir,  and  I  will  strive  to  frame 
Myself  to  follow. 

Earth.  Where  are  all  the  poor? 
Jasper,  go  call  them  in.    Now,  pr'ythee  learn 
(For  this  late  accident  may  truly  teach 
A  man  what  value  he  should  set  on  wealth ;) 
Fire  may  consume  my  houses ;  thieves  may  steal 
My  plate  and  jewels ;  all  my  merchandize 
Is  at  the  mercy  of  the  winds  and  seas ; 
And  nothing  can  be  truly  temi'd  mine  own. 
But  what  I  make  mine  own  by  using  well. 
Those  deeds  of  charity  which  we  have  done. 
Shall  stay  for  ever  with  us ;  and  that  wealth 
Which  we  have  so  hestow'd,  we  only  keep  : 
The  other  is  not  ours. 

Theod.  Sir,  you  have  taught  me 
Not  to  give  any  thing  at  all  away. 

Earth.  When  I  was  blind,  my  son,  and  did 
miscall 
My  sordid  vice  of  avarice  true  thrift: 
But  now  forget  that  lesson ;  I  pr'ythee  do ; 
That  cozening  vice,  although  it  seem  to  keep 
Our  wealth,  debars  us  from  possessing  it; 
And  makes  us  more  than  poor. 

Theod.  How,  far  beyond 
All  hope,  my  happy  project  works  upon  him  ! 

Enter  Neighbours. 

Earth.  Y' are  welcome,  neighbours;  welcome 
heartily !  ' 
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I  tbank  you  all ;  and  will  hereafter  study 
To  recompeuce  your  undeserved  love. 
!  %  house  shall  stand  more  open  to  the  poor, 
Mwe  hospitable,  and  my  wealth  more  Free 
l#feed  and  cloathe  the  naked  hungry  souls. 
Itill  redeem  the  ill  that  I  have  done 

S ^Heaven  be  pleas'd  to  spare  my  life  awhile) 
th  true  unfeigned  deeds  of  charity. 
W  Neigh.  We  thank  your  worship. 
5d  Neigh,  We  know  full  well 
Yter  worship  has  a  good  heart  toward  us. 
tarth.  Alas,  you  do  not  know  it ;  but  have 
had 
Til)  sad  a  cause  to  know  the  contrary. 
1*»y,  do  not  thank  me,  till  you  truly  find 
How  much  ray  heart  is  chang'd  from  what  it  was ; 
Ti  Tou,  by  real  and  substantial  deed, 
Hdlsee  iiiy  penitence,  and  be  fully  taught 
dow  to  forget,  or  pardon,  all  the  errors 
Of  that,  my  former,  miserable  life. 
•'*^«'»  go  in  with  them ;  shew  them  the  way 
latD  my  house. 

hs,  1  think  I  had  need  to  shew  *em  ; 
3^  poor  folks  heretofore  have  usM  this  way. 
terih.    And   I'll  come  to  you,  neighbours, 

presently. 
Ut  Neigh,  Long  may  you  live. 
id  Neigh.  All  happiness  betide  you. 
W  Neigh.  And  a  reward  four-fold  in  th'  other 

world. 
^Tth.    How   dost  thou  like    this    musick, 
Theodore  ? 
I  •ean,  the  hearty  prayers  of  the  poor, 
'^Iiose  curses    pierce   more    than   two-edged 

swords, 
''feftt  comfort  like  to  this,  can  riches  give  ! 
J^  joy  can  be  so  great,  as  to  be  able 
To  fieed  the  hungry,  cloathe  the  naked  man  ? 
flew/.    Now,  sir,  you  think  aright;  for  to 
bestow 
hjeater  pleasure  far  than  to  receive. 

im-th.  No  vice,  so  much  as  avarice,  deprives 
^•'life  of  sweetest  comforts,  and  debars 
wanch  the  fair  society  of  men. 
**lgbt  thee  once  far  otherwise  ;  but  now 
*jj  diis  last  and  better  lesson,  son. 

*W.  With  more  delight  than  e*er  I  did  the 
.,  former. 

ioj  never  yet  knew  scholar  covetous. 
w'A.  And,  now  1  think  on't,  Theodore,  I 
have 
j*"*ce,  the  daughter  of  my  only  sister ; 
Jf  nother  died  a  widow,  two  years  since. 
How  she  has  left  her  orphan  daughter  there, 
}  *>aot  know ;  if  she  have  left  her  ill, 
y*  w  a  father  to  her.    Pr'y  thee,  go 
^•Vire  her  out,  and  bring  her  to  my  house, 
^wdl  soe'er  the  world  may  go  with  her. 
^^/s  a  spice  of  virtue.     Whoso  can, 
*^^*on't  relieve  the  poor,  he  is  no  man, 
^.  Wherelive8she,sir? 
w^A.  Tis  not  a  mile  from  hence, 
^  the  next  village.    Thou  ne'er  saw'st 


village 
^^OL.  HI. 


:  her  yet : 


But  fame  has  spoke  her  for  a  virtuous  maid. 
Young  Scudmore,  while  he  livM,  and  was  possest 
Of  his  estate,  thought  to  have  marry'd  her ; 
Whose  death,  tliey  say,  she  takes  most  heavily, 
And  with  a  wond'rous  cimstant  sorrow  mourns. 

Theod,  Sure,  'tis  the  same  fair  maid.    [Aside 

Earth.  Her  name's  Matilda. 

Theod,   I'he  very  same !   I  can  enquire  her 
out ;  [Aside. 

And,  if  you  please,  will  presently  about  it. 

Earth,  Do,  while  I  my  neighbours  visit.    He 
doth  live 
Mighty,  that  hath  the  power  and  will  to  give. 

[Exit, 

Theod,  This  is  the  same  fair  nightingale,  that 
tun'd 
Her  sweet  sad  accents  lately  to  the  woods. 
And  did  so  far  enthral  my  heart :  but  that 
Fond  love  is  vanished.    Like  a  kinsman  now 
V\\  comfort  her,  and  love  her  virtuous  soul. 
Oh,  what  a  blessed  change  this  day  has  wrought 
In  my  old  father's  heart  f  You  Powers  that  gave 
Those  thoughts,  continue  them  !  This  day  will  I 
Still  celebrate  as  my  nativity.  [Exit. 

Lady  Covet,  Fruitful. 

L,  Cov.  But  is  that  lawful,  to  convey  away 
All  my  estate,  before  I  m  arry  him  ? 

Fruit,  Tis  more  than  lawful,  madam :  I  must 
tell  yoQ 
Tis  necessary ;  and  your  ladyship 
Is  bound  in  conscience  so  to  do ;  for  else 
Twill  be  no  longer  yours :  but  all  is  his 
When  he  has  marry'd  you.     You  cannot  then 
Dispose  of  any  thing  to  pious  uses; 
You  cannot  shew  your  charity  at  all. 
But  must  be  governed  by  Sir  Argent  Scrape : 
And  can  you  tell  how  he'll  dispose  of  it  ? 

L,  Cov.  I'is  true :  perchance  he'll  take  my 
money  all, 
And  purchase  for  himself,  to  give  away 
To  bis  own  name,  and  put  me  while  I  live 
To  n  poor  stipend. 

Fruit.  There  you  think  aright. 
You  can  relieve  no  friends,  you  can  bequeath 
Nothing  at  all,  if  he  sui*vive  you,  madam ; 
As  'tis  his  hope  he  shall. 

L.  Cov.  Tnat  hope  may  fail  him. 
I  am  not  yet  so  weak,  but  I  may  hop 
Over  his  grave. 

Fruit.  That  is  not  in  our  knowledge. 
But  if  you  do  survive  iiim,  as  I  hope, 
Madam,  you  will,  there  is  no  law  at  all 
Can  bar  you  of  your  tliirds  in  all  his  land; 
And  you  besides  are  mistress  of  your  own. 
And  all  the  charitable  deeds  which  ^ou 
After  your  death  shall  do,  as  building  schools 
Or  hospitals,  shall  go  in  your  own  nanie : 
Which  otherwise,  Sir  Argent  Scrape  would  have; 
And  with  your  riches  build  himself  a  fame. 

L,  Cov.  I  grant  'tis  true :  but  will  it  not  seem 
strange 
Tliat  I  should  serve  him  so  i 
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Fruit.  Strange, madam !  no; 
Notliitig  is  now  more  usual ;  all  your  widows 
Of  aldermen,  that  marry  lords,  of  late, 
Make  over  their  estates ;  and,  by  that  means, 
Retain  a  power  to  curb  their  lordly  husbands. 
When  they,  to  raise  the  ruins  of  their  houses^ 
Do  marry  so,  instead  of  purchasing 
What  was  expected,  they  do  more  engage 
Their  land  in  thirds  for  them. 

L,  Cov.  Well,  I  must  trust 
The  feoffees  then  :  but  they  are  honest  men. 

Fruit,  You  need  not  fear  them;  they  are 
zealous  men ; 
Honest  in  all  their  dealings ;  and  well  known 
In  London,  madam.    Will  you  seal  it  now  ? 

Enter  Trusty. 

i.  Coo.  Yes,  have  you  it? 
.  Fruit,  Tis  here :  here's  Mr  Trusty  too. 
Your  steward,  madam ;  he  and  I  shall  be 
Enough  for  witnesses. 

L.  Cav,  Tis  true  :  give  me 
The  seal.    So,  now  dispose  of  it  as  I 
Intended,  Mr  Fruitful.  [Seals  and  delivers. 

Fruit,  I  will,  madam. 

L,  Coro.  Trusty,  come  you  along  with  me. 

[Exeunt, 

Manet  Fbuitful. 

Fruit.  Now  all  our  ends  are  wrought ;  this  is 

the  thing 
Which  I  so  long  dve  labour*d  to  effect. 
Old  covetous  lady,  I  will  purge  your  mind 
Of  all  this  wealth,  that  lay  so  heavy  there ! 
And,  by  evacuation,  make  a  cure 
Of  that  your  golden  dropsy,  whose  strange  thirst 
Could  ne'er  be  satisfy'd  with  taking  in. 
You  once  had' wealth-— But  soft,  let  me  consider! 
If  she  should  marry  old  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
We  could  not  keep  it ;  for  his  money  then 
Would  make  a  suit  against  us,  and  perchance 
Recover  her's  again  :  Which  to  prevent, 
I  will  go  spoil  the  marriage  presently. 
The  sight  of  this  will  soon  forbid  the  banns, 
And  stop  his  love.    Then  she  wants  means  to 

sue  us. 
Be  sure  to  keep  thine  adversai^  poor, 
If  thou  would  St  thrive  in  suits.    The  way  to 

'scape 
Revenge  for  one  wrong,  is  to  do  another : 
The  second  injury  secures  the  former. 
I'll  presently  to  old  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
And  tell  him  this ;  he's  m^itating  now 
What  strange  additions  to  his  large  revenue 
Are  coming  at  one  hapjpy  clap  ;  wliat  heaps 
Of  wealth,  to-morrow,  he  shall  be  possess'd  of: 
What  purchases  to  make ;  how  to  dispose 
Of  her  and  her's.    But  soft,  the  cards  must  turn : 
The  man  must  be  deceived;   and  she,  much 

more: 
To  coien  the  deceitful  is  do  fraud*  [Exit, 


Enter  Sir  Argent  Scrape. 

Sir  Arg.  Methinks  a  youthful  vigour  doth 
possess 
My  late  stiff  limbs ;  and,  like  a  snake,  I  feel 
A  second  spring  succeed  my  age  of  winter. 
Oh  gold  !  how  cordial,  how  restorative 
Art  thou  !    What  though  thou  can'st  not  give 

me  legs, 
Nor  active  hands ;  alas,  I  need  them  not ; 
Possest  of  thee,  I  can  command  the  legs. 
The  hands,  the  tongues,  the  brains,  of  other  men, 
To  move  for  me.   What  need  he  hands  or  brains, 
That  may  command  the  lawyer's  subtilty. 
The  soldier's  valour,  the  best  poet's  wit. 
Or  any  writer's  skill  ?    Oh  gold  !  to  thee 
The  sciences  are  servants  :  the  best  trades 
Are  but  thy  slaves,  indeed,  thy  creatures  rather: 
For  thee  they  were  invented,  and  by  thee 
Are  still  maintained.    'TIS  thou  alone  that  art 
The  nerves  of  war ;  the  cement  of  the  state ; 
And  guide  of  human  actions.    'Tis  for  thee 
Old  Ardent  lives.    Oh,  what  a  golden  shower 
Will  ram  on  me  to-morrow  !    Let  me  see; 
Her  personal  estate  alone  will  buy 
Upon  good  rates  a  thousand  pound  a  year. 
Where  must  that  lie  ?  Not  in  our  country  here. 
Not  altogether ;  no,  then  my  revenue 
Will  have  too  great  a  notice  taken  of  it  ; 
I  shall  be  rais'd  in  subsidies,  and  sess'd 
More  to  the  poor :  No,  no,  that  must  not  be. 
I'll  purchase  all  in  parcels,  far  from  home, 
And  closely  as  I  can ;  a  piece  in  Cornwall ; 
In  Hampshire  some ;  some  in  Northumberland, 
I'll  have  my  factors  forth  in  all  those  parts, 
To  know  what  prodigals  there  be  abroad, 
What  pennyworths  may  be  had :  so  it  shall  be. 

Enter  Fruitful. 

Sir  Arg.  Ha  !  Mr  Fruitful !  welcome.    How 
go  squares  ? 
What  do  you  think  of  roe  to  make  a  bridegroom? 
Do  I  look  young  enough  ? 
Fruit.  Sir,  I  am  come 
To  tell  you  news,  such  news  as  will,  perhaps, 
A  little  trouble  you  ;  but  if  your  worship 
Should  not  have  known  it,  'twould  have  vexM 
you  more. 
Sir  Arg  Vex'd  me  !  What's  that  can  vex  me 

now  ?  speak  man. 
Fruit,  1  thought  that  I  was  bound  in  con- 
science, sir. 
To  tell  it  you ;  'tis  conscience  and  the  love 
I  bear  to  truth,  makes  me  reveal  it  now. 
Sir  Arg.  What  is  the  business?  speak. 
Fruit,  Do  not  suppose 
That  I  am  treacherous  to  my  Lady  Covet, 
To  whom  I  do  belong,  in  uttering  this. 
In  such  a  case,  I  serve  not  her,  but  Truth ; 
And  hate  dishonest  dealing. 
Sir  Arg.  Come  to  th'  purpose. 
I       Fruit.  Then  thus  it  is ;  My  Lady  Covet,  sir, 
I  Merely  to  cozen  you,  has  past  away 
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Her  whole  estate ;  yoa  shall  not  get  a  penny 
By  marrying  her. 

Sir.  Arg.  How  man ?  is  't  possible? 

Fruit.  'TIS  very  certain,  sir;  I,  for  a  need, 
Couid  shew  you  the  conveyance ;  for  my  hand 
Is  as  a  witness  there;  so  is  her  steward's. 

Sir  Arg,  Oh  horrible  deceit ! 

Fruit.  Ask  her,  herself; 
Ifslie  deny  it,  I  can  justify  it;  , 

So  can  her  steward  too. 

Sir  Arg.  You  make  me  mad. 

Fruit.  I  keep  yon  from  being  so,  by  a  mature 
Prevention  of  your  cozening. 

Sir  Arg.  O  what  hopes 
Am  I  fairo  from  ?  Who  would  believe  these  false 
Deceitful  creatures  ? 

Fruit.  Sir,  I  could  but  wonder 
That  she  would  cheat  so  honest  a  gentleman, 
That  came  a  suitor  to  her  for  pure  love. 

Sir  Arg.  Love!  Mischief  of  love ! 

Fruit.  Alas,  I  know 
It  was  not  her  estate  that  you  sought  after. 
Your  love  was  honester;  and  then  that  she 
Should  cozen  you ! 

Sir  Arg.  She  shall  not  cozen  me  : 
III  have  my  horse-litter  made  ready  straight, 
And  leave  her  house. 

Fruit.  But  when  you  see  her,  sir. 
It  may  be,  your  aflPection  will  return. 
If  you  should  leave  her  only  upon  this, 
The  world  would  think  that  you  were  covetous ; 
And  covetousness  is  such  a  sin,  you  know. 

Sir  Arg.  You  do  not  mock  me,  do  you  ? 

Fruit.  Who  I,  sir? 
I  know  your  worship  does  abhor  the  sin 
Of  covetousness;  but  I  confess  indeed 
Twould  vex  a  man  to  have  been  cozen'd  so. 

Sir  Arg.  Have  I  liv'd  all  this  while,  to  be  o'er- 
reach'd 
And  cheated  by  a  woman  ?  Fll  forsake  her 
Immediately. 

Fruit.  Sir,  'tis  a  happy  thing 
When  men  can  love  with  such  discretion. 
As  to  forsake,  when  they  shall  see  just  cause. 
Some  are  so  foud  in  their  aflfeciions, 
^t,  though  provok'd  by  all  the  injuries 
^mt  can  be  offer'd,  they  can  never  leave 
The  mistress  of  their  hearts. 

Sir  Arg.  I  warrant  her, 
For  any  such  affection  in  old  Argent. 

Fruit.  I  do  believe  it,  sir ;  you  are  too  wise. 

Enter  Lady  Covet. 

£.  Co7i.  How  do  you,  sir  ? 

Sir  Arg.  E'en  as  I  may : 
You  do  not  mean  I  shall  be  e'er  the  better 
For  you. 

i.  Cov.  How's  this?  I  do  not  understand 
What  you  sliould  mean. 

^  Arg.  You  may,  if  you  consider : 
Bnt  if  you  do  not.  Til  explain  it  to  you. 
Haje  I  deserv'd  such  dealing  at  your  hands? 

I'Cov.  As  what? 


Sir  Arg.  As  that  you  should  speak  one  thing 
to  me. 
And  mean  another.    But  I'll  make  it  plainer; 
You  seem'd  to  love  me,  and  for  love  it  seems, 
Thinking  to  marry  me,  have  made  away 
All  your  estate. 

L.  Cot.  How's  this? 

Sir  Arg.  Nay,  'tis  too  true. 
Or  else  your  chaplain  does  you  wrong. 

L.  Cov.  Oh  villain  ! 

Sir  Arg.  Nay,  villain  him  no  villains ;  is  it  so, 
Or  not  ? 

Fruit.  If  she  deny  it  to  you,  sir, 
I  can  produce  her  hand,  and  ni»ve  the  deed. 

L.  Cov.  Oh  monstrous  villainy !  Ob  impudence ! 
Can'st  thou  abuse  me  thus,  that  first  of  all 
Did'st  counsel  me  to  do  it  ? 

Fruit.  I  confess 
I  gave  you  way,  and  for  the  time  did  wink 
At  your  false  dealing ;  but  at  last  my  conscience 
Would  not  pennit  me  to  conceal  it  longer. 
I  have  discharged  it  now,  and  told  the  truth. 

Sir  Arg.  Twas  well  done  of  you,  sir ;  well, 
ril  away. 
Madam,  seek  out  some  other  man  to  cheat, 
For  me  you  shall  not. 

L.  Cov.  Stay,  sir,  my  estate 
Shall  still  be  good ;  the  feoffees  will  be  honest. 

Fruit.  Ay,  that  they  will,  to  keep  what  is 
their  own. 

L.  Cov.  Oh  monstrous  wickedness !  was  e'er 
the  like 
Heard  of  before? 

Fruit.  I  know  the  feoffees  minds. 

Enter  Freeman,  Euphues,  Barnbt,    Dot- 
terel, Lady  Whimsey. 

Free.  How  fare  you,  madam  ?  Wherefore  look 
you  sadly 
At  such  a  joyful  time? 

L.  Cov.  Oh  Mr  Freeman, 
I  am  undone,  and  ruin'd. 

Fruit.  No,  good  madam. 
We'll  see  you  shall  not  want. 

Free.  How's  this  ?       * 

Fruit.    You  shall  have  a  fair  competence 
allow'd  you. 

Euph.  What  riddle  have  we  here  ? 

L.  Cov.   Out,  thou  ungracious,  dissembling 
villain ! 

Fruit.  An  indifferent  means 
Will  keep  your  ladyship ;  for  you  are  past 
Those  vanities  which  younger  ladies  use ; 
You  need  no  gaudy  clothes,  no  change  of  fashions^ 
No  paintings  nor  perfumes. 

Euph.  I  would  fain  know  the  bottom  of  this. 

L.  Whim.  Servant,  can  you  discover 
What  this  should  mean  ? 

Dot.  No,  mistress,  I  protest,  with  all  the  wit 
I  have. 

Fruit.  And  for  your  house, 
You  shall  have  leave  to  stay  here^  till  we  have 
Provided  for  you. 
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L.  C(W,  Oh,  my  heart  will  break  ! 

I'm  ph.  Here  is  the  finest  turn  that  e'er  I  saw. 

Sir  Arg.  1  will  resolve  you,  gentlemeD : — ^This 
lady, 
To  cuzen  nw  in  marriage,  had,  it  seems, 
P..bt  her  estate  away ;  into  what  hands 
Tis  fulleii,  f  know  not;  nor  I  care  not,  I. 

Fruit,  Tis  talleii  into  the  hands  of  wise  men, 
bir, 
That  know  how  to  make  use  of  what  is  theirs. 

L.  Gov.  This  hypocrite  persuaded  me  to  do't, 
And  tlien  discovered  all,  as  if  on  purpose 
He  sou«»ht  my  ruin. 

Fruit,  No,  not  I,  good  madam ; 
'Twas  lor  y'»ur  soufs  health:  I  have  done  you 

Rood, 
And  easM  u>u  of  a  burden,  and  a  great  one. 
So  mucli  estate  would  have  been  still  a  cause 
Of  cares  unto  you ;  and  those  cares  have  hinder'd 
Your  quiet  piwsaee  to  a  better  life. 

Ettph.  Eirellent  devil !  bow  I  love  him  now  ! 
Never  did  knavery  play  a  juster  part. 

Fruit.  A  ltd  why  should  you,  at  such  an  age 
as  this, 
Dream  of  a  marriage  ?    A  thing  so  far 
TJnHt,  nay  most  unnatural  and  prophane; 
To  stum  that  holy  ordinance,  and  make  it 
But  a  mere  bargain  !  For  two  clods  of  earth 
Might  have  been  join'd  as  well  in  matrimony  ! 
Tis  for  your  souPs  health,  madam,  1  do  thi^. 


Euph,  How  much  was  I  mistaken  in  this 
chaplain ! 
I  see  h*  has  brains. 

Free.  Though  't  be  dishonesty 
In  him,  yet  justly  was  it  plac*d  on  her ! 
And  I  could  even  applaud  it. 

L,  Whm.  I  protest,  I  love  this  chaplain. 

Dot.   So  do  I,  sweet  mistress,  or  I  am  an 
•  errant  fool. 

L.  Cop.  But  yet  I  hope, 
'The  feoffees  may  prove  honest :  I'll  try  them. 

Fruit.  VVl  go  and  bring  them  to  your  ladyship. 
[jEjtiV  FauiTFrt. 

Sir  Arg.  V\\  stay  no  longer ;  make  my  litter 
ready. 
Ladv,  farewel ;  and  to  you  all ! 

Free.  Nay,  sir. 
Then  let  me  interpose ;  let  me  intreat  you 
By  all  the  rites  of  neighbourhood,  Sir  Argent, 
Make  not  so  sudden  a  departure  now. 
What  though  the  business  have  gone  so  cross, 
You  may  part  fairly  yet.    Stay  till  to-morrow; 
Let  not  the  country  take  too  great  a  notice 
Of  these  proceedings  and  strange  breach ;  'twill  be 
Nothing  but  a  dishonour  to  you  both. 
Pray  sir,  consent ;  give  me  your  hand,  Sir  Argeut. 

Sir  Arg.  At  your  intreaty,  sir,  TU  stay  till 
morning. 

Free,   Before  that  time,  you  may  consider 
better.  [EjreA^ 


ACT  V. 


Matilda,  Theodore. 


Mat.  ril  not  refuse  my  uncle's  courtesy, 
But  go  and  see  his  house.     I  should  before 
Have  done  that  duty  to  him;  but  I  thought 
My  visits  were  not  welcome ;  since  he  liv'd 
So  close  and  privately. 

Theod.  Sweet  cousin,  you'll  find 
A  happy  alteration  in  |nv  father ; 
And  that  there  dwells  a  kind  and  honest  soul 
Wiihi.i  his  breast.    Though  wretched  avarice, 
The  usual  fault  of  age,  has  heretofore 
Too  much  kept  back  the  good  expressions 
Of  such-like  thoughts,  he  now  will  make  amends 
To  all  the  world  ;  and  has  begun  already 
With  his  poor  neighbours. 

Mat.  Cousin,  I  shall  be 
Too  bad  a  guest  at  this  sad  time ;  and  bring 
Nothing  but  sorrow  to  my  uncle's  house. 

Theod,  You'll  be  yourself  a  welcome  guest  to 
him; 
And  I  sh.ill  think  our  roof  exceeding  happy, 
If  it  m:iy  mitigate  that  killing  grief 
Which  your  so  solitary  life  too  much 
H  ts  noiiri^h'd  in  you.     Cousin,  feed  it  not ; 
rris  a  dise  ise  that  will,  in  time,  consume  you. 
I  have  already  given  the  best  advice. 
That  my  poor  knowledge  will  afford,  to  ease 


Your  troubled  thoughts.    If  time,  which  Heaven 

allows 
To  cure  all  grief,  should  not  have  power  to  do  it; 
If  death  of  father,  mother,  husband,  wife, 
Should  be  lamented  still,  the  world  would  wear 
Nothing  but  black  ;  sorrow  alone  would  reign 
Fn  every  family  that  lives,  and  bring 
Upon  poor  mortals  a  perpetual  night. 
You  must  fonret  it,  cousin. 

Mat,  Never  can  I 
Forget  my  love  to  him. 

Theod.  Nor  do  I  strive 
To  teach  you  to  forget  that  love  you  bear 
To  his  dear  memory ;  but  that  grief  which  lies 
Wrapt  in  amongst  it,  and  turns  all  to  poison, 
Maknig  it  mortal  to  that  soul  that  tastes  it ; 
Tis  that,  sweet  cousin,  which  I  hope  that  time 
May,  by  degrees,  extinguish.     Will  you  please. 
To  walk  along  ?    My  lather,  long  ere  this, 
Expects  us,  I  am  sure,  and  longs  to  see  you. 

EuGENY  in  the  Officers  hands, 

Eu^.  I  blame  you  not  at  all,  that  by  the  Itir 
And  virtue  of  your  places,  are  required 
To  apprehend  me. 

Off.  We  are  sorry,  sir,  we  were  enfbrc'd  to 
seize  you. 
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Eug,  But  I  wonder 
What  curious  eje  it  was  that  search'd  so  far 
Into  my  secret  walks,  that  did  discover 
This  dark  abode  of  mine,  and  env/d  me 
My  solitary  sorrow ;  such  a  life 
As  I  enjoy'd,  a  man  might  well  afford 
To  his  most  great  and  mortal  enemy. 
'  Off.  Twas  a  plain  fellow,  sir,  that  brought  us 

hither, 
la  the  King's  name,  and  left  us  when  we  had  youi 
But,  sir,  we  wish  you  all  the  good  we  may. 

Eug.  I  thank  you,  friends;  I  cannot  tell  at  all 
Whom  to  suspect ;  nor  will  I  further  vex 
My  thoughts  m  search  of  such  a  needless  thing. 
I  call  to  mind  what  once  my  Theodore 
Told  me  by  way  of  a  surmise :  hut  sure 
It  cannot  be  so  foul.    Shall  I  entreat  you 
To  carry  me  to  old  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
My  kinsman  ?  I  would  only  speak  with  him 
Before  I  go  to  prison :  and  let  one. 
If  you  can  spare  a  man,  go  run  for  me 
To  Mr  Earthworm's  house,  and  bid  his  son 
Meet  me  with  old  Sir  Argent ;  he  lies  now 
At  my  Lady  Covet's  house :  I  have  about  me 
What  will  reward  your  pains,  and  highly  too. 

Off\  It  shall  be  done,  as  you  would  have  it,  sir. 

Eug.  I  dare  not  send  to  fair  Artemia : 
The  sight  of  her,  and  of  so  dear  a  sorrow 
As  she  would  shew,  would  but  afflict  me  more. 
Perchance  I  may  come  safely  off;  till  then 
I  would  conceal  this  accident  from  her. 
But  fame  is  swiftest  still,  when  she  goes  laden 
With  news  of  mischief:  she  too  soon  will  hear ; 
And  in  her  sorrow  I  shall  doubly  suffer. 
Thus  are  we  Fortune's  pastimes;  one  day  live 
Advanc'd  to  heaven  by  the  people's  breath ; 
The  next;  hurl'd  down  into  th'  abyss  of  death. 

Enter  Euphues,  Artemia. 

Euph.  But  are  you  sure  'tis  hereabouts  he  lives  ? 
Ha !  who  is  that  f    Tis  he,  and  in  the  hands 
Of  officers !   Cousin,  the  mischiefs  done 
Before  we  come. 

Art.  O  my  dear  Euseny ! 

Etig,   Artemia  too  T  Ah  me !    she  swoons : 
Help,  help ! 
Look  up,  my  love  !  There  is  no  fear  at  all 
For  me ;  no  danger;  all  is  safe,  and  full 
Of  hope  and  comfort 

Euph,  She  begins  to  come 
Unto  herself  again. 

Eug.  But  pray,  sir,  tell, 
How  came  you  hither,  noble  Euphues  ? 

Euph.  I  never  knew  the  place ;  but  now,  by 
her 
Instructions,  found  it  out :  I  came  to  bear 
Her  company ;  and  her  intent  of  coming 
Was  to  iniorm  you  of  a  danger  near; 
Of  such  a  monstrous  mischief,  as  perchance 
You  scarce  can  credit.    Old  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
By  me,  and  by  another  gentleman. 
Was  oyer-beard  to  say,  that  he  had  scouts, 
And  bad  laid  certain  plots  to  apprehend 


His  kinsman  Eugeny,  just  before  th'  assizes : 
Besides,  what  tuilher  means  he  did  intend. 
Closely  to  work  your  death,  he  then  declar'd. 
To  the  old  covetous  lady,  whom  he  came 
A  suitor  to. 

Eug.   Prophetic  Theodore,   how  right  thou 
wert ! 

Euph.  This  tiling,  when  I  had  heard, 
1  told  it  her;  and  we  with  speed  made  hither; 
Bur  ere  we  came,  the  mischief  was  fultill'd. 

Eug.  1  thank  you,  sir,  for  this  discovery  : 
Howe'er  1  speed,  pray  pardon  me,  if  I 
Shall,  by  the  hand  of  justice,  die  your  debtor. 
How  soon  from  virtue,  and  an  honuur'd  spirit, 
Man  may  receive  what  he  can  never  merit ! 
Be  not  thou  cruel,  my  Artemia ; 
Do  not  torment  me  with  thy  grief,  and  make 
Me  die  before  my  lime;  let  hope  a  while 
Suspend  thy  sorrow ;  it  the  worst  should  fall, 
riiy  sorrow  would  but  more  enfeeble  me; 
And  make  me  suffer  faintly,  for  thy  sake. 

Art.  If  worst  should   full,  my   love   (which 
Heaven  forefend) 
How  could  I  chuse  but  suffer  ? 

Euph.  1  will  hope 
Your  safety  yet   may  well  be  wrought;    and 

knowing 
Sir  Argent's  mind,  you  know  what  ways  to  trust. 

Art.  Good  cousin,  help  us  with  thy  counsel 
now. 
If  thou  dost  love  my  life. 

Euph.  Fear  it  not,  cousin ; 
If  I  may  aid  you,  sir,  in  any  thing, 
You  shall  command  it. 

Eug.  Sir,  1  cannot  thank  you  . 
So  much  as  it  deserves  ;  this  timely  favotur. 
If  not  in  life,  yet  shall  at  least  m  death 
Endear  me  to  you. 

Art.  Do  not  name  that  word,  my  dearest  love ! 

Euph.  You  must  be  speedy,  sir,  in  all  your 
courses  now. 

Eug.  Then  let  me  beg 
That  you  would  meet  me  at  my  Lady  Covet's, 
rU  ring  Sir  Argent  -Scrape  so  loud  a  peal. 
As  shall,  perchance,  awake  his  bed-rid  soul ; 
And  rouze  it,  though  so  deeply  sunk  in  dross; 
Drown*d,  and  o*erwhelm*d  with  muck.    Go  you 

together. 
And  leave  me  to  my  way. 

Art.  Farewel,  dear  love !  [Exeutit, 

Enter  Barnet,  Lady  Whimsey. 

Bar.  Madam,  'tis  sure ;  I  know  your  ladyship 
is  so  possessM. 

L.  Whim.  I  think  he  loves  me  well. 
And  will  not  now  start  back  from  marrying  me. 

Bar.  That  is  the  happy  hour  he  only  longs  for. 
But  if  so  strange  a  thing  should  come  to  pass, 
(Which  yet  I  think  impossible,)  that  this 
Your  marriage  should  break  off,  I  will  give  back 
Into  your  hand  this  bond,  which  I  receiv*d ; 
And  'tis  worth  nothing,  madam,  as  you  know 
By  the  condition. 
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X.  Whim.  True,  I  fear  it  not ; 
But  I  durst  trust  you,  if 'twere  otherwise. 

Bar,  He  waits  the  hour  when  you  will  please 
to  tie 
The  happv  knot  with  him. 

X.  Whim.  He  shall  no  longer 
Wait  for  it  now ;  I'll  go  connrm  him. 

Bar,  But  tliink  not^  gentle  madam,  '^that  I 
shark. 
Or  cheat  him  in  it ;  I  have  to  a  sum. 
Greater  than  this,  from  him,  as  good  a  title 
As  righc  can  give ;  though  my  unhappy  fortunes 
Made  me  forhear  the  trial  of  my  title, 
While  his  old  cnifiy  father  was  alive : 
He  held  from  me  a  farm  of  greater  value, 
As  all  the  neighbours  know ;  I  then  forbore  it ; 
And  will  do  still,  since  by  an  easier  way 
I  may  have  satisfaction.     But  here  comes 
One  that  has  lost  a  marriage. 

En^cr  Trusty,  Lady  Covfr. 

L.  Cov.  Tell  me.  Trusty,  what  say  ihe  feoflfees? 

Trus.  They'll  say  nothing,  madam ; 
Make  me  no  answer;  butj  that  they  know  how 
To  manage  their  own  fortunes. 

L,  Cov,  All  the  world 
Conspires  against  me;  I  am  quite  undone. 

Trus,  I  promise  you  truly,  madam,  I  believe 
They  mean  little  better  than  plain  knavery. 

L.  Cov.  Ay,  'tis  too  true. 

L,  Whim.  How  does  your  ladyship  ? 
I  was  in  hope  to-day  we  should  have  seen  you 
A  joyful  bride. 

L.  Cov,  Ah,  madam,  'twas  ray  folly 
To  dream  of  such  a  thing;  'tis  that  has  brought  me 
To  all  this  sorrow,  and  undone  me  quite. 

L,  Whim.   I  hope  not  so.     But,  madam,  I 
confess. 
The  marriage  could  have  done  you  little  good ; 
One  of  your  years,  and  then  a  man  so  old  ! 

X.  Cov.  Oh,  do  not  mention  it ;  I  am  justly 
punish'd. 

X.  Whim.  Pardon  me,  madam ;  I  must  make 
so  bold 
As  leave  you  for  a  while.    Come,  Mr  Barnet, 
Shall  we  go  see  the  party  ? 

Bar.  I  wait  }ou,  madam.  [Exeunt, 

X.  Cov,  My  sorrow  will  not  leave  me.    But, 
alas! 
Tis  a  deserved  punishment  I  suffer 
For  my  unjust  oppressions :  I  detain'd 
Scudmore's  estate  injuriously,  and  had 
No  conscience  to  restore  what  was  not  mine : 
And  now  all's  ta'en  away  !    What  then  I  would 

not, 
J  cannot  now  perform,  though  I  desire. 


Enter  Freeman,  Artemia. 

Free.  Fear  not,  Artemia,  there  shall  no  means 
Be  left  uutry*d  to  save  the  gentleman. 
I  did  approve  thy  choice,  and  still  will  do. 
If  fortune  will  consent.    My  Lady  Covet, 
Are  you  sad  still  ? 

X.  Cov.  Never  had  any  woman 
A  greater  cause  of  sorrow,  Mr  Freeman  ; 
For  I  protest,  it  does  not  trouble  me 
So  much,  that  by  this  cheat  I  lose  the  power 
Of  my  estate,  as  that  I  lose  all  means 
Of  chanty,  or  restitution, 
To  any  person  whom  I  wrong'd  before. 

Free.  Why  then,  you  make  a  true  and  per- 
fect use 
Of  such  a  cross,  and  may  hereafter  take 
True  comfort  from  it. 

X.  C'CV,  If  my  conscience 
Were  satisfy'd,  1  could  forsake  the  rest. 

Enter  Euphues. 

Euph.  My  cousin,  I  perceive,  has  made  more 
haste 
Hither  than  I :  but  I  have  seen  a  pageant 
That,  in  the  saddest  time,  would  make  one  laogb. 

Free.  What,  pr'ythee? 

Euph.  I  have  seen  your  neighbour  Earthworm 
In  such  a  mood,  as  you  would  wonder  at. 
And  all  that  ever  knew  him  heretofore. 
He  is  inveighing  'gainst  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
For  being  so  basely  covetous,  as  thus, 
For  hope  of  lucre,  to  betray  his  kinsman : 
A  thing  that  he  himself  would  scorn  as  much. 
He  does  protest,  as  caa  be. 

Free.  I  have  known 
It  otherwise ;  what  may  not  come  to  pass. 
When  Earthworm  is  a  foe  lo  avarice  f 

Euph.  But  he,  they  say,  has  made  it  good  io 
deeds. 

Free.  He  has  been  so  exceeding  bountiful 
Now  to  our  poor,  and  vows  to  be  so  still. 
That  we  may  well  believe  he  is  quite  chang'd, 
And  strives  to  make  amends  for  what  is  past. 
He  has,  they  say,  a  brave  and  virtuous  son, 
Lately  come  home,  that  has  been  cause  of  all. 

Euph.  It  well  may  be:  I  know  young  Theo- 
dore. 
Uncle,  he  is  of  strange  abilities; 
And  to  convert  his  father  was  an  act 
Worthy  of  him. 

Enter  Servant,  and  Sir  Argent  in  his  Chair, 

Serv,  Madam,  Sir  Argent  Scrape  would  take 
his  leave 
Of  you. 

X.  Cov,  When  it  pleases  him. 


<^  Thxi  I  Aark^.  e,  collect  my  prey  like  the  shark-fish.    So,  in  HtmUt: 
^  Shm-k^d  up  a  troop  of  landless  resolntes."     8. 
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Sir  Arg,  Get  me  my  litter 
Ready  presently :  I  will  be  gone,  madam, 
I  now  am  come  to  give  you  loving  thanks 
For  my  good  chear ;  and  so  bid  you  farewel. 
fiot  let  me  tell  you  this  before  we  part : 
Things  might  have  been  carried  another  way, 
For  your  own  good ;  but  you  may  thauk  yourself 
For  what  has  happened  now. 

L.  Cov.  If  you  suppose 
It  had  been  for  my  good  to  marry  you, 
You  are  deceived ;   tor  that,  iu  my  esteem, 
I        (Though  once  I  was  so  foolish  to  give  way 

To  that  ridiculous  motion)  had  brought  with  it 
As  ereat  a  misery,  as  that  which  now 
Is  fall'n  upon  me. 
Sir  Arg,  How  !   as  great  a  misery  as  to  be 
I  beegar*d  ? 

L,  Cav,  iZsy  sir,  I'll  assure  you, 
I        I  tm  of  that  opinion,  and  still  shall  be  : 
I        Bai  know,  Sir  Argent,  though  I  now  want  power 
I        To  give  you  that  which  you  still  gap*d  for,  wealth, 
^        I  can  be  charitable,  and  bestow 
I        Somewhat  upon  you  that  is  better  far. 
I  Sir  Arg.  Better  than  wealth !  what's  that  ? 

L.  Cov,  Honest  counsel. 
Let  my  calamity  admonish  yon 
To  make  a  better  use  of  your  large  wealth. 
While  you  may  call  it  yours.    Things  may  be 

changed : 
For  know,  that  hand  that  has  afflicted  me, 
Can  find  out  you.     You  do  not  stand  above  it. 
Sir  Arg,  I  hope,  I  shall  know  how  to  keep 

mine  own. 
Euph,  I  do  begin  to  pity  the  poor  lady. 
Free,  This  has   wrought  goodness  m    her. 
Who  are  these? 

Enter  Earthworm  and  Theodore. 

My  neighbour  Earthworm  ?   Lord !   how  he  is 
chang'd  ! 
Earth,  Twas  basely  done,  and  like  a  covet- 
ous wretch, 
Pll  tell  him  to  his  face :  What  care  I  for  him  ? 
I  have  a  purse  as  well  as  he. 
Euph.  How's  this? 

Earth,  Betray  a  kinsman's  life  to  purchase 
wealth ! 
Oh  detestable ! 

Euph,  Oh  miraculous  change ! 
1^0  you  not  hear  him,  uncle  ? 
^arth,  Mr  Freeman,  happily  met. 
Free,  Sir,  I  am  glad  to  see  you. 
Earth,  1  have  been  long  your  neighbour,  sir ; 
but  liv'd 
In  such  a  fashion,  as  I  must  endeavour 
To  make  amends  hereafter  for,  and  strive 
To  recom pence  with  better  neighbourhood. 
Free,  It  joys  me  much  to  see  tliis  change  in 

you. 
Earth,  Pardon  my  boldness^  madam^  that  I 
^      make 
This  intrusion. 
^  Cov,  Y'are  welcome,  Mr  Earthworm. 


Euph,  Let  roe  be  bold  then,  noble  Theodore, 
To  claim  our  old  acquaintance. 

I'heod.  I  shall  think  it 
My  honour,  worthy  sir,  to  bold  that  name. 

Earth,  Is  that  oir  Ai^ent  Scrape  in  the  chair 
yonder  ? 

Free,  Yes,  sir. 

Earth,  Oh,  fie  upon  him  I    But  soft, 
He  will  be  told  on't  now,  [Eugeny  brought  in. 

Sir  Arg,    Ha !    Eugeny !     Why   have   they 
brought  him  hither? 

Eug,  I  am  come. 
Methiuks  these  looks  of  mine,  inhuman  wretch ! 
Though  I  were  silent,  should  have  power  to  pierce 
That  treacherous  breast^  and  wound  thy  con- 
science. 
Though  it  be  hard  and  senseless  as  the  idol 
Which  thou  ador'st,  thy  gold. 

Sir  Arg.  Is  this  to  me,  kinsman,  you  speak  ? 

Eug,  Kinsman !  Do  not  wrong 
That  honest  name  with  thy  unhaUowed  lips. 
To  find  a  name  for  thee,  and  thy  foul  guilty 
Has  so  far  pos'd  me,  as  I  cannot  make 
Choice  of  a  language  fit  to  tell  thee  of  it. 
Treacherous,  bloody  man !  that  has  betray'd 
And  sold  my  life  to  thy  base  avarice ! 

Sir  Arg.  Who,  I  betray  you  ? 

Eug,  Yes,  can  you  deny  it? 

L,  Cov,  I'll  witness  it  against  him,  if  be  do. 
'Twas  his  intent,  I  know. 

Euph,  And  so  do  I ;  I  overheard  his  counsels. 

Earth,  Out  upon  him,  unworthy  man  ! 

Euph,  1  could  e'en  laugh  to  hear  old  Earth- 
worm chide. 

Eug,  But  think  upon  the  deed ; 
Think  on  your  own  decrepid  age ;  and  know, 
That  day,  by  nature's  possibility. 
Cannot  be  far  from  hence,  when  you  must  leave 
Those  wealthy  hoards  that  you  so  basely  lov'd, 
And  carry  nothing  with  thee,  but  the  £uilt 
Of  impious  getting;  then  if  you  would  give 
To  pious  uses  what  you  cannot  keep. 
Think  what  a  wretched  charity  it  is; 
And  know,  this  act  shall  lea%'e  a  greater  stain 
On  your  detested  memory,  than  all 
Those  seeming  deeds  of  charity  can  have 
A  power  to  wash  away ;  when  men  shall  say. 
In  the  next  age,  This  goodly  hospital. 
This  house  of  alms,  this  sclu>ol,  though  seeming 

fair. 
Was  the  foul  issue  of  a  cursed  murder ; 
And  took  foundation  in  a  kinsman's  blood. 
The  privilege  that  rich  men  have  in  evil. 
Is,  that  they  go  unpunish'd  to  the  devil. 

Sir  Arg.  Oh !  I  could  wish  the  deed  undone 
again: 
Ah  me  1  What  means  are  left  to  help  it  now  ? 

Free,  Sure  the  old  man  begins  to  melt  indeed. 

Eug.  Now  let  me  turn  to  you,  my  truer  friends^ 
And  take  my  last  fareweU. 

Enter  Fruitful  and  Trusty. 

Euph.  My  noble  chaplain ! 
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What  pranks  comes  he  to  play  now?    I  had 

thought 
His  business  had  been  done. 

Fruit.  Health  to  you,  madam  ! 

X.  Cov.  How  can  you  wish  me  health,  that  have 
so  laboured 
To  ruin  me  in  all  things? 

Fruit,  No,  good  madam ; 
Twas  not  your  ruin,  but  your  good  I  sought : 
Nor  was  it  to  deprive  ygu  of  your  means. 
But  only  rectify  your  conscience. 

Free.  How 's  this  ? 

Eupk,  Another  fetch !  this  may  be  worth  die 
hearing. 

Fruit.  Madam,  you  convey'd  away, 
To  three  good  honest  men,  your  whole  estate. 

jL.  Cov.   riiey  have  not  prov'd  so  honest;  I 
had  thought 
I  might  have  trusted  them. 

Fruit.  Then  give  me  hearing : 
They  by  the  virtue  of  that  deed  possessed, 
Have  back  again  convey'd  it  all  to  you. 

X.  Cov.  Ha ! 

Fruit.  Madam,  'twas  done  before  good  wit- 
nesses, 
Of  which  your  steward,  here,  was  one. 

Trus.  Most  true. 

Fruit.  And  all  the  other  are  well  known  to  you ; 
Here  is  the  deed. 

Free.  Let  me  peruse  it,  madam. 

X.  Cov.  Good  Mr  Freeman,  do. 

[Freeman  reads  it  to  himself. 

Euph.  What  plot  is  this  ? 

Fruit,   One  manor  only  they  except  from 
hence, 
Which  they  suppose  you  did  unjustly  hold 
From  the  true  heir :   his  name  was  Scudmore, 
madam. 

X.  Cov.  I  do  confess  I  did  unjustly  hold  it ; 
And  since  have  grieved  me  much,  that  while  I 

riight, 
I  made  not  restitution. 

Fruit.  He  was  poor, 
And  by  the  law  could  not  recover  it; 
Therefore  this  means  was  taken  :  By  this  deed 
They  have  convey'd  it  hither,  where  it  ought 
Of  right  to  he :  Are  you  content  with  this  ? 
And  all  the  rest  of  your  estate  is  yours. 

X.  Cov.  With  ail  my  heart. 

Free.  Madam,  the  deed  is  good. 

X.  Cov.  For  that  estate,  which  justly  is  pass'd 
over 
To  Scudmore's  heir,  I  am  so  well  content. 
As  that,  before  these  gentlemen,  I  promise 
To  pay  him  back  all  the  arrearages 
Of  whatsoever  profits  I  have  made. 

Fruit.  I  thank  your  ladyship:  Now  know 
your  chaplain, 
That  wanted  orders.  [Discovers  himself. 


X.  Cov.  Mr  Scudmore  living ! 

Euph.  My  friend,  how  could'st  thou  keep  con- 
ceal'd  so  long 
From  me? 

Scud.  Excuse  it,  noble  Euphues. 

Art.  Oh  happiness!   beyond  what  could  be 
hop'd  I 
My  Eugeny  is  safe,  and  all  his  grieft 
Ai  quiet  now. 

Eug.  Is  this  a  vision, 
A  mere  fantastick  shew?  or  do  I  see 
Scudmore  hiiiiself  alive?  then  let  nie  beg 
Pardon  from  him. 

Scud.  Ix)ng  ago  'twas  granted ; 
Thy  love  I  now  sliall  st-ek  :  But  though  a  while^ 
For  these  my  ends,  I  have  coiiceal'd  myself, 
I  ever  meant  to  secure  thee  from  danger. 

Eug.    What  strange  unlooL*d-for  happiness 
this  day 
Has  brought  forth  with  it ! 

Scud.  To  tell  you  by  what  means 
I  was  most  strangely  cur'd,  and  found  a  way 
How  to  conceal  my  life,  will  be  too  long 
Now  to  discourse  of  here;  I  will  anon 
Relate  at  large.      But  one    thing  much  has 

griev'd  me. 
That  my  too  long  concealment,  has  been  cause 
Of  so  much  sorrow  to  my  constant  love. 
The  fair  Matilda.     Sir,  she  is  your  niece, 
Let  me  in  treat  my  pardon,  next  to  her. 
From  you. 

Earth.  You  have  it :  Go,  good  Theodore, 
And  bring  her  hither,  but  prepare  her  first : 
Too  sudden  apprehension  of  a  joy 
Is  sometimes  fatal. 

Theod.  I'll  about  it  gladly.  [Exit, 

Sir  Arg.  Dear  cousin,  Eugeiiy,  if  I  yet  may  be 
Thought  worthy  of  that  name,  pardon  my  crime. 
And  my  whole  life,  how  short  soe'er  it  be. 
Shall  testify  my  love  to  be  unfeign'd. 

Eug.  I  do  forgive  you  freely.     Now  to  yoo, 
Grave  sir,  in  whose  rich  bounty  it  must  lie, 
To  make  me  happy,  in  conferring  on  me 
So  bright  a  jewel  as  Artemia, 
*Tis  your  consent  I  beg. 

Free.  You  have  it  freely  ; 
Her  heart,  I  know,  she  gave  you  long  ago. 
And  here  I  give  her  hand, 

Eug.  A  richer  gift 
Than  any  monarch  of  the  world  can  give : 
Bless'd  happines  !    "Gently,  my  joys,  distil. 
Lest  you  do  break  the  vessel  you  should  fill. 

£n^cr  Barn ET,  Dotterel,  Xac(y  Wuimsey. 

Euph.  Here  comes  another  couple,  to  makeup 
The  day's  festivity.    Joy  to  you,  madam ! 
X.  Whim^  Thanks,  ooble  Euphues. 
Dot,  We  have  ty'd  the  knot. 


"  Qenthf,  myj9jf$,  dittU^rSee  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  X.  p.  194. 
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That  cannot  be  undone :  this  gentleman  is  wit- 
ness of  it. 
Bar.  Yes,  I  saw  it  finishM. 
X.  Whim,  Mrs  Artemia,  as  I  suppose, 
I  may  prononnce  as  much  to  you  ? 
Art,  You  may,  as  much  as  I  shall  wish  your 
ladyship. 

Enter  Theodore  and  Matilda. 

&it^  Here  comes  the  dearest  object  of  mj 
soul. 
In  whom  too  much  I  see  my  cruelty. 
And  chide  myself:  Oh  pardon  me,  dear  love. 
That  I  too  lon^;  a  time  have  tyranAiz'd 
Over  thy  constant  sorrow. 

Mat.  Dearest  Scndmore, 
Bat  that  m  v  worthy  cousin  has  prepared 
My  heart  for  this,  I  should  not  liave  believ'd 
My  flattering  eyes. 

SauL  To  Know  brave  Theodore, 


Next  to  enjoying  thee,  was  my  ambition ; 
Which  now  atBnity  hath  blest  me  with. 

Eug.  His  friendship,  worthy  Scudmore,  is  a 
treasure. 

Theod.  I  slmll  endeavour  to  deserve  your  loves. 

Earth.  Come,  leave  your  compliments,  at  ail 
hands,  now, 
And  hear  an  old  man  speak ;  I  mast  intreat 
This  favour  from  all  this  noble  company. 
Especially  from  you,  good  Mr  Freeman, 
Although  this  be  your  daughter's  wedding-day. 
That  vou  would  aJl  be  pleas'd  to  be  my  suests, 
And  keep  with  me  your  marriage  festivi^. 
Grant  my  request. 

Free.  Tis  granted,  sir,  from  me. 

Eug.  And  so,  I  think,  from  all  the  company. 

Earth.   Then  let>  be  merry,  Earthworm's 
jovial  now ; 
And  that's  as  much  as  he  desires  from  You. 

[To  the  Pk. 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Bnter  Nicetes  and  Aramhes. 

Nifi$,  I  have  observed  k  too ; 
Bur  Ihf  cause  b  as  unknown  to  me. 
At  ietioos  done  in  coontriet 
Noi  found  out  yet. 

iram.  Some  weuchyniy  life  to  a  brass  farChing. 
fiee.  As  like  as  may  be : 
Wf  soldiers  are  all  ^ven  that  way ;  especially 
firben  our  blood  boils  high,  and  pulses  beat 
AUrias  to  Cupid's  battles;  we're  apter 
To  sally  on  a  young  flaming  girl^ 
Than  oa  an  enemy  tbat  braves  it  before  cor 
trencbes. 
Aram,  I  ask  it  not  to  know  bis  privacies; 
For  if  bis  freedom  doth  not  acquaint  me  with 

them. 
Let  tbem  be  secret  still— yet  I  could  wish 
An  opportunity  to  tell  hm^  a  little  circum- 
spection 
Would  be  handsome,  and  set  a  gloss  upon  aU. 
Times  might  be  chosen  of  less  public  notice : 
It  kx»ks  so  poorly  in  a  prince  to  be  thus  careless 
Of  bis  own  aflairs :  men  do  so  talk  on*tr— 
Here  comes  Inophilus;  if  any  body  knows, 
It  must  be  he. 

Enter  Inophilus. 

ho.  Your  senraott  captains.    Saw  yon  the 

Srince  to-day  ? 
Fot  we :    we  hopM  to  hear  of  him 
from  yoo. 
Ino.  T»  scnuge  a  nan  adorn'd  with  so  much 


Wisdom,  should  on  the  sudden  fall  off  from  the 
Care  of  his  own  fome !  I  am  his  friend,  and  so 
I  know  are  you ;  but  to  speak  pluinly  to  you, 
He's  grown  my  wonder  now,  as  much  as  other 

mens. 
I,  that  have  found  a  sweetness  in  his  company 
Beyond  whatever.lovers  dream  of  in  a  mistress^ 
That  as  bespoke,  methought  have  smelFd  the  air 
PerfumM ;  nor  could  have  wish'd  a  joy  greater 
Than  living  with  him,  next  those  of  heav*o ; 
And  those  preferr*d  the  more^  because  I  knew 
Plangus  would  be  there. 
I  sav,  even  ly  of  late,  am  grown  out  of  love 
With  any  thing  that's  mortal ;  since  I  have  found 
Plangus  so  far  beneath  (I  will  not  say 
My  expectations)  but  the  assurances 
All  good  men  had  of  future  gallantry. 
He*s  mellmcholy  now,  and  hath  thrown  off 
The  spirit  which  so  well  became  him ;  and  alt 

that 
Sweetness  which  bewitch*d  men's  hearts, 
Is  grown  so  rugged,  so  incomposed  to  all  oobh 

merce. 
Men  fear  he'll  shortly  quarrel  with  himself. 
NaT  more,  he  doth  not  answer  the  fondness 
Of  bis  father's  love  with  half  that  joy. 
He  us*d  to  do. 

Aram,  Tis  now  about  a  week  I  have  obserf'd 
This  alteration;  it  shakes  him  like  an  ague 
Once  in  two  days;  but  holds  him  longer 
Than  a  fit  o'  th'  gout.    They  whisper  aboot  the 

court 
As  if  the  king  had  chid  him  fbr  it. 
And  now  at  length  found  his  haoiiti. 
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Ino,  A  poor  discovery !   Who  might  not  find 
'era  out. 
That  would  be  so  uncivil  ?  I  was  about 
To  follow  him,  but  thought  it  an  ignoble  way, 
Beneath  the  name  of  friendship,  and  so  desisted. 
About  four  days  ago,  meeting  him  i*  th'  long 

gallery, 
I  ask'd  him  how  he  did  ?  Taiing  me  by  the  hand, 
He  wrung  it,  and  after  a  sigh  or  two,  told  uie, 

**  Not  very  well '*    But  he  had  business, 

and  so  we  parted. 
I  saw  him  not  again  in  twenty  hours  after ; 
And  then  I  ask*d  him  where  he'd  been  so  long  ? 
He  told  me  (as  if  he  was  ashamed 
To  deny  me  such  a  poor  request)  I  must  not 

know : 
And  when  I  told  him,  his  often  absence  was 

observM ; 
Is  it  ?  (saith  he)  I  cannot  help  it ;  but  it  shall 
No  more  be  so ;  and  at  the  last  he  stole  away  : 
Since  wlien  I  saw  him  not. 

Nice.  O  this  wicked  peace !    Inophilus^ 
Is  there  no  hopes  of  war  ? 
To  lye  at  home  to  see  our  armours  rust ; 
We  could  keep  the  prince  sober  and  merry  too, 
If  he  would  but  exchange  his  court  for  a  caipp. 

Ino.  The  kin^  is  old,  and  doats  upon  his  son ; 
Is  loth  to  venture  him  to  danger : 
Yet  at  this  time  there  is  occasion. 
The  Arrives  have  refused  to  pay  their  tribute, 
And  are,  for  certain,  preparing  for  invasion  ; 
Sc^roe  say  they  have  got  mto  Iberia  already. 

Jram,  Nay,  then  tlere's  hopes  ; 
If  we  could  but  find  the  prince  with  a  buff  coat 

again, 
I  should  be  once  more  merry.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Ephorbas  the  Kingy  Rih  atus,  Eubulus, 
and  Arammes,  three  Lords, 

Eph.  See  the  ambassadors  entertain*d 
Witn  such  an  evenness  as  should  be  ns*d  to  men 
We  neither  fear  nor  love ;  let  neither 
Too  much  obsequiousness  teach  them  insolency, 
Nor  any  ill  usage  brand  us  with  incivility: 
Stay  you,  Rinatus.  [Hesiglu. 

[Exeunt  Eubulus  and  Aram nes. 

Open  thy  bosom,  and  receive  torrents  of 

sorrow, 
That  lie  like  rocks  of  lead  upon  my  soul ; 
Honest  Rinatus,  experience  bids  roe  trust  thee 
With  a  mighty  secret.    Thuu  canst  not  chuse 
But  know,  my  son,  of  late,  is  much  retired. 
I  do  not  like  that  youth  should  be  thus  melan- 
choly: 
Let  them  enjoy  themselves ;  for  age  will  come. 
Whose  impotency  will  deny  all  pleasures. 
I  do  believe  he  loves  me.    Hah  ? 

"Rin.    Yes,  doubtless,  better  than  sick  men 
health; 


Or  those  who  are  pen*d  np  in  dariwess 
Love  the  sun. 

Eph.  I  speak  not  as  if  I  thought  he  did  not ; 
For  thou  know'st  I  humour  him,  afford  him 
Liberty  enough ;  I  never  chide  him,  nor  expcess 
The  least  dislike  of  any  action.    Am  not  I  a 

gentle  father  ? 
Methinks  were  I  a  son  again  to  such  a  father, 
I  should  not  think  he  liv'd  too  long;  should*st 

thou,  Rinatus  ? 
B,in.  No  more  doth  he,  upon  my  soul : 
One  command  of  yours  would  make  him  venture 

upon 
Light'ning,  nay  almost  make  him  act  a  sin ; 
A  thing  he  fears  to  name. 
Eph,  I  do  believe  thee : 
But  yet,  methinks, should  he  be  grown  so  impious, 
There  might  be  found  excuses. 
A  crown  is  a  temptation ;  especially  so  near  one : 
Tis  not  with  princes  as  with  other  sons  ; 
And  I  am  told  too- 
Hath  not  my  hand  the  palsy  ? 
Doth  a  crown  become  grey  nairs  ?    To  be  a  king 
Might  make  some  men  forswear  all  conscience. 
But  I  know  Plangus  hath  far  nobler  thoughts — 
And  yet  an  empire  might  excuse  a  parricide. 

Rtn.  Sir !  sure  you  are  a  stranger  to  your  son ; 
For,  give  me  leave  to  say,  your  fears  are  vain : 
So  great  a  virtue  as  the  prince's,- 
Cannot  anticipate  his  hopes  by  any  sin. 
Honour  and  duty  have  been  acquainted  with  him 
Now  too  long  to  be  divorc'd. 
Some  sycophants  there  are 
(Such  creatures  still^  will  haunt  the  cowt)  I  know 
Love  not  the  prince,  because  he  loves  not  them. 
Sir,  shut  your  ears  to  them,  they  will  betray  you 
To  your  ruin.    Jealousy's  a  disease 
Should  be  below  a  king,  as  that  which  seixeth 
On  the  basest  spirits.   Oh,  shut  it  from  your  sod ! 
One  may  read  in  story  what  dire  effects 
The  fury  bath  brought  forth.    Kings  make  away 
Their  only  sons,  and  princes  their  lathers ; 
And  when  they  have  done,  they  may  despair  at 

leisure. 
Eph,  I  do  not  think  Plangus 
Hath  plots,  or  on  my  crown,  or  roe ; 
He  was  virtuous  always,  and  is  still,  I  hope : 
But  why  is  he  so  much  from  court  then,  and 

alone  too  ? 
I  do  but  ask  the  question. 

Bin.  It  can  be  no  design,  believe  me,  sir; 
For  crowns  are  won  by  other  courses. 
Aspirers  must  grow  popular,  be  hedg'd  about 
With  their  confederates;  then  would  be  flatter 

yon, 
Be  jolly  still,  as  if  no  melancholy  thought  were 

in  him. 
A  guilty  conscience  would  then  teach  him  policy. 
And  he  would  seek  to  take  suspicion  irom  nil  his 

carriages ; 
Innocence  makes  bim  careless  now. 

Eph.  Thou  hast  almost  resolved  me, 
The  tempest  in  my  soul  is  almost  bid^ 
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And  wants  bat  time  to  calm  it. 

Yoatb  hath  its  whimsies,  nor  are  we 

To  examine  all  their  paths  too  strictly. 

We  went  awry  ourselves  when  we  were  young. 

Rim,  Sir! 

JEpA.  Tboa  ma/st  be  gone,  Rinatns. 

[Exit  RiNATUS. 

SCENE  nr. 

Ephorbas  tolut. 

The  blessing  of  an  honest  servant ! 
This  Rinatos  is  troer  unto  me. 
He  loves  the  king  as  well  as  I  Ephorbas; 
And  may  I  live  but  to  reward  him  ! 
For  he's  too  honest  for  a  court. 

Enter  Artesio. 

How  now,  Artesio?    thy  looks  speak  strong 

amaseraent; 
I  am  with  child  to  hcnr  the  news:  Pr*ythee 
Be  quick  in  the  delivery. 

Art,  The  prince,  an't  please  your  majesty — 

JKpA.  What  of  him,  Artesio? 

Art.  1  have  observed  is  much  retired  of  late. 

Epk.  So  have  I  too ;  this  is  no  news. 

Art.  And  I  can  whisper  in  your  ear  the  cause. 
Twas  chance,  no  policy  of  mine,  betray'd  his 

privacies : 
111  offices  are  not  the  engines  I  desire  to  rise  by ; 
Oaly  love  to  the  yonog  prince  makes  me  reveal 
them. 

1^.  Nay,  nay,  without  apology ; 
If  it  were  treason,  it  should  not  go  down 
The  sooner  for  all  the  gilded  preparation. 
Nor  am  I  of  so  feminine  a  humour. 
As  to  mistrust  a£Gection  delivered  bluntly : 
Plain  meaning  should  be  plamly  told ; 
Bad  wares  may  have  false  lights,  good  can  abide 
the  day. 

Art,  Bot  I  know 
The  nature  of  my  office ; 
Though  kings  still  hug  suspicion  in  their  bosoms, 
They  bate  ihe  causers ;  love  to  hear  secrets  too. 
Yet  the  revealers  still  iiire  the  worse. 
Being  either  thought  guilty  of  ends  or  weakness; 
And  so  esteem'd  by  those  they  tell  them  to, 
Either  unfit  or  dangerous  to  be  trusted. 
Perliaps,  sir,  when  the  prince  and  yon  are  friends 

YoQ*I]  tell  me,  that  had  my  love  been  real, 
I  iboold  have  whispered  the  prince's  errors  to 
himself— 
Epk,  Without  a  syllable  of  prologue  more. 
Or  1  shall  verify  your  fears. 
Art,  In  this  brave  city  (take  it  as  brief  as 
may  be) 
There  lives  a  beauty,  fit  to  command 
Them  that  command  the  world. 
And  might  be  Aleiander*s  mistress,  were  he  yet 

alive, 
And  bad  added  empires  as  lange  as  his  desires : 


She's  bot  a  private  merchant's  wife ; 

Yet  the  prince  is  so  lar  gravell'd  in  her  affection 

I  fear— 

Epk.  Then  there  is  hopes  I  may  recall  him : 
Love  is  a  childish  evil,  though  the  effects 
Are  dangerous.  A  prince's  errors  grown  pubUck, 
Will  be  scandalous.     Poor  boy  !  perhaps 
The  jealous  husband  may  commit  a  murder ; 
I  would  not  have  him  cut  off  so  young : 
Love  should  be  princes  recreation,  not  their 

business. 
What  physick  must  we  give  him  for  his  cure? 

Art,  I  dare  not  counsel  you ; 
But  iu  my  poor  judgment  some  g,entle 
Fatherly  persuasions  will  work  upon  so  good  a 
nature. 

Epk.  Could'st  thou  but  possibly  effect 
How  1  might  take  him  napping  ? 

Art.  That  is  beyond  my  skill :   * 
But  I  can  shew  you  the  house,  and  dme 
He  walks  lirom  hence  in,  which  will  be 
About  an  hour  lience ;  for  then  her  husband 
Comes  home  from  tbe  Ryalto. 

Epk.  Time  will  not  tarry  for  a  king ;  let's  go, 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Ino.  What  is  become  of  this  young  prince? 
or  where 
Doth  he  bestow  himself?  Doth  he  walk  invisible? 
Where  have  I  been  to  look  him  ?  tbe  horses 
Are  in  the  stables,  his  page  and  I  at  home  too. 
That  us*d  to  be  as  inseparable  companions.-— ~ 

Enter  Nicetes,  Aram nes. 

Aram.   Well  met,  gentlemen !   where  is  the 
hermit  Plangus  ? 

Nice,  We  cannot  tell,  nor  have  we  been  to 
seek  him. 
If  at  the  court,  we  should  hear  presently; 
If  not,  we  might  be  too  officious  in  his  search. 
And  our  enquiry  might  make  his  absence 
Bot  so  much  the  more  notorious ; 
And  I'm  confident  he*s  well : 
His  virtue  guards  him  still  from  all  mischances. 

Ino.  Though  his  company's  the  dearest  thing 
I  love. 
Yet  for  his  good  I  could  digest  hb  absence. 
But  that  I  doubt  a  mighty  mischief  might  spring 
From  this  small  grain  of  mdiscretion. 
The  king  is  old,  and  there  are  knaves  about  the 

court. 
That  (if  he  knew  it  not)  would  tell  him  so  : 
And  men  conscious  to  themselves  of  a  deficiency, 
Are  still  most  jealous  of  a  growing  wortlt. 
Perhaps  a  thinking  father  (for  plodding 
Is  old  age's  sickness)  may  take  notice  of 
His  son's  retirement,  and  misconstrue  it  so: 
Nothing  is  impossible— Heaven  send  it  otherwise! 

Aram,  This  care  becomes  you,  sir ; 
But  I  dare  swear  'tis  needless :  the  king 
Is  but  an  ill  dissembler ;  and  bad  be 
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But  the  letitt  thought  of  aacb  a  diuig,  be^4  hide  k 
Less  Umo  the  aun  coticeaJs  his  brightoess: 
Besides,  a  luan  as  great  as  Epborbas  is, 
"^  liose  rale  of  lirinj^  hath  been  directed  by 
The  liiie  of  virtoe,  cauiiot  mistrust  that  vice 
lo  hibown  son,  of  which  himself  was  never  guilty; 
Had  Uth  younger  years  been  tainted  with 
Inordinate  desires,  or  bad  his  crown  been 
The  effect  of  some  audacious. crime,  periiaps 
His  guiky  conscience  might  have  miMrustcid ; 
Bat  *ti8  impossible  where  there  is  no  guilty 
To  fear  a  puuishment. 

Ino.  You  speak  my  hopes : 
But  this  for  certain,  gentlemen,  the  king. 
Who  was  iidmired  for  his  matchless  sleeping. 
Whose  night  no  nuise  disturbed,  and  it    was 

dUficult 
To  wake  before  his  hour,  sleeps  but  unquietly  of 

lat€, 
Will  start  at  mid-nigbt,  and  cry  Plangos: 
Is  gr  edy  afler  news,  and  walks  unevc^nly. 
And  sometimes  on  the  sudden  looks  behind  him; 
And  when  one  speaks  to  him,  scarcely  marks 

one  sylUble. 
Surely  the  mind  of  some  distemper  shakes 
His  soul  into  his  looseness. 

Enter  Messenger. 

Mess,  My  lord,  the  prince  desires' 
To  meet  you  half  an  hour  hence  i*  tb*  gallery. 
Ino.  Me? 

Mess.  Yes,  my  lord. 
Ino.  I  shull.    Your  servant,  captains. 
All.  Yours,  my  lord. 

[Eseunt  at  several  doors. 


SCENE  V. 

Plangus,  Androvaka. 

Plan.  It  cannot  be  so  late. 
And,  Believe  't,  the  sun  is  set,  my  dear. 
And  candles  have  nsurp'd  the  office  of  tlie  day. 

Plan.  Indeed,  methinks  a  certain  mist, 
Like  darknesK,  hangs  on  my  eye-lids. 
But  too  great  Instre  may  undo  the  sight : 
A  man  may  stare  so  long  upon  the  sun,  that  he 
May  look  his  eyes  out;  and  certainly  'tis  so  with 

me;  • 
I  have  so  greedily  8walIow*d  thy  light. 
That  I  have  spoird  my  own. 
And.  Whyshouldst  tbou  tempt  me  to  my  ruin 
thus? 
As  if  thy  presence  were  less  welcome  to  me, 
Than  day  to  one,  who  ('tis  so  long  aco 
He  saw  the  sun)  hath  forgot  what  li|bt  is. 
Love  of  thy  presence  makes  me  wish  this  ab- 
sence. 
Phcebiis  hiroielf  must  suffer  an  eclipse. 
And  clouds  are  still  foils  to  the  brightest  splen- 
dor: 
Some  short  departure  will  (like  a  river  stopt) 


I  Make  the  current  of  our  I 
The  higher  at  oiur  next  meetiiig. 

Plan.  Alas,  my  dearest!  tell  those  ao, 
That  know  not  what  it  is  to  part  firoai  \  '         ^, 
Bid  not  him  surfeit  to  taste  health's  sweetuen^ 
That  knows  what  'tis  to  groan  under  a  diwatc 

And.  Then  Jet  us  stand  and  out-face  danger. 
Since  you  will  have  it  so ;  despise  report. 
And  contemn  scandals  into  nothing, 
Which  vanish  with  the  breath  that  utters  'em; 
Love  is  above  these  vanities.    Should 
The  innocent  thing  my  husband  take  thee  here. 
He  could  not  spite  me  but  by  growii^  jealous; ' 
And  jealousy's  black  efect  would  be  a  cloister 
Perhips  to  kill  me  too :  But  that's  impossible^ 
I  cannot  die  so  long  as  Plangns  loves  me. 
Yet  say  this  piece  of  earth  should  play  the  coward. 
And  fall  at  some  unlucky  stroke. 
Love  would  transport  my  better  half  to  its  center, 
Plangus'  heart,  and  I  should  live  in  him. 
But,  sir,  yon  have  a  fame  to  lose,  which  should  be 
A  pnnce*s  only  care  and  darling. 
Which  should  have  an  eternity  beyond  his  life: 
If  he  should  toke  that  from  you,  I  should 
Be  kiird  indeed. 

Plan.  Why  dost  thou  use 
These  arguments  to  bid  me  go. 
Yet  chain  me  to  thy  tongue,  while  the  angel-like 
Musick  of  thy  voice  entring  my  thirsty  ears, 
Channs  up  my  fears  to  immobility  ? 
'Tis  more  impossible  for  me  lo  leaTe  thee. 
Than  for  this  carcase  to  quait  away  its  graven 

stone. 
When  it  lies  destitute  of  a  soul  to  infonn  it. 
Manners  might  witli  far  greater  ease 
Hear  whole  shoals  of  Sirens  singing. 
And  not  leap  out  to  their  destruction. 
Than  I  forsake  so  dangerous  a  sweetneat. 
And.  I  will  be  dumb  then. 
Plam.  I  will  be  deaf  first.  I've  thought  a  way 

now, 
III  run  from  hence,  and  leavemy  soul  bduad  me. 
It  shall  be  so— and  yet  it  shall  not  neirher : 
What !  shall  a  husband  banish  a  prince  his  house 
For  fear?  A  husband !  'tis  but  an  airr  title ; 
I  will  command  there  shall  be  no  such  thioK, 
And  then  Andromana  is  mine,  or  his,  or  aaj 

man's 
She  will  herself.    These  ceremonies 
Fetter  the  world,  and  I  was  bom  to  free  it. 
Shall  man,  that  noble  creature,  be  afraid 
Of  words,  things  himself  made? 
Shall  sounds,  a  tbiug  of  seven-email  letteis,  giv^ 
Check  to  a  prince's  will  ? 

And.  Did  you  not  promise  me,  dear  sir? 
Have  ypo  not  sworn  too,  you  would  not  slay 

beyond  the  time  ? 
Have  oaths  no  more  validity  with  princes? 
Let  me  not  think  so. 
Plan.  Come,  I  will  go,  thou  sbalt  not  aak  in 

vain; 
But  let  us  kiss  at  parting,  it  may  be  our  last, 

perhaps. 


SbiUiBtO 


THE  MERCHANTS  WIFE. 


^i 


—I  caBQOt  BOW  move  one  Ibot^  though  all  tbe 

tbries 
Sboald  whip  me  forward  with  their  snakes. 
Wovab,  tboa  stol'st  mjr  heart,  just  now  thou 

stol'st  it. 
A  ctiiBOA  b«llet  miebt  have  kiaa'd  my  lips 
Aad  left  me  as  much  life^. 

[The  Kimg  having  Uiten^d,  comes  in  tofiiy^ 
—Are  we  betray'd? 
Whit  art?   apeak,  or  resoWe  to  die. 
King.  A  well-wisher  of  the  prince^si 
Pian.  Tbe  kia^?— it  cannot  be!  [He  $tart9. 
Sing.  Though  thou  baat  thrown  all  nature  off^ 
I  caaaot  what's  my  dcrty.    Uagraeioos  boy ! 
HiKfst  been  the  offspring  of  a  sinful  bed, 
Thoa  might'st  have  claimed  adultery  as  inherit- 
ance; 
Lyft  would  have  been  thy  kiasaian^  aiicl  what 

enormity 
Thy  looser  life  conrid  have  been  guiky  of, 
Had  foand  excuse  in  an  uonRtnnd  conception. 
Pr'vthee  hereafter  seek  another  father : 
^Aorbas  cannot  call  him  son,  that  makes  lost 

bis  deity. 
Had  I  but  known — {but  we  are  hoodwinked  still 
To  all  aiischances)  I  should  have  had  a  son, 
TKt  would  make  it  his  study  to  embrace  cor- 
ruption. 
And  take  delight  in  unlawful  sheets^ 
I  would  have  migg*d  a  monster  in  mine  aims 
Before  thy  mother. — Good  o  heavens ! 
What  will  this  world  come  to  at  last  ? 
When  princes,  that  should  be  the  patterns 
Of  all  virtue^  lead  op  the  dance  to  vice ! 
What  shall  we  call  our  own,  when  our  own  wives 
Banish  their  fiiith,  and  prove  false  to  us  ? 
Hare  I  with  so  much  care  promis'd  myself 
So  pleasing  a  spring  of  comfort,  and  are  all 
Those  blouoms  nipt,  and  buds  burnt  up  by  the 

fire 
Oflastandsin?-— 
Have  I  thns  long  laboured  againA 
Tbe  billows,  that  did  oppose  my  growing  hopes, 
A»d  most  I  perish  in  toe  haven's  mouth  ? 
No  e;Qlph  but  this  to  be  devoured  in  ? 
Cottid  not  youth's  inclination  find  out 
Another  rock  to  split  itself  upon  ? 
&d'st  thou  hugged  drunkenness,  the  wit 
Or  mirth  of  company  mi^ht  have  excus'd  it. 
Prodigality  had  been  a  sm  a  prince 
Might  have  been  proud  in,  compared  to  this. 
Or  had  thy  greener  years  incited  thee  to  treason 
And  attempt  a  doubting  fiitber^s  cruwn^ 
It  had  been  a  noble  vice. 
Ambition  runs  through  the  veins  of  princes; 
It  brings  forlk  acts  great  as  themselves  and  it ; 
Spars  on  to  honoor,  and  resolves  great  things. 
But  this,  this  leachery  is  such  a  thinj;, 
Sin  is  too  brave  a  name  for*t.    A  prince 
(I  mijdit  say  my  son,  but  let  that  pass) 
And  dare  to  show  himself  to  nought 
Batdaiknesa^  and  black  diambersy  whose  mo- 
tions 


Like  some  planet  are  all  excentric, 
No^  two  hours  together  in  his  own  sphere. 
The  court  ? — but  I  am  tame  to  talk  thus ; 
Begone  with  as  much  speed  as  a  coward  would" 
Avoid  his  death ;  and  never  more  presume 
To  look  upon  this  woman,  this  whore, 
Thou  k>sest  both  thy  eyes  and  me  else. 

[Plahgus  m  going  outy  but  comes  again: 
Plan.  Sir,  the  reverence  that  I  owe  my  father, 
And  the  injury  I  have  done  this  geutlewoman,  . 
Had  charm'd  me  up  to  silence ;  but  I  must 
Speak  something  for  her  honour : 
When  I  have  done,  command  me  to  the  altaTt 
Whilst  (I  confess)  you  tainted  me  with  sin, 
I  did  applaud  you,  and  condemn  myself, 
It  look'a  like  a  father's  care. — But  when 
You  us'd  that  term  of  whore  to  her  that  stands 

there, 
I  would  have  given  ten  thousand  kingdoms 
You  had  had  no  more  relation  to  me. 
Than  hath  the  northern  to  the  southern  pole. 
I  should  have  flown  to  my  revenge  swifler  than 

lightning. 
But  I  fbrbare,  and  pray  imagirie  not  what  I  had 
done. 
King,  Upon  my  life,  she  is  very  handsome.    , 

[Aiide, 
Plan,  To  be  a  whore  is  more  unknown  to  her. 
Than  what  is  done  in  the  Antipodes; 
She  is  so  pure  she  cannot  think  a  sin, 
Nor  ever  heard  the  name  to  understand  it. 
King,  No  doubt,  these  private  meetings 
Were  to  read  her  moral  lectures,  and  teach  hec 
Chastity. 

Plan.  Nay,  give  me  leave,  sir, 
I  do  not  say  my  addresses  have  been  all  so  vir- 
tuous ; 
For  whatsoever  base  desires  a  flaming  beauty 
Could  kindle  in  a  heart,  were  all  alive  in  me. 
And  prompted  me  to  seek  some  ease,  by  quench- 
ing 
Burnings  hotter  than  £tna. 
Imagine  hut  a  man  that  had  drunk  mercury, 
And  had  a  fire  withiu  his  bones. 
Whose  blood  was  hotter  than  the  melted  ore ; 
If  he  should  wish  for  drink,  nay  steal  it  too, 
Could  you  condemn  him  ? 

Eph,  Marry'd,  do  they  say?  [Aside. 

Plan,  I  did  endure  a  heat  seas  could  not  cool; 
It  would  have  kill'd,  a  salamander. 
Then,  taught  both  impudence  and  wit, 
I  singled  out  ray  foe^  us'd  all  the  arts 
That  love  could  think  upon,  and  in  the  end 
Found  a  most  absolute  repulse. 

King,  Well,  Plangus,  youth  excuses  the  first 
fault. 
But  a  relapse  exceeds  all  pardon. 

[Exeunt  King  and  Plancus. 

SCENE  IV. 

And.  Curst  be  old  ag^,  and  be  that  fin^ 
irambfr'd  fourscore  f 
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What  det il  hat  betray*d  ns  to  a  doating  fool  ? 
Did  I  but  now  promise  mjfelf  what  hopes 
Ambitious  thoughts  could  reach ;  and  shall  I  sink 
Down  to  my  Ant  foundation  without  the  plea- 
sure of 
A  tasted  greatness  ?  Death  and  disfrrace ! 
I  dare  provoke  the  utmost  of  tout  malice. 
After  the  sweetness  of  some  sharp  revenge. 

Enter  Libacer  in  haste. 

Ub.  Madam,  roy  master. 

And.  You  maj  both  hang  together. 

Xt6.  Why,  this  it  is,  if  a  man  should  kili  his 
father 
For  you,  he  should  be  thus  rewarded ;  as  soon  as 
Your  turn's  served,  I  may  be  haog*d  that  did  iL 

And*  Since  he  is  dead ;  how  was  it  done  ? 

Lib.   Why,  nothing;  only  as  he  was  takipg 
water 
At  the  Ryalto,  his  foot  s!ip*d  a  little. 
And  he  came  tumbling  in  the  sea; 
Whence  he  was  taken  op,  but  not  alive. 

And,  Heav*n  prospers  not  these  courses, 
I  see  it  plainly ;  let  them  be  acted  with  as  much 

closeness, 
Or  to  what  end  soever,  they  never  thrive.    Li- 
bacer, 
We  are  undone,  undone ;  the  king  hath  found 
His  son  here,  and  I  have  lost  him  to  eternity. 

Lib.  Yon  women  are  the  shallowest  creatures; 
You  never  look  beyond  the  present. 
Rome  was  not  built  in  one  day,  madam ; 
Greatness  is  never  sweet  that  comes  too  easily. 
Should  Plangus  be  a  fool  now,  and  obey  his 

father — 
Pox  o'  this  virtue,  it  spoils  most  men  living. 
We  have  hopes  yet ;  revenge  is  something ; 
And  if  my  old  trade  fail  not. 
Princes  are  mortal  as  well  as  other  men  ; 
Yet  niy  soul  inspires  me  with  half  a  confidence 
That  Leon  hath  not  dy'd  in  vain.    I  use  to  see 
As  far  into  mischief  as  another:  1*11  go  to  him. 
And  if  I  bring  him  not  within  this  hJf  hour, 


As  hot  and  eager  on  the  scent  as  e'er  he  waa. 
Take  me  and  hang  me  at  my  coming  home. 
— MadaiB^  here  is  a  messenger  from  comt. 

[AMheii  going  out  he  meets  Artwo* 

And,  If  from  thence,  I  may  be  bold  to  ask. 
How  Plangns,  the  noblest  prince  alive,  dolb  f 

Art.  Madam,  as  well  as  soldiers  can 
That  are  sick  for  honour ;  I  suppose  by  this  time 
HVth  left  the  court,  and  is  gone  m  quest  for  glory. 
Which  he  intends  to  ravi£  from  young  Aiigo*s 

brow, 
The  valiant  leader  of  the  Argtves'  army. 

And.  Pm  confident  then,  sir. 
Your  business  is  not  to  me ;  if  any  body  eke 
Hath  sent  you,  sir,  be  pleas*d  to  spare  the  mes-^ 

And  tell  them,  I  neither  have  leam*d  the  tricks 
O*  th'  court,  nor  yet  intend  it :  I  want  no  new 

gowns. 
And  have  heard  men  forswear  themselves 
In  better  language,  and  to  better  purpose 
Tlian  gaining  of  a  lady's  honour. 

Art.  Madam,  my  business  is  from  the  king. 
Who  doth  intreat  you  Mould  be  pleas'd  to  blesi 
The  court  this  afternoon  with  your  fair  presence. 
And  bring  an  answer ;  I  must  not  stay  tor  one. 

\Exit  Aar. 

And.  Now  we  do  see  an  end  of  all  our  nia* 
cliieBi ; 
The  prince  is  gone  from  court,  and  the  king 
Hath  sent  for  us ;  Doth  not  the  name 
Strike  terror  to  thy  curdling  blood  ? 

IaI.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  at  all : 
As  far  as  I  see,  you're  better  than  you  were* 
ril  lay  my  life  the  old  man  would  turn  gamester. 
Take  my  counsel,  phiy  deep  or  not  at  all : 
Not  an  ace  under  a  kingdom. .  Your  grace^ 
I  hope,  will  remember  your  poor  frieikb. 

And.  If  I  do  find  an^  such  thing. 
Let  me  alone  to  melt  his  ice 
Go,  get  me  mourning  with  all  haste.  [Etcit  Lib. 
Let  froward  fortune  do  her  worst;  I  shall 
Create  my  greatness,  or,  attempting,  fall ; 
And  when  I  fall,  I  will  deserve  my  rain.  [JBjnif. 


ACT  IL 


SCENE  L 

£fi/er  Plangus,  Nicbtes,  Aramnes. 

ISice.  What,  sir,  and  are  you  melancholy, 
when  fate 
Hath  showered  a  liappiness  so  unexpected  on  us? 
This  ugly  sneaking  peace  is  the  soldier*s  rock 
He  splits  bis  fortunes  on.  Ei^wdry's  a  virtue  to't. 
Pox  o'  these  beaver-hats,  they  make  one's  head 
ake  [knock 

Worse  than  a  cap  of  steel ;  and  bear  not  off  a 
The  tenth  part  so  well. 

Flan.  You're  mad  for  fighting,  gentlemen, 


And  we  shall  have  enough  of  it. 

The  Argives,  fifly  thousand  strong. 

Have  like  a  whirlwind  borne  down  all  before 'ens; 

And  I,  with  thirteen  thousand,  that  remain 

Yet  undisband«>d  of  the  last  expedition. 

Have  command  to  fight  that  multitude 

Of  old  tough  soldiers:  while  ours. 

In  a  month  or  two,  won't  have  pick'd  op  that 

valour 
That  in  this  idle  time  hath  slipt  firom  'em. 
They  have  forgot  what  noise  a  musket  makes; 
And  start  if  they  but  hear  a  drum  t 
Are  these  fellows  either  enow,  or  fit. 
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On  whom  a  kiogdoni*s  safety  should  be  built? 
Indeed  were  they  to  encounter  some  mistress, 
Or  storm  a  brotheUhouse, perhaps  thevM  venture ; 
But  for  my  part,  I  yield ;  nor  would  I  oppose  my 

father: 
If  he  sees  good  we  perish,  I  am  already  sacrific'd; 
Tet  our  enemies  shall  dearly  purchase   their 

victory. 
Pray  look  to  your  charge,  Nicetes,  and  you 
Anunnesy  with  all  care  and  speed;  and  when 

▼ou  come 
Into  the  neld,  then  let  me  see  this  countenance, 
That  frowning  smile,  and  I  shall  like  it. 
I  love  a  man  runs  laughing  upon  death — 
But  we  lose  time  in  talk.         [Ex.  Nic.  Aram. 


SCENE  II. 
Enter  Inophilus. 

Ino,  Your  servant,  captains.   Sir,  pray  a  word 
with  you. 

Plan.    Pr'ythee  be    short,    Inophilus,    thou 
know'st  my  business. 

Ino,  Sir,  I  am  mad  to  see  your  tameness : 
A  man  bound  up  by  magic  is  not  so  still  as  you ; 
Nothing  was  ever  precipitated  thus, 
And  yet  refus*d  to  see  it*s  ruin. 

Plan,  Thou  art  tedious,  I  shall  not  tarry. 

Ino,  You  are  made  general. 

Plan,  I  know  it. 

Ino,  Against  the  Argives. 

Plan,  So. 

Ino,  With  thirteen  thonsand  men,  no  more,  sir. 

Plan,  I  am  glad  on't,  the  honour  is  the  greater. 

Ino,  l*be  danger  is  the  greater ;  you  will  be 
kill'd,Jr, 
And  lose  your  army. 

Plan,  is  this  all  ?  I  care  not. 

Ino.  But  so  do  I,  and  so  do  all  your  friends. 
I  smell  a  rat,  sir;  there*s juggling  in  this  business ; 
I  am  as  confident  of  it  as  I  am  alive. 
The  king  might  within  this  twenty-four  hours 
Have  made  a  peace  on  fair  conditions. 

Plan,  But  dishonourable. 

Ino,  And  would  not. 
On  a  sadden  useth  the  ambassadors  scurvily, 
And  provokes  the  Argives,  yet  himself 
Li  no  posture  of  defence. 

Plan,  But 

Ino,  Pray  give  me  leave,  sir. 
After  this,  you  are  on  a  sudden  created  general, 
And  pack'd  away  with  a  crowd  of  unhewn  fellows, 
Whose  courage  hangs  as  loose  about  them 
As  a  slat's  petticoats.    Sir,  he  had  other  spirits 
In  the  court,  created  for  such  perils. 
ExcQse  me,  I  know  you  fear  not  to  meet  destruo- 

tion; 
But  where  men  are  sure  to  perish, 
Twere  well  the  persons  were  of  less  concern- 
ment. 
He  might  have  let  you  staid  till  you  had  gathered 
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An  army  fit  for  your  command,  and  sent 
Some  petty  things  upon  this  expedition. 
Whose  loss  would  have  been  nothing,  and  of 

whom 
It  might  have  been  recorded  in  our  story 
As  an  honour,  that  they  died  monuments 
Of  the  king's  folly.     But  let  that  puss ; 
You'll  say  perhaps,  you  only  have  a  spirit 

Fit  for  such  undertakings 1  wish  you  had 

not ; 
Your  want  then  would  not  be  half  so  grievous. 
Bat  here's  the  prodigy !  you  must  fight  them 

presently. 
Come,  'tis  a  project  put  into  the  king's  head 
By  some  who  have  a  plot  on  you  and  him. 

Plan,  It  may  be  so,  Inophilus,  and  I  believe 
All  this  is  true  you  tell  me,  and  it  might  startle 
A  man  were  less  resolv'd  than  I. 
But  danger  and  I  have  been  too  long  acquainted 
To  shun  a  meeting  now ;  I  am  engag'd, 
And  cannot  any  ways  come  off  with  reputation. 
Hadst  told  me  this  before,  perhaps  I  might 
Have  thought  on't — and  yet  I  should  not  neither. 
If  the  king  thinks  I  am  grown  dangerous, 
'Tis  all  one  to  mc  which  way  he  takes  me  fropi 

his  fears, 
He  could  not  do  it  handsomer  than  thus; 
It  makes  less  noise  now — 
But  come,  I  must  not  fear  such  things,  Inophilus  i 
The  king  hath  more  virtue  and  honour  tlian 
To  do  these  actions,  fit  only  for  guilty  souls ; 
Nor  must  I  fear  when  my  Inophilus  fights  by  me, 

Ino,  Troth,  sir,  for  all  your  compliment. 
If  you  have  no  valour  but  what  owes  itself  to 

my  company. 
You're  like  to  make  cold  breakfiist  ofyour  ene* 

roies: 
I  have  other  business  than  to  throw  away 
Mv  life,  when  there  is  so  much  odds  against  it ) 
I'll  stay  at  home,  and  pray  for  you,  that's  all,  sir, 
'  Plan.  How !  wilt  not  go  then,  Inophilus  ? 
Ino.  The  time  hath  been,  I  thought  it  better 
sport 
To  bustle  through  a  bristly  grove  of  pikes ; 
When  I  have  courted  rugged  danger  with 
Hotter  desires  than  handsome  faces. 
And  thought  no  woman  half  so  beautiful 
As  bloody  gaping  wounds : 
But,  sir,  to  go  and  cast  away  myself  now. 
Would  not  be  gallant,  nor  an  action  worth  my 

envy : 
Tis  weakness  to  make  tliose  that  seek 
My  ruin,  laugh  at  my  folly,  with  jaws  stretch'd 
Wider  than  the  gulph  that  swallows  us. 
I  know  when  honour  calls  me,  and  when  treason 
Counterfeits  her  voice. 

Plan,  Well,  stay  at  home  and  freeze, 
And  lose  all  sense  of  glory  in  a  mistress'  arms. 
Go,  perish  tamely,  drunk  with  sin  and  peace ; 
And  may'st  thou,  since  thou  dar'st  not  die  with 

them. 
Outlive  thy  noble  friends. 

Ino,  I  thank  you^  sir,  but  I  cannot  be  angry. 

Si 
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SCENE  m. 

Enter  Nicjbtbs  and  Aeamkcs,  with  some 
Captains  and  Soldiers. 

Nice.  Yonder's  the  bones  o'  th'  army  rally 'd  up 
Together,  but  they  look*d  rather  as  if 
They  caoie  home  from  beiog  soundly  beaten. 
Methinks  such  latter'd  rogues  should  never  con- 
quer, 
Victory  would  look  so  sciinrily  among  'em, 
Tl)ey*d  so  bedaub  her,  if  she  wore  clean  linen. 

Cap.  Sir,  we  wear  as  sound  hearts  in  these  torn 
Breeches,  as  e'er  fi,  courtier  of  them  all. 
We  are  not  afraid  of  spoiling  our  hands  for  want 
Of  gloves,  nor  need  we  almond-butter  when 
We  go  to  bed.    And  though  my  lieutenant 
Is  pleased  to  be.a  little  merry,  you  shall  see  us  die 
As  handsomely  in  these x>ld  cloatfas  as  those  wear 

better, 
And  become  our  wounds  as  well,  and  perhaps 
Smell  as  sweet  when  we  are  rotten. 

Plan.  We  hope  it. Captains  and  fellow- 
soldiers. 
We  are  proud  of  this  occasion  to  try  your  valours ; 
You  shall  go  no  farther  than  your  prince  doth, 
ril  be  no  bringer  up  of  rears. 
Let  not  the  number  of  the  foe  aflfrigbt  you, 
The  more  they  are,  the  more  will  the  honour  be. 
The  lion  scorns. to  prey  upon  a  hare. 
Nor  is  the  blinking  taper  fit  to  try  eagles  eyes. 
The  weight  of  glory  makes  our  danser  light; 
When  victory  comes  easily, 'tis  half  a  shame 
To  cononer*              [Soldiers  shouty  and  exeunt. 

Ino,  I'll  stay  at  home,  and  grieve,  that  so  many 
D^ing  souls  jJiould  die  on  such  advantage. 

[Exit  IlfOPHILUS. 


SCENE  IV. 

Enter  the  King  solus. 

King.  Her  husbahd  dead  too ! Fates,  let 

me  die, 

I  am  too  happy  to  remain  long  thus 

Without  a  rmn,  great  as  the  height  I  fell  from. 

Plangus  was  my  only  obstacle,  but  him  I  have 

Removed But  love  commanded. 

His  presence  would  have  countermanded  all  at- 
tempts; 

I  need  not  fear  his  magick  at  this  distance. 

His  looks  and  actions  were  one  entire  enchant- 
ment. 

And  powerful  over  a  lady's  heart. 

I  sent  for  her,  but  she's  not  come  yet. 

Who  waits  witliout? 

Enter  Artesio. 

Art.  There's  a  mourning  lady,  sir, 
Would  speak  with  the  king. 
King.  Admit  her,  and  begoue. 


SCENE  V. 

Enter  Andromana  in  mourning,  with  a  kood 
over  her  face,  which  she  throws  up  when  the 
sees  the  King. 

King.   So  riseth  Phoebus  firom  the  gloomy 
night, 
(While  pale-fac'd  Dian  maketh  baste  to  hide 
Her  borrowed  glory  in  some  neighboring  cloud, 
Envying  the  beauty  of  the  new-born  day) 
When  darkness  crowds  into  the  other  vvorld. 
Madam,  why  kneel  you  ?  You,  at  whose  name 

[She  kneels. 
Monarchs  themselves  might  tremble,  and  oHNtals 
Bow  with  rev'rence  great  as  they  pay  to  altais : 
Scepters  should  break  in  pieces  and  adore  you ; 
At  whose  sight  the  sun  and  moon  should  blush 
Themselves  to  blood  and  darkness,  and  falling 
From  their  sphere,  crush  the  audacious  world  to 

atoms, 
For  danng  to  behold  a  lustre  so  much  greater 
Than  their  own. 

And.  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  wonder 
What  sin  I  have  committed,  which  calling 
Down  the  vengeance  of  the  gods. 
Hath  made  me  author  of  all  this  blasphemy. 
Sir,  I  beseech  your  majesty,  if  you  are  angry 
With  your  creature,  speak  some  cruel  woi^  and 

blast  me. 
Scorn  me  not  into  the  other  world,  where  I  have 
Sins  enough  of  my  own  to  blush  for,  and  shall 

not  need 
To  dye  his  cheeks  for  other  mens  offences. 

King.  Lady,  though  Parthian  darts  are  not  so 
sharp 
As  are  those  killing  words,  yet  that  breath  which 
Utters  them,  is  sweeter  than  the  morning  dew. 
ril  be  dumb,  for  praises  cannot  add,  but  rather 
Diminish  Andromana^s  worth. 

And.  I  wonder  now  no  longer  at  this  language, 
nris  such  as  kings  are  bred  in. 
But  I  beseech  you,  sir,  if  there  be  anght 
You  will  command  your  servant;  if  Andromana 
Must  do  or  suffer  any  thing,  for  great  EphorbaSy 
Lay  by  yourself  a  minute,  and  remember 
A  merchant's  wife  must  hear  you. 

King.   Your  husband  Leon's  dead,  I  hear, 

lady [She  weeps. 

Nay,  spare  those  pearls,  madam,  cast  not  away 
Such  treasure  upon  the  memory  of  one, 
Who,  if  the  best  of  men,  deserves  them  not. 
Come,  come,  forget  these  sorrows,  lady, 
And  wear  not  mouniing  weeds  before  the  world's 
Destructiun ;  hide  not  those  fair  eyes^  whose 

splendour 
Would  enrich  our  court. 
Madam,  though  none  there  be  in  court 
Can  merit  such  a  beauty,  yet  I  myself 
Have  taken  pains  to  search  a  husband  for  you  ^ 
What  think  you  of  myself  ? 

And.  Great  sir,  your  care  is  like  yourself, 
All  noble,  but  suits  with  me  no  better 
Than  Phoebus*  horses  did  with  Phaeton, 
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Raii>'d  the  worid  and  him.  First,  sir, 
Yoa  do  debase  yourself  to  honour  her. 
Whose  worth  is  less  considerable  than  lovers* 

oaths : 
Mj  husband's  ashes  are  scarce  cold  yet, 
Aad  would  your  majesty  have  me  forsake 
My  honour,  and  his  memory,  so  soon  ? 
I  have  not  paid  oblations  due  tx>  his  ashes  yet 
King,  You  compliment  away  the  worth  we 
know 
Too  have,  Andromana :  what  say  you  to  the 
prince  ? 
And.  I  say  he  is  the  prince^  and  great  Ephor* 
bas'  son ; 
He's  Plangus :  and  if  you  think  there  yet  remains 
A  title  that  can  be  either  better  or  greater, 
I  think  him  wortliy  of  it. 
King,  But  dost  think  him  worthy,  Andro- 
mana? 
And,  O  heavens !    Is  Jove  worth  heav'n  ? 
Or  doth  the  sun  deserve  to  be  a  light 
To  all  the  world  ?   Can  virtue  deserve  honour  ? 
Or  labour,,  riches  ?  Can  gods  merit  altars  ? 
It  might  have  been  a  puling  question 
To  them  whose  ears  have  not  been  bless'd 
With  Plangus'  worth.    But  this^  'tis  so  below 
him — 
King,  But  say  he  loves  thee. 
And.  I  dare  not  say  so  :  [things 

For  when  I  think  a  pnnce  pretends  to  such  poor 
As  I  am,  I  feel  an  ice  runs  through  my  veins. 
And  my  blood  curdles  into  flakes  of  snow. 
And  bids  me  fear  him;  not  with  an  awe,  or 

reverence. 
But  as  a  spotted  sinful  thing,  which  is  the  worse 
Tor  behig  great.     Tis  such  a  fear,  as  I 
Shoold  conceive  against  an  armed  ravisher. 
King.  These  things  may  be  expected,  lady,  I 
confess. 
From  blood  that  boils  in  flames  hot  as  the  sun 
Id  scorching  Libra,  or  sturdy  Hercules, 
When  he  unmaiden'd  fifty  in  one  night ; 
Bat  from  a  man  whose  years  have  tam'd  those 

vices. 
Whose  love  is  dotage  and  not  lust, 
Who  doth  adore  a  handsome  virtue,  and  pays 
His  vows  to  %  you  slsouid  have  other  hopes. 
Flaogos  is  young,  a  soldier,  and  by  consequence 
Som^ing  which  youth  excuses.    But  Ephorbas 
Hath  left  those  toys  behind  him^  when  he  shook  off 
Hisjouth. 

wuU  Sir,  now  my  fears  are  out. 
0  virtue  !   are  there  just-  Powers  which  men 

adore, 
And  throw  away  their  prayers  upon,  that  lend 
Their  eyes  to  human  actions?  or  was  the  name 
Of  heaven  invented  to  still  petty  sinners-? 
Sir,  sore  I  am  mist&ken^ 
Yoa  are  not  sreat  Ephorbas,  sir,  whose  virtue 
Is  t  theme  ofwonder  to  all  neighbour  nations ; 
Fray  help  me  to  him,  I  would  see  that  angel; 
The  kingdom's  honour,  and  good  men  s  sai>c- 
tuary. 


But  if  you  are  the  man,  whom  I  have  pray'd  (or 
Oftner  than  I  have  slept ;  pray,  sir,  belie  not 
A  virtue  which  I  have  hitherto  admired. 

King.  I  see  you  are  a  stranger,  lady,  give  me 
leave  to  say  so 
To  Ephorbas ;  but  if  a  lady  of  thy  melting  years 
Can  love  this  grayness,  I  vow,  my  scepter. 
Throne,  kingdom,  and  myself  are  thine ; 
Thou'rt  fit  to  be  a  queen.  [She  starti  back. 

And,  A  queen  I  sir,  have  your  subjects  an* 
ger'd  you  ? 
Have  they  rebell'd,  or  done  some  sin  that  wants 

a  name  ? 
ni  cleave  to'  th'  pavement  till  I  have  begg'd  a 

vengeance 
QretLt  as  their  crime;  but  this  you  mention 
Is  a  punishment,  which  your  subjects  must 
Study  years  to  curse  you  for;  no  sm  deserves  it. 
You  would  blind  my  eyes  with  throwing  gold  be- 
fore 'em, 
Or  set  me  up  so- high  on  the  steep  pinnnde 
Of  honour's  temple,  that  ^ou  would  have  me 
Not  be  able  to  look  down  on  my  own  simplicity. 
You  can  create  me  great,  I  know,  sir,  but  good 

you  cannot ; 
You  might  compel,  entice  me  too  perhaps  to  sin : 
But  can  you  allay  a  gnawing  conscience, 
Or  bind  up  bleeding  reputation  ? 
I  did  never  heor  that  phvsick  could  afford 
A  remedy  fur  a  wounded  honour. 

Eph.  Th'art  a  fool,  Andromana. 
You  must  be  mine,  consider  on*t* 
And.  Sir,  you  may  command  your  vassal. 
King.  That's  kindly  said. 
And.  But — I  humbly  take  my  leave; 
Goodness  protect  you  !  [Exit,  * 


SCENE  VI. 
Enter  Rinatus,  Eijbulus,  and  Arau xes. 

Eph,  Wait  on  that  lady  forth. 

Rin,  Would  there  were  not  a  woman  in  the 
world, 
So  we  had  our  prince  again !  Sir,  are  you  mad  ? 
Or  have  forgot  you  are- a  father?  You  have  un- 
done us  all. 

Eph.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

Rin.  O  sir,  the  pnnce 

Eph,  He  is  not  dead,  Rinatus,  is  he  ? 

Rin,  Sir,  if  he  be,  'tis  you  have  murder'd  him : 
Was  It  for  this  you  were  so  jealous  t*other  day  ? 
May  my  Ihophilus  never  pretend  to  virtue, 
I'll  teach  hun  a  more  thriving  art. 
Come  to  the  window  a  Uttle,  sir,  and  liear 
How  the  good  people  curse  you ;  as  cold  weather 
As  it  is,  some  are  so  hard  at  it  they  sweat  again. 

£pA.    Pr'ythee  unriddle;    hast  thou  drank 
hemlock 
Since  I  saw  thee  last? 

Rin,  I  would  not  be  in  my  wits  for  any  thing 
r  ill'  world,  my  arief  would  kill  me,  if  I  were ; 
lie's  mad  that  wSl  speak  sense  or  reason, 
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Now  you  have  thrown  away  oar  prince  thus : 
Whose  innocence  was  clearer  than  his  own  eyes : 
Can  you  think  bow  you  have  murdered  so  much 

virtue, 
And  not  blush  yourself  to  death  ? 

Eph,  I  think  indeed  I  sent  him  general 
Against  the  Argives ;  but,  'twas  his  own  desire. 

Rin,  Twas  not  his  own  desire,  sir,  to  have 
But  thirteen  thousand  men,  sir,  was  it  ? 
Was  that  anny  fit  to  oppose  great  Argo  ? 
There  came  a  messenger  just  now,  tlmt  saw  the 

prince 
Not  sixteen  miles  from  hence  (for  thither  is  the 

foe  march'd) 
Draw  up  hb  men  to  engage  the  enemy. 

Eph,  For  Heaven's  Nd^e,  Rinatus,  post  him 
back  again, 
Bid  him  retreat ;  command  my  son  from  me, 
Not  to  go  on  till  greater  forces  follow  him. 
If  it  be  possible  redeem  the  error; 
I'd  give  my  kingdom,  life,  or  any  thing, 
It  were  to  do  again. 

Rin,  Vm  glad  to  see  this  now ;  Heav'n  send 
It  l»t>n't  too  late  ! 

Eph.  Nay,  stand  not  prating.  [A  horn  within, 
Rin,  Tis  from  the  army,  sir.    O  Heaven,  I 

fear! 
Eph.  If  from  the  army,    pr'ythec  put   on 
better  looks. 

Enter  Messenger. 

Met.  Your  son,  nay  more,  your  dying  son, 
Commanded  me  to  bring  you  word, 
He  dy'd  true  to  his  honour,  king,  and  country- 
men; 
Nor  let  me  stay  to  see  the  brightest  Innip  go  out. 
That  ever  grac\l  this  orb.  [^Vht  king  faints, 

Rin.  O  heaven,  the  king !  why  this  is  worse^ 
jir. 
Than  the  other ;  let  us  dot  lose  you  both. 

Eph,  Let  me  but  hear  how  'twas  he  made  his 
exit, 
And  then  my  glass  is  run,  I  will  not  live 
One  minute  longer. 

Mess.  Sir,  thus  it  wag*  ■■  — 
Tis  scarce  three  hours  ago  since  the  brave 
Plangus  march'd  from  Lixa  with  an  army. 
Whose  souls  were  richer  than  their  cloaths  by  far. 
Though  their  valour  Imd  put  on  all  the  bravery 
That  soldiers  ever  wore.     The  prince,  whose 

presence 
Breath'd  new  fire  into  these  flaming  sftirits, 
ItesolvM  to  meet  the  enemy  with  his  handful, 
And  with  a  winged  speed  ieW  down  to  th'  Elean 

streights, 
Determining  there  to  try  it  with  him. 
His  soldiers  also,  true  sons  of  war,  contemning 
So  great  odds,  when  victory  and  their  country 
Was  to  cruwn  the  conquerors,  whetted 
Their  eager  valours  with  impatient  expectation 
Of  the  enemy ;  who  trusting  to  his  multitude 
came  on 


Wtng*d  both  with  scorn  and  anger,  to  see  that 

paucity 
Should  dare  dispute  victory  against  their  odds. 
Plangus,  who  though  he  saw,  yet  could  not  fear 
Destruction,  and  8com*d  to  avoid  it. 
When  the  king  commanded  him  to  meet  it, 
Marshard  his  army  to  the  best  advantage. 
And  having  given  Zopiro  the  left  wing. 
The  body  to  Evames,  himself  chose  out  the  right; 
Because  he  would  be  opposite  to  Argo. 
And  keeping  a  reserve,  as  great  as  could  be 

hop*d  for 
From  BO  small  a  company,  not  above  five  bau- 

dred  men, 
He  gave  the  command  of  them  to  Zenon, 
Who  with  his  fellows  took  it  ill  they  should  be  so 

long  idle. 
And  had  not  the  honour  to  be  thought  worthy 
To  die  with  the  most  forward,  and  would,  no 

question,  have 
Refus*d  the  <!harge ;  but  that  the  smiling  prince 
Promis'd  them  tliey  should  have  time  to  die. 
Words  here  were  needless,  nor  had  be  time  to 
use  them. 
Rin.  What,  was  Inophilus  idle  all  thb  while? 
Mess.  1  only  heard  the  prince  wish,  just  as 
He  spurred  his  horse  against  the  valiant  Argo, 
He  had  fewer  by  a  thousand  men ; 
So  he  had  Inophilus. 
Rin.  O  traiterous  boy ! 
Mess.  The  prince  and  Argo  met; 
And  like  two  mighty  tides  encounter*d.     Here 

death 
Put  on  her  sable  livery,  and  the  two  galhints, 
Whose  valour  animated  each  army,  bandyed  a 

long  time 
With  equal  force,  till  at  last  great  Argo  fell; 
And  on  a  sudden,  multitudes  of  men 
Acconipany*d  him,  so  that  the  win^ 
Went  presently  to  rout  and  execution. 
Zopiro  also,  and  Evames,  having  slain 
Their  opposite  leaders,  breathe  death  and  de* 

struction 
To  their  reeling  foes. 

Thus  flushed  with  victory  and  blood,  the  Iberians 
Reveird  through  the  flying  field,  till  there  came  on 
The  enemy's  reserve  of  twenty  thousand  men, 
Who  fresh  and  lusty,  grinded  their  teeth  for  anger 
At  their  fellows'  overthrow,  and  pouring  on 
Our  weary  soldiers,  tum*d  the  stream  of  victory. 
But  the  prince's  valour,  and  good  fortune,  soon 
Overcame  this  opposition,  and  having  rallied 
His  broken  troops,  went  to  relieve  his  friends 
Who  had  far'd  worse,  when  presently  be  saw 
Evames,  who  had  pil  d  up  enemies  about  hiiii, 
As  an  obelisk  of  his  own  death  and  victorT> 
Fall  bleeding  at  his  foot,  and  having  kiss'd  it 
With  his  dying  lips,  intreated  biro  to  save 
Himself  for  a  more  happy  day,  and  died. 
Twas  not  long  after  the  gallant  Zenon 
(Who  had  perform'd  that  day  deeds  of  eternal 
fame,  [cbarg'd 

And  with  his  fisw,  spight  of  opposition,  thrice 
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And  routed  some  thousands  of  the  enemy) 
Expir'd ;  which  when  the  prince  beheld, 
Weeping  for  anger,  he  flew  apongst  his  enemies, 
$u8tain*d  only  by  the  greatness  of  hi^courage, 
For  blood  and  strength  had  both  forsook  him ; 
He  spent  that  spark  of  life  was  left  in  him, 
In  slaughter  and  revenge,  when  leaning  on 
liis  weapon's  point,  that  droppM  with  blood  as 

fast 
As  he,  he  then  conjur'd  me  with  all  speed 
Only  to  tell  the  king  I  saw  hi^  die 
Worthy  of  his  father  and  himself. 

[A  horn  without.  A  thout. 
Epk,  Oh  heaven !  what  mean  these  acclama- 
tions ?  \A  shout  qgain. 
What,  do  the  Iberians  welcome  their  bloooy 
Conquerors  with  so  much  joy  ? 


SCENE  VIL 

^nter  Plavqvs,  Inophilus,  and  Zopiro, 
Captains. 

Eph.  Oh !  oh  •  •  [He faints. 

Riu.  O  cowardly  boy !   (for  that  base  word 
includes 
All  baseness)  doth  not  shame  kill  thee. 
Or  fear  chill  thy  dastard  blood  to  an  ice, 
At  sight  of  that  most  noble  injured  ghost?. 
Tift  welly  dear  Plangus  (if  thy  divinity  deserve  not 
A  more  lasting  name)  that  thcu  art  come 
To  take  reven^  on  that  most  traiterous  son, 
In*s  father**  presence,  who  detests  bis  baseness 
More  than  (thyself  can  do— 

Plan.  Excuse  us,  dear  Rinatus, 
That  wonder  froze  to  such  a  silence. 
If  when  we  expected  such  a  welcome 
At  had  th«U  Roman  son,  whose  mother 
D/d  for  joy  <%>«e  him,  we  found  so  cold 
Aa  eoiertaintOent,  something  made  us  look*d 

upon 
So  like  an  mconvenience,  that  we  could  not 
fiot  pot  on  some  small  amazement. 

Eph.  And  do  I  hear  thee  speak  again, 
Aad  see  thee,  or  only  dream  a  happiness. 
Whose  reality  stars  and  oiy  genius  deny  nie  ? 
Or  art  thou  Flaneus'  angel,  come  to  rouse 
Me  from  despair  r 

PUn.  Sir,  pray  believe  it ;  and  be  not 
Backward  in  th*  entertainment  of  these  soldiers, 
If  you  esteem  it  a  happiness; 
la  a  word,  you  are  a  conqueror : 
And  the  audacious  Argives  have  paid  their 
lives,  as  sacrifices  to  your  offended  sword. 

Epk,  A  messenger  of  comfort  to  a  despairing 
lover. 
Is  a  less  acceptable  tlnng,  than  this  thy  presence; 
If  what  yon  fellow  told  mc  were  untruth. 
Thy  welcome  sight  hath  amply  made  amends 
For  those  tormenting  fears  lie  put  me  to. 
But  if  it  were  not,  let  me  know  what  chance 
Kedeem'd  yoo. 


Plan.  If  you  have  heard  how  things  then  went 
When  I  sent  away  that  messenger 

Eph.  Yes,  I  have  heard  it. 

Plan.  Then  know,  when  death  and  our  own 
fates 
Had  sworn  our  ruin,  and  we  like  some  strong 

wall  that 
Long  resists  the  iron  vomits  of  the  flaming  cannon. 
At  last  shakes  itself  into  a  dreadful  mm 
To  those  wlio  throw  it  down ;  so  had  the  Iberians, 
With  valour  great  as  the  cause  they  fought  for. 
Strove  with  a  noble  envy,  who  should  at  first 
Outp-go  his  fellow  in  slaughtering  the  Argives : 
At  last  oppressed  with  multitude  and  toil, 
We  ^ik  under  the  unequal  burden; 
ThenS^  our  emulation  chang'd,  and  who  be* 

fore 
Strove  to  outdo  each  other,  now  eagerly  con- 
tended 
To  run  tlie  race  of  death  first. 
Sir,  there  it  was  I  (and  many  other  braver 

captains) 
Fell,  being  one  wound  from  head  to  foot. 
O  then  it  was  Inopliilus  came  in. 
With  about  twenty  other  gallants,  and  with 

•  what  speed 
The  nimble  light*nin^  flies  from  east  to  west. 
Redeemed  this  bleedmg  trunk,  which 
The  insulting  Argive  had  encompassM, 
Blown  up  with  victory  and  pride ; 
He  with  a  gallantry  like  none  but  great  Inophilus, 
Being  bravely  backM  by  his  own  soldiers, 
Whose  actions  spoke  them  more  than  men. 
Had  not  Inophilus  been  by,  redeemed  the  honour 
Of  a  bleeding  day.    And  thus  were  our  troops, 
As  little  now  as  their  valour  great, 
Eurich'd  with  victory,  blood,  and  jewels, 
Of  which  the  opposite  army  wanted  no  store. 
Returned  with  the  renown  of  an  atchievement, 
As  full  of  glory  aud  honour  to  tlie  conquerors, 
As  ruin  to  the  Ai^ives. 

Ino.  My  Uege, 
Had  this  action  and  my  merit  been  so  great 
As  our  prince  would  make  it,  I  tlien  might 

Own  it,  and  expect  reward. 

But  it  was  so  small,  so  much  below  my  duty. 
That  I  must,  upon  my  knees,  beg  pardon 
That  I  came  no  sooner. 

Eph.  This  is  a  prodigy 
Beyond  whatever  yet  was  wrote  in  story. 
Inuphilus,  we  have  been  too  backward 
In  cherishing  thy  growing  virtue,  we  will 
HereaAer  mend  it. 

And,  dear  Rinatus,  fte  proud  of  thy  brave  son. 
And  let  the  people  honour  the  remaining  army ; 
We  shall  esteem  it  as  a  fiivour  done  to  us ; 
We  have  a  Inrgess  for  your  valorous  captains. 
You  have  not  fought  in  vain. 
This  day,  let  our  court  put  on  its  greatest  jollity, 
And  let  none  wear  a  discontented  brow ; 
For  where  a  frown  is  writ,  we'll  think  it  reason 
To  say,  that  face  hath  characters  of  treason. 

[ExeuuU 
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ACT  III: 


^*^^  SCENE  Iv.  ' 

■•f^fii^*  Plajigus,  and  Ihophilus. 
Ino,  «B6it|  sh-y  when  you  cousider  she's  a 

'      woman 

Flan,  O  dear  Inophilus ! 
Let  earth  and  heav'n  forget  there  are  such  things; 
Or  if  they  ever  name  them,  let  it  be  with  a  curse 
Heavy  as  are  the  ills  they  act.    A  mandrake's 

note 
Would  ring  a  better  peal  of  music  in  my  enrs, 
Than  those  two  syllables  pronounced  again. 

Ino.  Pray,  sir,  pat  off  this  humour, 
This  peevish  pet,  and  reason  tamely.    Sir,  you 
Have  lost  a  wench,  and  will  you  therefore  lose 
Yourself  too?    Hear  me  but  patiently  a  word 
or  two. 
Flan,  Pr'ythee  go  tea<}h  the  galley-slaves  that 
word, 
Things  that  dare  own  no'  thought  beyond  their 

chains,        ♦* 
And  stand  in  fear  g|^^ing,  and  wanting  bread. 
Bid  them  ltf^0^  aMrpatient  that  fry  in  sulphur: 
nris  a  woJpiMiW'^iiworn  to  know  the  mean- 

intepfl-  :  i* 
Or  if  I  mui^y'lns  Dilt  to  shun  it,  and  hate  it  more. 
Oh !  were  thy  w^cyciis  as  great  as  mine,  Inophilus, 
Or  didst^oiii^ote  but  half  so  well  as  Plangus, 
Thou  wout^lfsHMtil  into  me  the  poison  of  revenge. 
And  poff  me  Up  with  thought  of  vengeance, 
Till  I  did  burst,  and,  like  a  breaking  cloud. 
Spread  a  contagion  on  those  have  injur'd  me. 
Ino.  Why,  this  were  handsome  in  some  coun- 
tr}r-fellow. 
Whose  soul  is  dirty  as  the  thing  he's  mad  for : 
Twere  pretty  in  a  lady  that  had  lost  her  dog ; 

But 

Flan,  I  know  what  thou  would'st  say. 
But  for  Plangus :  Oh !  'tis  for  none  but  him  to 

be  so. 
Those  that  have  injured  me  are  persons 
I  once  held  dearer  than  my  eyes ;  but  bow  much 
Greater  was  my  love,  so  much  more  is  the  offence ; 
Wounds  from  our  friends  are  deepest, 
ttad  any  but  my  father — And  yet  methinks 
ItMl  name  should  have  protected  me ; 
Oft  was  it  made  only  to  secure  offenders  ? 
My  life  was  his,  he  gave  it  me :  ray  honour  too 
I  could  have  parted  with ;  ^ut  Mas,  my  love 
Was  none  of  mine,  no  more  than  vows  made  to 

a  deity, 
And  not  peribrm'd — And  for  tliat  creature. 
Who  must  be  lost  for  ills  through  which 
I  must  make  way  to  my  revenge. 
Had  she  betray'd  my  honour  to  any  thing 
But  him  that  gave  roe  being, 
She  had  made  roe  half  amends,  in  that  my  way 
To  vengeance  had  been  open.    Now  I  am  spurred  | 


Forward  to  revenge  by  fury,  and  yet 

Held  in  by  the  rein  of  a  foolish  piety, 

That  doth  no  man  good  but  them  that  use  it  not  ' 

Tis  like  the  miser's  idol,  it  yielded  him 

No  gold  till  he  had  broke  the  head  off. 

Nay,  Inophilus,  one  secret  more. 

And  the  horror  of  it  blow  thee  from  earth  to 

heaven. 
Where  there  are  no  such  things  as  women  : 
Twill  turn  thy  soul  the  inside  outward. 
I  cannot  get  it  out.  Pr'ythee  what  is't,  Inophilus? 
Ino,  Alas  !  I  know  not,  sir. 
Flaji,  Do  but  imagine  the  worst  of  ills 
Earth  ever  groanM  under;  a  sin  nothing  but 

woman, 
Nay,  such  a  woman  as  Andromana durst  thinkoo; 
And  it  is  that. 

Ino.  How  revenge  transports  you  ! 
Princes  have  lost  their  mistresses  before. 
Nay,  and  to  those  have  not  such  riglit  to  tliem 
As  hath  Ephorbas  to  what  Plangus  hath. 
Who  could  command  her,  if  not  Ephorbas? 

Flan.  But  I  have — Oh  Inophilus ! — I  hurst- 
Yet  it  will  out — dost  thou  not  see  it  here? 

[Unbuttons  his  douHet. 
Oh  !  I  have  known  Andromana  as 

Ephorbas  did  last  night. 

Ino,  Why,  sir. 
The  sin  done  by  your  father  is  not  yours. 

If  you  could  not  help  it. 

Flan.  Why,  there  it  is:  'Tis  that  which  gnaws 
me  here. 
But  I  swore  by  ail  the  gods,  that  she  was 
As  innocent  from  my  unclean  embraces,  as  is 
The  new-fairn  snow,  or  ermines  jtbat  will  meet 
Ten  deaths  before  one  spot :  I  made  my  father 

tliink 
The  thoughts  of  angels  were  less  innocent  than  she. 
No,  it  was  I  betray'd  him;  his  virtue  was  too  mn 
Not  to  have  suspected  it.    How  do  I  look,  loo- 
philus  ? 
Ino,   Like  some  blest  roan  that  griev'd  fbr 
other's  sins. 
And  could,  out  of  a  good  nature,  part  with  half 
His  own  whiteness,  to  purge  the  other's  stains. 
Flan,  Now  thou  sooth'st,  and  hke  some  flat- 
'  tering  glass, 
Present'st  me  to  advantage.    I  am,  in  short. 
One  bom  to  make  Iberia  unhappy. 
Had  I  as  black  a  face  as  is  my  soul. 
You'd  find  in  respect  of  it  ^Igyptians  were  snow- 
white. 
Methinks  I  hear  Heaven  tell  me  I  am  slow, 
And  it  is  time  I  had  begun  revenge. 
Ephorbas  has  done  him  wrong,  who  loved  him 
More  than  heaven  or  his  happiness,  and  wookl 
Have  run  out  of  the  world  to  have  left  him  free, 
Whatever  he  would  lay  claim  to,  but  Amlrontna; 


ess 


Nay,  she  also  ha^^|U^i<Sl^'t  could  have  been 

wir    __^^_^ 
But  she  knewSjjE^WBp  acted,  and  yeuQid  it; 
And  lived  free'^SMB^ stroke  of  thunder. 
Is  there  such  a  i^Aig  as  heaven,  or  such  a  one 
As  Justice  dwefis  there?    and  can  I  ask  the 

question  ? 
0  the  lameness  of  a  conscience  loaded  with  sin ! 
Which  reasons  and  talks  when  it  should  do. 
Bat  I  will  be  revenged,  aud  thus  I  begin, — Ino- 
philusy  [He  drawt. 

Be  sore,  when  I  am  dead,  to  meet  my  ghost. 
And  do  as  that  instructs  thee.  Twill  tell  all  the 

particulars 
Of  my  revenge,  who  must  die  first,  who  last^  and 
What  way  too.     I  have  my  lesson  perfect. 

[He  leans  the  pummel  on  the  ground  to  fall  on 
it :  Inophilus  kicks  it  by  with  his  foot. 

Ino,  Is  this  the  revenee  bents  great  Plangus  ? 

Plan.  Had  this  been  done  two  days  ago — 
Thoo  durst  as  well  have  met  the  lightning 
Ndied,  as  have  oppos'd  my  will  thus. 

hw.  Hear  me ;  [He  draws. 

Ask  me  no  questions,  nor  answer  me ;  or  if  you  do, 
By  HeaVn  I'll  never  speak  more. 
It  is  revenge  you'd  have,  and  'tis  a  great  one, 
A  fery  noble  one,  to  kill  yourself.  [more. 

Be  confident,   your  greatest  foes  wish  nothing 
When  afler-ages  come  to  hear  your  story, 
What  will  they  say  ?    Just  as  they  did  of  Cato, 
He  durst  not  look  great  Cesar  in  the  face : 
So  Plaogus  was  afraid,  and  died. 
A?©rv  pretty  stoiy,  and  much  to  a  man's  credit : 
For  shame,  dear  Plangus  (let  friendship  use  that 

title) 
Shew  your  great  soul  tlie  world  believes  you're 

master  of 
(And  I  dare  swear  you  are)  in  this  action. 
Nay,  rally  up  yourself,  and  fight  it  stoutly. 
Shake  fit)m  your  mind  revenge,  and  having  laid 
That  passion  b^,  put  on  that  virtue 
The  world  admires  in  you ;  'tis  now  the  time  to 

shew  it. 
The  sun  broke  firom  a  cloud,  doubles  his  light; 
And  fire,  the  more  resisted,  flames  more  bright. 
Aodromana  has  injur'd  you ;  scorn  her  therefore, 
And  shew  she  had  done  nothing;  I'd  not  do  her 

the  favour 
To  have  one  thought  for  her,  or  be  troubled 
At  what  she  did — ^As  for  your  father,  sir, 
Besides  the  tie  of  nature,  he  knows  not 
He  hath  wrong'd  yon :  or  if  he  doth, 
Tis  teve  that  caus'd  him ;  a  word  that  once 
Made  an  excuse  with  Plangus  for  what  offence 
soever. 

Plan.  Thou  bast  wrought  upon  me. 
And  I  am  resolved  to  live  a  day  or  two  more: 

Bat  if  I  like  it  not 

Well,  I  will  go  try  to  sleep  a  little — perhaps 
that  may~^  |by  me, 

J  m  strangely  melancholy pr'ythee  he  down 

Inophilus,  I'm  safe  while  in  thy  company^ 

[Exeunt, 


SCENE  11. 


Enter  Plaisgvs,  as  from  sleep. 

Plan.  Lord !  how  this  spirit  of  revenge  still 

haunts  me. 
And  tempts  me  with  such  promis'd  opportunity. 
And  magnifies  my  injuries  ! 
Sometimes  it  calls  me  coward,  and  tells  me 
Conscience,    in  princes  who  are  injur'd  like 

myself. 
Is  but  an  excuse  they  find,  for  what  is  in  truth 
Poorness  of  spirit,  or  something  baser. 
It  tells  me,  'tis  a  sin  to  be  good  when  all  tlie 

world  is  bad. 
It  makes  me  look  upon  myself,  whilst  wearing 
This  garb  of  virtue,  like  some  old  antiquary 
In  cloaths  that  are  out  of  fashion  in  Iberia. 
But  I  will  not  yield  to  it :  I  know  it  is  a  greater 

glory 
To  a  man's  self  (and  he  that  courts  opinion 
Is  of  a  vulgar  spirit)  to  disobey  than  satisfy 
An  appetite  which  I  know  is  sinful. 
Good  Heaven  guard  me,  how  am  I  tempted 

Enter  Audeomana. 

but  thus 
ows  away  his  sword. 


To  put  on  my  former  temper ! 
I  fling  it  from  me.         [IAtob 


SCENE  m.  ' 

And,  Why  how  now,  prince? 
If  you  part  with  your  darling  so  easily. 
There  is  small  hopes  but  you  have  tbrown 
All  love  behind  you. 

Plan,  Heaven,  how  she's  alter'd  ! 
I  that  once  swore  Jove  from  the  well-tan'd 

sphere 
Ne'er  heard  such  harmony  as  I  did,  when  she 

spake ; 
Methinks  I  can  now,  in  comparison  of  her  voice. 
Count  scritcb-owls'  musick,  or  the  croaking  toad. 
And,  Who  is't  you  speak  of,  sir? 
Plan,  Tempt  me  not^  madalh,  with  another 
word; 
For  by  Heaven,  you  know  I  am  apt,  being  in- 

cens'd 

Wake  not  those  wrongs  that  bellow  louder  in  my 

soul 
Than  wretches  in  the  brazen  bull,  or  Jove 
Who  speaks  in  thunder;  those  wrongs  my  good- 
ness 
Had  half  laid  aside ;  or  if  you  do, 
I  have  a  soul  dares  what  you  dare  tempt  me  to. 

And,  Sir,  I  must  speak. 
Though  Jove  forbad  me  with  a  flash  of  lightning. 
You  think  perhafMi,  sir,  I  have  fbigot  my  Plangus  f 
But,  sir,  1  have  infinitely  injur'd  you, 
And  could  not  satisfy  my  conscience, 
(If  I  should  say  my  love  too,  I  should  not  lie) 
Till  I  had  ask'd  your  pardon. 

plan.  Madam,  the  fault*8  forgiven  and  for- 
gotten. 
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ANDROMANA;  OR, 


[Saintcr* 


Withoat  you  move  me  to  remember*t  with 
A  worse  apology.    Live  and  enjoy  your  sins, 
And  the  angiy  gods :  Nay,  the  severest  plague 
I  wish  you,  is,  that  you  may  die 
Without  one  cross   (for  afflictions  commonly 

teach 
Virtues  to  them  that  know  them  not  while  pro- 
sperous) 
Secure,  without  one  thought  or  sense  of  a  re- 
pentance. 
And,  Metliinks  you  have  a  steely  temper  on> 

to  that 
Which  the  other  day  you  wore,  when  you  were 
More  soft  than  down  of  bees.     But,  sir. 
If  you  but  knew  the  reason  why  I  have  done 
The  action,  which  you  perhaps  call  treason 
To  our  loves,  you  would  forbear  such  language. 
Plan,  Eeason  !  no  doubt  the  man  that  robs  a 

church. 
Or  profanes  altars,  hath  reason  for  what  he  doth ; 
To  satisfyyour  lust,  you  have  that  reason,  nmdam. 

And,  That  I  have  loved  you  once, 
I  call  Heav*n,  my  own  heart,  and  you  to  witness; 
Now,  by  that  love,  by  all  those  vows  have  passed 
Betwixt  us,  hear  me. 

Flan,  O  Heaven !  is  that  a  conjuration  ! 
Things  you  have  broke  with  as  much  ease 
As  politicians  do  maxims  of  religion. 
But  I  will  hear,  to  know  you  and  to  hate  you 

more. 
Speak  on. 
And,  You  know  whilst  Leon  liv*d,  whose  doe 

they  were, 
I  out  of  love  resign*d  my  love  and  honour  unto 

you. 
Plan,  Lust,  madam. 
And.  I  know  not,  sir : 
Your  eloquence  gave  it  that  title  then. 
How  many  dangers  walk'd  I  fearless  through 
To  satisfy  your  pleasures?    Your  very  will ; 
Nay  more,  your  word ;    nay,  if  I  thought  by 

sympathy 
A  thought  of  yours,  that  I  imagined  you 
Might  blush  to  ^eak,  I  made  it  straight  my  own. 
And  wak'd  and  studied  as  much  to  put  it  into  act. 
As  doth  a  gamester  upon  loss  to  compass  money. 
At  last  we  were  betray'd,  sir,  to  your  father's 

soies. 
Who  deny  d  us  afterwards  those  opportunities 
We  stole  before,  befriended  by  my  husband's 

ignorance. 
Now  was  I  brought  to  that  which  is  the  worst 

of  ills, 
A  seeing,  but  not  enjoying  of  that  which  I  held 

dearest. 
To  see  you  daily,  and  to  live  without  you. 
Was  a  death  many  degrees  beyond  my  own. 
I  knew  the  love  was  great,  so  great  I  durst  not 

own  it. 
Nay  more,  I  knew  it  was  noble  too,  so  noble, 
I  knew  my  husband  being  dead,  you  would  not 

stick 
To  ask  your  fioher's  leave  for  public  marriage. 


Plan,  Heaven  and  the  gods  can  witness  I  in* 

tended  it.       ^ 
And,  Nay,  farther  yet,  I  knew  your  father's 
love. 
Which  would  not  have  deny'd  you  any  thing. 
Would  also  have  granted  that. 
Plan.  Madam,  you  riddle  strangely. 
And,  When  I  had  forecast  these  easy  poasi* 
bilities, 
I  vet  foresaw  one  thing  that  cross'd  our  designs, 
That  was  a  sense  of  honour  I  had  in  me. 
Methought  in  honour  I  could  not  condescend 
You  should  debase  yourself  so  low. 
It  pleas'd  me  better  to  be  your  mistress,  thaa 
your  queen ; 
And  stol'n  embraces,  without  the  scandal 
Of  a  public  eye,  were  sweeter  than  those 
Which  might  bring  upon  me  (for  rising  greatness 
Is  still  envy'd)  the  rancour  of  the  people,  and 
Consequently  distates  against  their  pnnce. 
Sir,  now  we  may  act  safely  tvhat  mij^bt  have  been 
Less  secure.    Your  ftither*s  name  gives  a  protec* 

tion; 
Or  if  that  startle  you,  well  call  him  husband. 
Plan,  Are  you  in  earnest? 
And.  As  serious  as  love  can  be. 
Plan,  Then  I  want  words  to  tell  you  how  I 
hate  you : 
I  would  sooner  meet  Megara  'tween  a  pair  of 

sheets. 
And  can  you  think  I  should  have  so  small  piety, 
As  to  be  false  unto  my  father's  bed  ? 
That  I  lov'd  vou  once,  I  confess  with  shame ; 
And  that  I  should  have  done  so  still,  had  yon 
Preserv*d  those  flames  I  think  of  now  with  horror. 
But  for  those  sins,  and  whatsoever  else 
I  must  repent,  I  shall  no  doubt  have  great  oc* 

casion. 
When  I  shall  see  the  kingdom  envelop'd 
In  those  swarms  of  plagues  your  sins  call  down, 
And  feel  a  share  of  tliem  myself. 
For  Heaven's  sake,  madam  !   for  my  father's 
sake. 
Nay,  for  my  own  too,  if  that  have  any  interest, 
Learn  now  at  last  a  virtue,  that  may  make  us 
As  happy  as  much  as  hitherto  unfortunate, 
And  render  your  story  to  posterity  so  bumisbM 
With  your  shining  goodntss,  that  their  eyes  may 

not 
Perceive  the  error  of  your  former  years. 
Perhaps  I  then  shall  have  a  reverence  for  yon. 
As  great  as  any  son  hath  for  a  father's  wife. 
You  wonder,  lady,  to  see  me  talk  thus  different 
From  what  you  saw  me  half  an  hour  ago. 
I  looked  upon  myself  as  one  that  had  lost 
A  blessing — But  Heaven  hath  been  liappier  to 

me; 
For  I  am  now  so  far  firom  thinking  yo\i  one. 
That  I  look  upon  you  as  a  plague, 
No  sin  of  good  Ephorbas  could  deserve. 

But  love  to  vou 

And.  Sir! 

Plan.  Answer  me  not  in  words,  but  deeds; 
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I  know  you  always  talked  '  uobappllj, 
And  if  yoar  heart  dare  do  what's  ill, 
I  know  it  can  well  teach  your  tongue  excuses. 

[Kxit  Plangus. 

SCENE  IV. 

And,  And  is  my  love  then  scorned  ? 
Tbe  chaos  of  eternal  night  possess  my  breast. 
That  it  may  not  see  to  startle  at  any 
Undertakings,  though  they  would  make 
Medosa's  snakes  curl  into  rings  for  fear. 
If  greatness  have  inspired  me  with  tiioughts 
Of  a  more  brave  revenge,  they  shall  be  acted. 
A  husband's  murder  was  such  a  puny  sin, 
I  blush  to  speak  it ;  but  it  was  great  enough 
For  a  merchant's  wife :  a  queen  must  be  more 
Daring  in  her  revenge,  nor  must  her  wrath 
Be  pacify'd  under  a  whole  kingdom's  ruin. 


SCENE  V. 
Enter  Libacer. 

And,  My  better  genius,  thou  art  welcome  as 
A  draught  of  water  to  a  thirsty  man : 
I  ne'er  bad  need  of  thee  till  now. 
Master  those  devils  dwell  within  thy  breast. 
And  let  them  counsel  me  to  a  revenge  as  great, 
As  is  my  will  to  act  it. 

Lib,  Madam,  leave  words. 
Tbe  rest  yon  take  in  breathing  makes  your  anger 

cool. 
Oat  whh  it,  and  if  I  do  it  nut;  if  I  startle 
At  any  ill  to  do  you  service,  though  it  be 
To  kiU  my  mother,  let  me  be  troubled  with 
Tbe  plague  of  a  tender  conscience,  and  lie  sick 
Of  repentance  a  half  year  after. 

And,  What  need  I  tell  thee  more  ?    Plangus 
must  die ; 
And  after  him  Ephorbas,  because  he  is  his  father. 

Lib.  Madam,  he  shall.    But  give  me  leave  to 
ask  you, 
How  he,  for  whom  alone  of  all  tbe  world 
Yon  bad  a  passion,  is  now  become 
An  object  of  your  hatred,  so  great,  as  others 
Must  die  because  they  have  relation  to  bim  ? 

And.  The  air  is  hot  yet  with  those  words 
I  profTer'd  him  in  satisfaction, 
And  he  refus'd  it ;  What  need  I  speak  ? 
Is't  safe  that  he  should  live  knows  so  much  by  us? 

Lib,  He  had  been  happy,  had  he  never  known 
What  virtue  meant.  I  wonder  that  paltry  thing 
U  not  banish'd  earth,  it  ne'er  did  any  good  yet. 


Beggary's  a  blessing  to't;  who  e'er  grew  rich  by 

virtue  ? 
Madam,  we  are  not  troubled  with  it. — — 
But  to  our  business,  I  have  thought  a  way. 
You  know  his  father  loves  him.    *Ik  he  shall 

ruin  him, 
And  let's  alone  for  him. 
And.  Pish  !  pish  !  that  cannot  be. 
Lib,    These   women  are  always  with  their 

cannots. 
What  cannot  be?  *  Have  you  but  read  the  Sophy  ? 
You  will  find  that  Haly  (O  how  1  nug  that  fellow's 

name !) 
Ruin'd  great  Mirza  by  liis  father,  and  his  father 

by  his  son. 
That  great  politician,  while  all  the  court 
Flam'd  rouud  about  him,  sat  secure,  and  l.iugh'd, 
Like  those  throw  fireworks  among  the  wavmg 

people. 
That  have  nothing  but  fire  and  smoke  about  them, 
And  yet  not  singe  one  hair.  Indeed  he  fell  at  last, 
' Tis  true,  but  he  was  shallow  in  that  part  o^  th' 

plot. 
What  have  we  his  example,  but  to  learn  by  it  ? 
Praise  Plangus  to  Ephorbas  then  so  far. 
That  first  he  may  fear  for  bis  kingdom ; 
And  if  you  do  proceed  till  he  grew  jealous 
Of  his  bed,  'twill  do  the  better. 
The  king  is  coming,  I  must  be  gone. 

[Exit  LiBACEB. 

SCENE  VI. 
Enter  Ephorbas. 

Eph.  How  fares  Andromana  ? 
I'm  glad  this  greatness  sits  so  well  about  thee; 
My  court  was  blest  that  hour  I  knew  thee  first. 
We'll  live  and  still  grow  happy ;  we  shall  flourish 
Like  some  spreading  tree,  that  shall  ne'er  cease 
Till  its  proud  height  o'erlook  tbe  skies. 
I  hope  I  bade  fair  for  a  boy  to-night. 
How  happy  should  I  count  myself,  could  I 
But  leave  my  kingdom  something  that  had 
Thy  image  in't ! 

And,  Sir,  never  think 
Iberia  can  be  happy  in  another  son. 
When  such  a  prince  as  Plangus  lives  the  heir ; 
Who  is  the  subject  of  all  men's  prayers,  nay, 
The  deserver  too.    There's  not  a  man  or  woman 
In  the  kingdom  hath  one  good  wish  within  their 

breast. 
But  they  straight  bestow  it  upon  Plangus ;  a 

prince, 


'  (hhappUff^Misdueoeualyy  or  wUkedly.-^o,  in  AWs  WeU  that  ends  fVeU,  A.  4.  S.  5  : 

"  A  shrewd  knave  and  an  unhappy," 

See  also  Mr.  Steevens's  Note  on  Henry  VIIL  A.  1.  S.  4. 

* Hate  wH  but  read  the  Sophy  ?--A  Tragedy  by  Sir  John  Denham,  acted  at  Black  Fry  an, 

and  printed  in  folio  1643. 
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Whom  mothert  shew  their  little  duldren^astSilMne- 

tbing 
They  should  learn  betime  to  worship  and  admire. 

£ph,  I  know,  Andromana,  bat— 

And.  Sir,  virtue's  perfection  [bear. 

Is  at  the  height  in  him.     Whatever  after^ages 
Or  give  the  name  of  worth  to,  must,  if  compared 

to  him, 
Be  bat  as  foils  to  set  his  glory  off  the  brighter. 
Nor  are  the  men  only  thus  taken  with  him ; 
Theire's  not  a  lady  in  the  land  but  sighs 
Wkh  passion  for  him,  and  dreams  on  him  a- 

nights. 
Husbands  ^ow  jealous  of  him,  yet  with  joy 
That  they  are  Plangus'  rivals. 

JEph.  All  this  is  nothing.  Men  talk'd  as  lood  of 
Me  when  I  was  young. 

And.  Yea,  but  they  say,  sir. 
You  were  not  half  so  mincing  in  your  carriage, 
Nor  so  maiestic.    Besides 

Eph,  I  hope  they  do  not  make  comparisons. 

[Starts. 

And.   Sir,  I  thought  we  could  not  have  dis-> 
cours'd  on  a  more 
Welcome  theme  than  what  is  full  of  Plangus. 

Eph.  No  more  you  cannot. 
Let  nhn  as  a  less  star  enjoy  his  splendor, 
But  it  must  not  be  so  great  to  darken  me. 
But  pr*ythee  do  they  compare  us  then  ? 

And.  You're  discomposed,  sir,  I  have  done. 

Eph.  Nay,  nothing  but  the  remembrance  of 
a  foolish  dream. 
What  say  they  ? 

And.  Why,  sir,  some  went  so  far 
To  say,  they  wondVed  a  lady  of  my  years 
Could  marry  the  father,  though  a  king, 
When  I  might  have  had  Plangus  himself. 

Eph.  They  did  not 


And.  Ttoi  I  confess  I  blush'd,  and  had  been  oat 
Of  temper,  but  that  I  thought  it  might  be 
The  court  fashion  to  talk  boldly. 

Eph.  This  story  jump'd  just  with  my  dream 
to-night ; ' 
Methought  I  saw  him  threat'oing  to  kill  me, 

'Cause  ttiou  hndst  married  me 

But  the  young  saucy  boy  shall  know,  I  hold 
My  scepter  strong  enough  tol;rush  him  into  atoms. 
Did  they  not  name  Inophilus  ? 

And.  I  tliiok  they  did. 
He  had  some  share  of  praises  too,  but  it  wasso^ 
As  gleanings  to  a  loadmji;  cart, 
They  sometimes  fell  beside. 

Eph.  Then  I  am  satisfied.    Tis  an  aspiriog 
youth ; 
Tis  something  that  unites  Plangus  and  him  so. 
I  must  be  sp^y  in  resolves.  [Exit  Epbobbas. 


SCENE  vn. 

And.  Who.  waits  without  there  ? 


Enter  Libacer. 


Oh! 


art  thou  come  ?    Stay,  let  me  breathe,  or 

Lib.  Nay,  spare  your  pains,  I  know  it  ail ; 
I  saw  him  drink  it  with  as  great  greediness, 
As  usurers  do  unthrifts  lands,  or  jealous  bosbaods 
Confinn  their  cuckoldships  by  ocular  testimony. 

And.  It  took  most  rarely. 
Beyond  our  hopes.    I'll  leave  the  rest  to  thee, 
Thou  art  so  fortunate  in  all  designs. 
Go  on  and  prosper. 

Lib,  And  I'll  attend  for  an  opportunity  to  meet 
With  Plangus,  and  betray  him  to  roin 
As  great  as  unavoidable.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Epbobbas,  solus. 

Eph^  Forangjit  I  know,  my  bed  may  be  the 
next; 

Men  are  not  bad  by  halves,  nor  doth 

One  mischief  stop  a  man  in  his  career  of  sin. 

There's  as  much  reason  i'  th'  one,  as  the  other. 

Doth  he  affect  my  kingdom,  'cause  I'm  old  ? 

No,  that's  not  it;  he  knows  I  must  die  shortly. 

rris  not  a  desire  of  rule,  and  glory  of  their  bend- 
ing knees. 

Makes  him  forget  his  duty 

He  may  as  well  covet  Andromana,  'cause  she's 
handsome. 


He  satisfies  a  lust  alike  in  both — ^Well,  let  him  be 

My  rival  in  the  kingdom ;  'tis  but  what 

He  was  bom  to,  and  I  must  leave  it  him ; 

But  for  my  wife,  he  must  excuse  me. 

Nay  he  shall  [He  pauseth. 

Yet  now  I  think  on't  better,  the  grounds  ttn 

slender. 
And  my  suspicions  slight;  no  evidence  against 

him 
But  the  people's  love,  and  that's  no  fault  of  h». 
Unless  deserving  be  a  crime. — Who*a  without 

there? 

Enter  Libacer. 

Go  call  in  Plango8>  and  bid  him  not  stmj. 
For.  I  must  spedc  with  him.  [Exit  King. 


5  See  Note  17  to  Alexander  and  CampoMpe,  A,  1.  S.  3.  Vol.  I.  p.  139. 
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SCENE  IL 

Lib.  Nay,  th^'all's  dasb'd  if  once  he  comes 
to  parly. 
I  most  not  have  them  talk.    But  here  he  is. 


SCENE  III. 
Enter  Flangus. 

Lib.  All  health  and  happiness  attend  the  prince. 

Piam.  Pray  tell  me  it*  you  saw  the  king  ? 
Be  sliorC,  for  I  am  very  melancholy. 

Lib.  He  parted  hence  just  now,  but 
With  such  a  fury  revelling  in  his  looks, 
lliere  had  been  less  danger  in  a  basilisk. 

FUn.  Went  he  this  way  ? 

Lib.  Yes,  sir. 

[He  is  going  out,  but  tum$  short, 

Tlan.  But  dost  not  thou  Know  wh»t  mov'd  him  ? 

Lib,  I  heard  some  such  words  as  these : 

My  rival  in  the  kingdom ^There's  evidence 

asainst  him 

The  people  s  love Deserving  is  a  crime 

And  somewhat  else  my  fear  made  nie  forget. 

Pian.  Who  was  there  wiih  him  lately  ? 

Lib.  I  cannot  tell :  but  about  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  ago 
He  ask'd  for  you ;  and  every  time  he  nam*d  you 
He  seem*d  angry. 

Plan.  Named  me !    Thou  art  mistaken. 

Lib.  i  had  almost  forgot,  sir, 
I  have  a  mewage  to  you  from  Andromana. 

Plan.  I  will  not  hear  one  syllable. 

Lib.  No ;  so  she  told  me ;  but  charged  me  to 
speak  it. 
Or  die;  for  it  concem'd  your  life,  which  she  held 

dearer 
Than  her  own. 

PUni.  I  value  it  not ;  but  speak  the  mystery. 

LA.  When  first  her  lips  began  to  move,  a  blush 
(yerflow'd  her  face,  as  if  her  neart  had  sent 
Her  tainted  blood  to  seek  a  passage  out. 
Then,  with  a  show'r  of  tears,  she  told  me  how 
loordinate  desires  liad  made  her  but  this  morning 
Tempt  you  to  th*  acting  of  a  sin  she  would  not 

name; 
And  that  your  virtue  had  so  wrought  upon  her, 
S6e  bad  uot  left  one  thought  uncliang'd. 
^  loves  you  still,  but  with  affection 
That  carries  honour,  and  converted  tlioughts. 
And  next,  she  bade  me  whisper  in  your  ear, 
(For  time  was  short)  that  if  you  loved  her 
Or  yourself^  or  intended  to  cherisli 
The  people's  growing  hopes,  you  should  not  come 
When  the  king  sent  for  you. 
For  something  had  incensed  him  so  highly 
A|;ainst  you,  that  there  was  miehty  danger  in  it. 
wbade  me  haste,  for  time  would  not  permit  her 
To  say  more.    I  was  scarce  out  o'  th'  chamber, 
When  your  father  came  and  ask*d  for  you, 
And  bade  roe  seek  you  out  with  speed. 
^1 1  should  be  most  proud  to  serve  you. 


Plan.  T  thank  tliee,  friend ;  but  pr'ythee  tell 

thy  mistress, 
Innocence  knows  no  fear  :  'tis  for  guilty  soub 
To  doubt  their  safety.    If  she  would  have  me 

sufe. 
My  only  way  is  by  present  appearance 
To  clear  myself;  for  I  believe,  my  lalse  accusers 
Wish  nothing  more,  than  that  I  should  be  absent. 
Lib,  The  devil's  in  him  sure,  he  guesseth  so 

right.  [Aside. 

She  told  me  so,  sir,  and  would  have  wish  d  you 

to  it; 
But  that  there  was  a  way  to  serve  you  better  by. 
She  saith  Ephorbas  told  her,  a  few  minutes  hence 
He'd  call  a  council,  where  they'd  consult  about 

The  place  is  hang'd  so,  that  behind  the  wall,  sir, 
You  may  stand  secure,  and  hear  what  passeth  ; 
And  according  to  what  they  determine,  you  may 
Provide  for  your  safety ;  only  for  more  securitj 
She  wisheth  you  would  ann  vourstlf— — 
Sir,  pray  resolve,  she'll  paci^  the  king. 
That  you  appear  not  presently. 

Plan.  Well  I  will  be  persuaded  : 
Tell  her«  I'm  resolv'd,  I  will  not  come. 

Lib.  Happiness  attend  you !   Half  an  hour 
hence 
ril  wait  upon  you.  [Exit  Libacer. 

Plan.  We  shall  reward  thee. 


SCENE  IV. 

Plan.  Whence  should  this  kindness  come? 
and  on  a  sudden  too  ? 
A  strange  alteration  ! — She  who  a  day  ago 
Forgot  the  vows  her  soul  was  letter'd  m, 
And  but  this  morning  tempted  me  to  a  sin 
I  can  scarce  think  on  without  fear,  should  on 
An  instant  be  careful  for  my  safety. 
And  that  from  a  principle  of  virtue  too.  * 


SCENE  V. 
Enter  Ikophilus. 

Ino.  Who  was  that  with  you,  sir,  just  now  ? 

Plan.  An  honest  fellow  certainly ;  but  one  I 
know  not. 

Ino.  An  honest  fellow  call  you  him  ? 
If  he  have  not  rogue  writ  in  great  letters  in's 

face, 
I  have  no  physnomy.    Pray,  sir,  what  was 
His  business  to  you  ? 

Plan.  A  message  from  Andromana; 
Who,  out  of  love,  desires  me  uot  to  go  to 
My  father,  because  something  hath  put  him 
In  a  fume  against  me. 

Ino.  Did  the  king  send  for  you? 

Plan.  He  did  so. 

Ino,  But  upon  her  intreaty,  you  forbore  to  go  ? 

Plan.  What  then  ? 

Ino.  Then  you  are  mad,  sir. 
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And  tacitly  conspire  to  jour  own  ruin. 

Do,  take  au  eneniy's  advice,  and  die  the  object 

Both  of  their  joy  and  scorn. 

Where  are  your  senses,  sir?   Or  pray,  whence 

springs 
This  friendship  of  Andromana's  f    Alas !   you 

stiuuid  not 
Measure  her  malice  by  the  smallness  of  your 

own. 
She  has  injured  you,  she  knows  it,  sir ; 
And  though  at  preseut  she  enjoys  her  treachery, 
She  may  soon  h\i  beside  it ;  £phorbas  is  not 
Immortal,  nor  can  she  promise  to  herself 
S^unty,  when  you  have  power  to  call  her  ills  in 

question. 
'Wer't  nothmg  else,  her  safety  would  make  her 
To  plot  your  death.     I  hinder  you  in  talking ; 
But  pray  begone,  and  when  you  see  your  father. 
Speak  boldly  to  Ijim,  or  you  are  gone  for  ever. 

PUin.  I  tell  thee  once  again,  Inophilus. 
Since  1  have  said  I  would  not  go,  both  neav*n 

and  thee 
Shall  want  a  motive  to  make  me  stir  one  foot 
Were  danger  just  before  me,  running 
With  open  jaws  upon  me;  and  had  my  word 

been  giv'n 
To  remain  here,  I  would  be  forc*d  from  life 
Before  my  place. 

Ino,  Here  is  a  bravery  now  would  make  a  man 
Forsv*ear  all  gallantry,  to  fool  away  your  life 

thus 

In  a  humour 1  met  the  court  just  now,  sir, 

^s  fpll  of  whispers,  every  man*s  eyes  spoke 

strong  amazement. 
My  father's  sent  for,  with  two  other  lords, 
Euhulus  and  Anamedes;  and  the  court  gates 

are  lockM. 
^solve,   sir,    and   command    me   sometliing, 

wherein 
I  mav^have  an  occasion  to  serve  you. 

Flan.  Then  I  resolve  to  do  as  1  am  oaution*d. 
Walk  in ;  I'll  tell  thee  more.  [E:fmnL 


SCENE  VI, 

Enter  Ephorbas  and  Libacer. 

'   Eph,  What  was  his  answer  then  ? 

Lib.  Tell  him,  I  am  resol/d  I  will  not  come, 
f  hose  were  tne  very  words,  sir. 

'Eph,  Twas  very  pretty  ;  resolute  ipethinks. 
f  f  he  be  grown  so  stubborn  already. 
The  ikeyt  we  must  expect  is  action. 

Lib.  But  yet  he  bids  tue,  if  you  ask'd  why  he 
came  not. 
To  find  some  excuse  or  other. 

Eph.  He  could  find  none  himself  then. 
Call  in  the  Iprds,  we  must  be  sudden  in  our 

execution  : 
'^ut  pr'ythee  one  thing  more,  who  was  there 
with  hira  ? 
jAb.  Nobody ;  but  I  met  going  to  him  young 
Inophilus ; 


And  heard  one  servant  tell  another,  in  great 
haste, 

Their  lord  would  speak  with  some  o*  th'  cup- 
tains  of  the  army.  [£rt/. 


SCENE  VII. 
Enter  Rihatus,  Eubui^us,  and  Avamedes. 

Eph,  Sit  down,  my  lords ;  we  have  business 

with  YOU, 
Requires  your  hands  and  hearts,  both  speed  aud 

counsel ; 
Our  danger's  such,  that  I  could  wish 't  had  flown 
Upon  us  without  warning,  for  so  cross  the  ftta 

are, 
Our  safety  must  be  bought  at  such  a  price. 
That  we  must  lose  what  is  as  dear  to  us 
Almost  as  it.    Tis  Plangus'  death  or  mine 
Must  secure  the  other's  life — Nay,  startle  not : 
If  I  am  grown  as  wearisome  to  you 
As  to  him,  your  caUing  is  in  vain,  my  lords; 
Nor  shall  I  labour  longer  to  presence 
A  life  deny'd  me  by  the  gods  and  you. 
But  if  there's  any  here  who  hath  a  son 
Brought  to  these  years,  with  so  much  care  and 

love 
As  mine  hath  been,  think  what  a  grief  it  is 
To  lose  him,  aud  shed  one  tear  with  me. 
But  for  that  son  to  ulume  himself  with  feathers 
Pluck'd  from  his  father's  wings,  would  melt  one'i 

eye-balls. 
Yet  Plangus,  who  hath  vizarded  his  ends 
With  virtue,  finding  it  useless  now,  hath  thrown 
It  from  him,  and  openly  attempts  my  crown  and 

life. 
When  mischiefs  wheel  once  runs,  how  fast  it 

speeds, 
Headlong  to  put  in  act  the  blackest  deeds  ! 
Were  my  crown  his,  had  he  my  life  to  give. 
Though  he  would  let  me,  I  would  scorn  to  lire, 
Euo.  Sir,  we  are  called  upon  a  great  af&ir, 
And  if  it  be  true,  the  speed  of  our  resolves 
Shall  be  as  great  as  it. 

Your  majesty  hath  reignM  so  happily,  and  long, 
We  will  not  think  a  time  beyond  it. 
And  such,  so  great  your  virtue  still  hath  been, 
Strangers  have  been  enamour'd,  and  admir*d  it. 
Our  enemies,  that  could  have  wish'd  it  less, 
Yet  have  sate  down  with  envy,  nor  attempted 
Aught  against  you,  knowing  (I'm  confident) 
By  such  unjust  attempts  the  gods  would  be  their 

foes. 
Methinks  *tis  therefore  much  less  likely 
That  Plangus,  who  hath  hitherto  been  found 
A  miracle  of  filial  piety. 
And  one  that  we  may  say  was  born  the  heir 
To  all  your  virtues,  all  your  goodness. 
As  well  as  the  kingdom ;  who  counts  it  glory 
As  much  to  be  an  honest  man,  as  a  greet  prince; 
I  s;iv,  for  him,  who  as  he  is  your  son, 
A  nil  as  we  hitlierto  have  found  him  full 
Of  worth  and  honour^  we  cannot  but  behok) 
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A»  him  in  whom  the  spreading  hopes  of  all 
Iberia  grow,  and  promise  to  themselves 
A  still  green  happiness,  that  ne'er  shall  know 
What  autumn,  or  a  naked  winter  means. 
For  him,  that  hath  scarce  yet  put  ofif 
Those  cloaths  which  still  wear  the  badges 
Of  die  ^etii  danger  he  was  in,  not  for 
Himselt,  my  liege,  bat  you  and  us ;  for  had 
He  wish'd  the  ruin  of  his  father  and  his  country, 
The  Ai^ives  would  have  done  that  for  him, 
And  be  not  have  been  caird  in  question. 
Bat  when  we  most  remember  with  what  wings 
He  flew  to  meet  the  torrent,  both  against 
The  coousel  of  his  friends,  and  his  own  hopes; 
How  love  to  you  and  us  spurred  him  on  forward 
To  those  impossibilities,  which  nothing 
But  love  and  valour  durst  have  attempted. 
WhjT  then,  methinks,  'tis  strange,  yea  very  strange, 
Thus  in  a  moment  t'  have  flung  all  nature  oflT, 
And  all  religion ;  and  that,  sir,  against  you. 
Whom  we  all  well  know  and  think,  with  fear, 
(But  our  fading  hopes  spring  fresh  from  Plangus) 
Must  shortly  pay  your  tribute  to  the  grave. 
Nor  th:it  we  doubt  your  majesty  hath  cause 
To  apprehend  a  danger;  only  'tis  wish'd. 
Those  who  inform'd  you  were  examin'd  strictly, 
And  Plangus  sent  tor  to  answer  for  himself. 
Slanders,  like  mists,  still  vanish  at  the  sight 
Of  innocents,  who  bring  their  lies  to  light. 

Eph,  If  an  oration  could  have  made  him  clear, 
No  duohCy.  my  fears  are  vain,  and  we  shall  he 
Still  sleeping  in  security,  as  great 
And  lasting  as  Plangus  and  his  'complices 
Can  wish  upon  us,  nor  wake  till  we  are  bound 
In  the  securest  ehains,  death's  fetters. 
That  I  am  old  is  true,  and  Plangus  knows  it. 
He  would  have  catch'd  a  cannon-bullet  sooner  else 
Between  his  naked  liaiub,  tlian  have  provok'd 
My  fury :  but  age  hath  froze  me 
To  an  icy  numbness :  yet  shall  he  know 
My  veins  have  Are  as  well  as  his,  and  when 
locens'd,  my  eyes  shoot  as  much  poison  too. 
What  yon  alledge  about  his  battle  'gainst  the 

Argives 
As  an  excuse,  it  is  a  proof  against  him. 
Though  thieves  rob  others,  yet  tliey  fight  them- 
selves 
For  those  that  rob,  when  strangers  set  on  them, 
And  all  unite  against  a  common  enemy. 
Had  Plangus'  private  interests  not  held 
Him  to  us,  no  doubt  he'd  left  us  naked 
Of  all  defence ;  but  an  intestine  fury, 
Ti>  see  the  Argives  hear  away  the  fruits 
Of  all  his  labours,  all  his  treasons. 
Shot  him  into  despair,  and  made  him  play 
A  ^une  was  almost  lost^  rather  than  give  all  o'er. 
Besides,  that  action  hath  endear'd  him  to  the 

people; 
Gain*d  him  the  soldiers  hearts  with  so  great  easev 
The  danger's  nothing  in  respect  o'th*  rise 
He  takes  from  hence  to  dimb  up  to  his  ends. 
And  for  the  virtue  that  hath  gull'd  us  all, 
Td  Mush  to  speak  it;  that  a  son  of  mine 


Should' ever  be  so  base  to  seek  a  cloak 
For  what  he  doth,  but  that  I  have  dtsclaim'd 
All  ray  relations  to  him,  and  would  adopt 
A  cannibal  sooner  for  a  son  than  he. ' 
The  evidence  we  have  is  what  we  wish  were  less, 
Then  might  I  hug  my  Plangus,  and  he  me; 
But  since  the  fates  and  his  own  ills  deny 
That  intercourse,  what  can  remain. 
But  that  we  should  proceed  to  sentence 
Speedy  as  themselves,  and  stop  the  ill,  which  may 
Strike  when  'tis  night,  or  while  'tis  call'd  to-day. 
He  knows  his  guilt  too  well,  and  hath  deny'd 
To  come,  that  so  he  might  be  justity'd. 
Once  disobey'd  as  father,  the  next  thing 
Will  be  rebellion  to  me  as  his  kmg. 


SCENE  vm. 

Enter  Libacer. 

Rin,  As  sure  as  death,  this  is  one 
Of  the  rogues  that  hath  his  roguery  to  -act, 
And  comes  in  like  sometliing  that  hath  bioOght 

news 
In  the  latter  end  of  a  play.    Now  shall  we  have 

Some  strange  discovery How  the  rogue  stares! 

Lib.  No  sooner  had  we  shut  .the  gates,  my 
liege. 
Than  an  uncertain  rumour  spread  among  the 

people 
That  Plangus  was  in  danger. 
When  if  you  ever  saw  a  hive  of  bees. 
How  if  you  stir  but  one  the  whole  swarm  moves, 
And  testify  their  anger;  so  strait  whole  crowds 
Of  people,  the  greatest  half  not  knowing  what 
They  came  for,  swarmed  to  the  gates,  and  with 
Coufus'd  cries,  hindered  themselves  from  being 

understood ; 
Till  some  having  divers  times  cried  Plangus; 
Some  their  prince,  nil  with  one  note. 
Made  up  a  common  voice,  and  so  continued. 
Till  some  captains  with  one  or  two  selected 

troops 
Made  up  to  them,  and  having  promised  them 
They  would  secure  the  prince,  desired  them 
To  withdraw. 

And  wlien  they  cnme  so  nigh  as  to  be  heard. 
They  did  in  earnest  what  the  other  had 
Attempted  with  so  much  noise  and  failed  in ; 
For  they  told  the  porter,  in  plain  soldiers  lan- 
guage. 
They  would  either  see  Plangus  safe,  or  force 
The  gates  upon  him.     He,  m  this  exigence. 
Hath  sent  to  know  your  pleasure. 

Eph,  How  say  you  now,  my  lords? 
Where  is  the  innocence,  the  love  to  yon  and  us? 
For  my  part,  I  will  meet  the  danger; 
Tame  expectation  is  beneath  a  king. 
Only  let  roe  intreat  you  to  see  my  queen  saf^. 
Tis  pity  she  should  smart  who  hath  no  sin 
To  answer  for,  but  calling  roe  her  huslMUKt 
Plangus — Iberia  shall  be  tlnoe — But 
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With  curses  of  the  angry  gods,  and  a  kind 
Injur'd  dying  father. 

[He  goes  to  ttab  hitaself, 
RiNATUS  staffs  him, 
jRtit.  Heav'n  bless  yoa^  sir,  what  a  despair  is 
thisP 
Because  you  hate  a  hangman,  you  will  be 
Your  executioner  yourself.     Believe  me, 
That  which  presents  so  great  danger  to  ^ou 
I  look  upon  with  joy.    There  is  uo  subject 
That  loves  you,  or  the  prince,  but  must  be  glad 
To  see  the  zeal  Iberians  bear  to  a  true  virtue, 
When  bending  under  an  unjust  oppression ; 
Ko  doubt  their  love  had  been  as  great  to  you. 
Had  you  been  in  like  danger — Besides,  my  lord. 
You  are  not  sure  'tis  with  the  prince's  conseut. 
The  soldiers  do  this.     My  life  for  yours 
You  will  be  safe,  let  the  worst  come 
Let  us  go  meet  your  fears. 
[  They  begin  to  rise,  when  at  the  instant  A  n dro- 

MANA  enters  undressed,  and  in  a  fright* 
And.  Happy  am  I,  my  lord,  [She  weeps. 

This  sudden  fright  hath  rescu'd  me  from  being 

made 
The  subject  of  some  villnin's  Inst,  who 
With  his  sword  drawn,  just  now  was  forcing  me 
To  lewd  embraces;  if  you  command  to  search 

the  court, 
He  cannot  be  far  hence,  for  he  ran  that  way. 

Jtin.  O  impudence ! 
That  durst  attempt  a  sin  (darkness  and  woods 
Have  too  many  eyes  for)  in  the  open  court. 

[Planocs  stirs  behind  the  hangings, 

I  shall  be  with  you The  devil  hath 

Armour  on 

[RiNATUS  draws,  and  runs  dt  him. 

Eph,  Drag  him  to  torture 

[They  fetch  him  out. 
My  son  !  why  have  I  liv'd  to  see  this  ? 
Away  with'bira  to  death;    the  air  will  grow 

infectious. 
Why  stay  you  ? 

SCENE  IX. 
Enter  Zopiro /int/lNOPHiLUS,  with  Soldiers. 

Inc.  Unhand  the  prince,  or  else  by  Heav'n  he 

treads 
Into  his  grave  that  moves  a  foot  to  touch  him. 
Madam,  ttiough  Plangus'  noble  self  was  blind, 
And  could  not  see  the  deep  black  darkness  of 

your 
Hellish  actions;  his  friends  had  eyes  about  them. 
Was  this  your  love  ?  this  your  repentance  ? 
This  your  advice,  your  counsel  f  I  must  confess, 

had  I, 
And  these  bis  noble  friends  here,  been  rul'd  by 

him, 
Ere  this  he'd  been  a  sacrifice  to  your  revenge 

and  you. 
Why  stand  you  mute^  sir?  Want  you  a  tongue 

to  justify 


Your  innocence  oar  swords  and  we  maintain? 

And  now,  my  liege,  we  turn  to  you, 

Whom  we  have  serv*d  as  truly 

As  ever  subjects  did  any  prince  alive; 

And  whilst  you're  worthy,  we  will  do  so  still ; 

But  we'll  be  no  man's  slaves  alive. 

Much  less  be  his  that  is  another's,  while  this 

base  witch 
(For  so  she  is)  constrains  you  to  do  actions 
Children  would  blush  at,  and  wise  men  kiugh  at, 
Which  will  after  leave  you  both  to  repentance 
And  despair.    This  beggar,  whom  t'other  day 
You  took  up  as  some  lost  thing, 
Gave  your  honour  to,  and  in  that  our  safety. 
That  knew  less  to  be  good  than  devils  do,  and  hath 
Ills  lodg'd  in  her,  that  would  make  hell  beyoad 

that 
The  furies  dwell  in :  Banish  her  hence. 
Send  her  to  some  place,  where  murders,  rapinei^ 
Or  sins  yet  unheard  of,  do  inhabit. 
And  where  she  can  do  us  no  mischief. 
Do  you  betake  yourself 
To  your  former  virtue,  and  restore  the  prince 
To  those  affections  you  once  had  for  him, 
We  then  perhaps  may  live  to  see  Iberia  happy. 
Eph.   Why  am  I  forced  thus  to  declai-e  his 
shame. 
Which  at  the  bound  strikes  me,  and  is  made  my 

own? 
You  know  not  how  well  Plangus  can  dbsemble : 
He  is  an  hypocrite,  I  need  not  tell  you  more, 
Those  three  syllables  comprehend  all  ill. 
My  queen,  just  now,  'scap'd   from   his  base 

attempt, 
Wherein  he  would  have  forc'd   her  to  hate 

damn'd 
Herself  and  him,  and  dishonour'd  me. 
What  meant  that  armour  on,  and  why  so  guarded? 
Where  was  a  danger  threat'ned  him  ? 
Or  doth  he  think  his  conscience  could  not 
Sting  him  through  it  ? 

I  wish  he  migbtlive,  my  lords:  but  as  nature, 
Ttiat  as  he  is  my  son,  bids  me  preserve  him ; 
So  honour,  which  pleads  to  the  king  stronger 
Than  nature  can,  tells  me,  for  that  very  reasoHi 
I  can  less  pardon  him  than  something  bom 

A  strange/  to  my  blood But  I  deserve 

To  die,  as  well  as  he ;  if  he  be  grown 
A  burden  to  the  earth,  I  am  so  too. 
That  5i;ave  the  monster  being. 
Wherefore,  let  me  be  drawti  to  execution  too. 
For  fathers  are  suilty  of  their  children's  ills. 
Ino,  Would  Plangus  then  have  forc'd  Andrew 
muna? 
Yes,  so  would  Daphne  have  ravish'd  Phoebus : 

I'll  undertake  goats  are  less  salt  than  she 

But  for  his  armour — Can  any  man  that  breatbet 
One  common  air  with  her  not  need  an  annour  ^ 
Brass  walls  cannot  be  security  enough. 
Why  speak  you  not,  sir?  are  you  dumb  too ? 
Plan.  It  IS  for  them  to  spe«k  are  sure  to  be 
believ'd, 
And  not  for  him  that  is  condemn'd  as  guilty ;  . 
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Words  can  excuse  slight  (kalts. 

If  mine  are  esteemed  such,  that  all  my  actions, 

A  speaking  duty  of  one  and  twenty  years, 

Speak  not  enough  to  clear  me,  silence  stiall. 

I  have  ly  more  to  say,  therefore, 

But  to  bid  you  do  your  duty  to  the  king, 

And  ask  him  pardon  for  the  intemperate  zeal : 

Heav'n  knows  I  wish't  it  not,  nor  would  I  buy 

My  safety  at  one  of  my  father's  angry  thoughts, 

Much  less  his  fears,  for  those  I  fail  by. 

Obey  my  father,  and  if  ye  love  me,  gentlemen, 

Sbed  not  one  tear  for  Plangus : 

For  I  am  timely  taken  Irom  those  plagues 

This  woman's  crying  sins  must  bring 

Upon  Iberia,  and  make  you  wish. 

That  you  had  dy*d  as  soon  and  innocent  as  I. 


And.  That  I  was  nothmg  I  confess ;  that  what 
I  am, 
I  owe  to  Ephorbas;  nay,  that  the  greatness 
I  am  now  in,  tells  me  it  is  too  high 
To  be  secure,  niy  fears  bear  witness. 
I  wish  my  life  would  excuse  Planeus  his. 
At  least  my  blood  wash  off  the  bmckuess  of  his 

guUt, 
Heav*n  knows  it  should  not  be  one  minute 
Ere  he  should  be  restor'd  to  bis  former  virtues; 
But  since  it  cannot  be,  Fll  in  and  weep, 
Not  for  m^  self,  but  him.  [ExU, 

Inc.  Millions  of  plagues  go  with  thee. 
Sir,  you  shall  along  with  us,  we  will  not 
Trust  you,  or  to  the  king,  or  her.        \Ex€UiU. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

LiBACBB   So/tiS. 

Lih.  What  politician  was  there  ever  yet. 
Who  swimming  through  a  sea  of  plots  and  trea- 
sons, 
Sank  not  nt  last  i'  th'  very  haven's  mouth  ? 
And  shall  I  do  so  too  ?  No,  my  thoughts  prompt 

me, 
I  tbaU  be  told  in  story,  as  the  first 
That  stood  secure  upon  the  dreadful  ruins 
^He  had  thrown  down  beneath  him.    Yet  I  am 

nigh 
The  precipice  I  strive  to  shun  with  so  much  care. 
I  have  betray'd  Plangus,  'tis  true,  and  still 
Have  found  a  growing  fortune ;  but  so  long 
As  jealousy  binds  up  Ephorbas'  thoughts 
From  searching  deeper,  'tis  not  well 
That  Plangus  lives  at  all :  though  he  be  disgrac'd. 
H'bas  friends  enow  about  the  king,  and  they  will 

find 
A  time  to  pacify  him,  which  will  be  my  undoing : 
He  must  not  therefore  live.    Andromana 
U  of  that  mind  too;  but  how  to  compass  it— 
Or  when  perhaps  I  have,  what  will  become  of  me? 
Nothing  more  usual  than  for  those  folks 
Who  have  by  sinister  means  reach'd  to  the  top 
0*  th'  mountain  of  their  hopes,  but  tliey  throw 

down 
Aod  forget  the  power  that  rais'd  them ; 
Indeed  necessity  enforceth  them,  lestothers  climb 
By  the  same  steps  they  did,  and  ruin  them. 
I  must  not  therefore  trust  her  womansliip. 
Who,  though  I  know  she  cannot  stand  without 

me  now. 
Yet  when  she's  aueen  alone, 
Fortune  may  alter  her,   and  make  her  look 

upon  me       . . 
As  one  whose  life  whispers  unto  her  own  guilt. 
It  b  not  safe  to  be  the  object  of  a  princes^  fear; 
Then  she  will  find  others  will  be  as  apt 


To  keep  her  up,  as  I  to  raise  her; 

I  will  prevent  her  first. 

Time  IS  not  ripe  yet,  but  when  it  is 

(For  I  must  walk  on  with  her  a  little  fiuther) 

I  will  unravel  all  this  labyrinth 

Ev'n  to  the  king  himself.    Then  let  her  accuse 

me. 
Though  she  should  damn  herself  to  hell, 
I  know  she'll  be  believ'd  no  more,  than 
Plangus  hath  been  hitherto* 
Thus  shall  I  still  grow  great,  though  all  the  world 
Be  to  a  dreadful  ruin  madly  huri*d.  [Exit, 

SCENE  II. 

Plangus  iolus. 

Plan*  I  can  no  longer  hold,  'tis  not  i'  th'  power 
Of  fate  to  make  me  less ;  bid  me  out-stare 
The  siin,  out-run  a  falling  star. 
Feed  upon  flames,  or  pocket  up  the  clouds; 
Or  if  there  be  a  task  mad  Juno's  hate 
Could  not  invent  to  plague  poor  Hercules, 
Impose  it  upon  me,  I'll  do't  without  a  gmdge : 
Condemn  me  to  a  gaily,  load  me  with  chains, 
Whose  weight  may  so  keep  me  down,  I  can  scarce 
Swell  under  my  burden  to  let  out  a  sigh, 
I  would  o'ercome  all.    Were  there  a  deity 
That  men  adore,  and  throw  their  prayers  upon, 
That  would  lend  just  ears  to  human  wishes, 
I  would  grow  great  by  being  punished,  and  be 
A  plague  myself,  so  that  when  people  curst 
Beyond  invention,  to  their  prooigioos  rhetoric 
This  epiphonema  should  be  addM, 
**  Become  as  miserable  as  wretched  Plangus." 
I  have  been  jaded,  basely  jaded,  by  those  tame 

fools 
Honour  and  piety,  and  now  am  wak'd  into  re* 

venge. 
Breathing  forth  ruin  to  those  first  spread 
This  drowsiness  upon  my  soul. 
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A  woman  I  O  heavea !  Imd  I  been  gull'd 
By  any  thing  bad  borne  the  name  of  man ; 
Bat  this  will  look  so  sordidly  in  story, 
I  shall  be  grown  discourse  for  grooms  and  foot- 
boys. 

Be  balUded,  and  sung  to  filthy  tunes 

But  do  I  talk  still  ?  well,  I  roust  leave 

This  patience — And  now,  Ephorbas, 

Since  thou  hast  wrought  me  to  this  temper, 

1*11  be  reveng*d  with  as  much  skill  as  thou 

Hast  iojor'd  me.     I'll  to  these  presently, 

For  my  liour-glass  shall  not  run  ten  minutes 

longer. 
And  having  kill'd  myself  before  thee, 
I'll  pluck  my  heart  out,  tell  thee  all 
My  innocence,  and  leave  thee  hem*d  in  with 
A  despair  thicker  than  Egyptian  darkness. 
I  know  thou  canst  not  choose  but  die  for  grief. 
But  here  he  is.  [Exit, 

SCENE  III. 

Ephorbas  solus, 

Eph,  Riddle  upon  riddle !  I  have  dream'd  tliis 
night 
Plangus  was  cloath'd  like  innocence,  all  white; 
And  Andromana  then  niethoughts  was  grown 
So  black,  nothing  but  ;.ll  one  guilt  was  shewn. 
What  shall  I  do  ?  Sliall  I  believe  a  dream  ? 
Which  is  a  vapour  bom  along  the  stream 
Of  fancy,  and  sprung  up  from  the  gross  fumes 
Of  a  full  stomHch,  sent  to  the  upper  rooms 
P'  th'  brain  by  our  ill  genius,  to  sjyoil  our  sight, 
And  cloud  our  judgments  like  a  misty  night. 
Why  do  I  doubt  ?  'tis  ominous  to  stay 
Demurring,  when  the  way  is  plain :  Is  day 
Or  night  best  to  judge  colours?  shall  I  stand. 
Trying  the  water's  soundness,  when  the  land 
Presents  firm  footing?  Truth  by  day  appears, 
And  I  from  tapers  hope  to  find  my  fears 
0pj)0S*d.    And  yet  methinks  *tis  very  strange, 
A  son  of  mine  should  suddenly  thus  change. 
And  throw  his  nature  off  j  I  did  not  so 
When  I  was  young.    I  am  resolv'd  to  know 
The  truth,  and  clear  this  mist  from  fore  my  eyes, 
If 't  can  be  done  by  care,  by  gold,  or  spies. 

[EsU. 

SCENE  IV. 

Andromana  sola. 

And.  So  badgers  dig  the  holes. 
And  foxes  live  in  them :  Of  all  factors. 
State-factors  are  the  worst,  and  yet  least  to  them- 
selves 
Of  all  their  labour.    This  Libacer  is  wading 
To  the  throat  in  blood  to  do  roe  service. 
Tame  fool !  can  he  imagine  I  remove 
A  husband  and  a  son,  to  suffer  him 
To  live  still  and  upbraid  my  ills? 


Enter  Libacer. 

Lib,  It  is  resolv*d. 
But  here  she  is,  I  must  speak  fiiirly  for  a  while. 

And.  How  doth  it  succeed  now,  mv  dariitig' 
Shall  we  be  great  ?  great  alone  ? 

lAb,  As  great  as  pride  and  fullness  of  reveofe 
Can  swell  us. — Hark  in  your  ear,  madam, 
ril  tell  you  all  our  plot,  but  softly, 
For  perliaps  the  jealous  walls  may  echo 
Back  the  treason.  [They  whisper. 


SCENE  V. 
Enter  Plangus  with  his  sword  drawn. 

Plan.   I  bore  wliilst  I  could,   but  now  'tit 
grown 
Too  great  to  be  contain'd  in  human  breast. 
And  It  shall  out,  tho'  hoop'd  with  walls  of  brass. 
Are  they  at  it  ?  I  stood  once  a  listening  at  their 

intreaty, 
This  time  at  my  own  111  stand  and  hearken. 

[Steps  aside. 
And,  It  is  impossible. 

Lib,  I  tell  you  no.   I'll  aggravate  the  injuries, 
And  tell  him  how  basely  poor  it  was 
For  a  fither  to  betray  his  son  so. 

And.  Uis  piety  shall  never 

Lib.  But  his  fury  shall.     V\i  stab  the  king 
himself,  and  bring 
Those  witnesses  shall  swear  'twas  Plangus. 

Plan.  Nay  then,  'tis  time  to  strike- 
There,  carry  thy  intents  to  hell. 

[Ue  stalts  Libacer. 
And.  Help!  murder!  murder!  a  rape!  a  rape! 

Enter  Ephorbas. 

Eph.  What  dismal  note  was  that  ? 

And.  Sir,  there  you  see  your  martyr. 
Whose  force  beiug  too  weak  to  save  my  bononr, 
His  fidelity  was  greater,  and  dy*d  a  loyal  sacrifice, 
Offer'd  by  the  impious  hand  of  that  vile  man. 

Eph.  O  Heav*n !  doth  not  the  earth  yet  gape 
and  swallow  thee  ? 
Thy  life  shall  be  my  crime  no  longer;  I  gave  it 

thee, 
Aud  thus  resume  it  with  a  thousand  curses. 

»  [He  stabs  Plangus. 

Plan.  Sir,  I  at  length  am  happy 
To  the  height  of  all  my  wishes. 
I  am  a  going  suddenly — from  all  [Faints, 

My  troubles,  all  your  fears — 
But  I  will  tell  my  story  fiist— 
How  you  have  wrong'd,  and  been  wrong*d  your- 
self. 
This  woman — to  be  sliort— 
Hath  twin'd  like  ivy  with  my  naked  limbs 
Before  she  marry 'd  yon — 
And  would — Oh— in  spite  of  death 
I  will  go  on — have  tempted  me  to  bed  befr  lioce; 
Upon  refusal  the  turn*d  her  love  to  hate^ 
And  plots  my  nun*— And— 
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Next  jronr  death — I  can  no  more — 
I  kill'd  the  iiistnuneDt — fiirewel— 
-Forgive  me 


[Dies. 


Eph,  Can  this  be  true,  Andromaoa  ? 
And,  Do  yovL  believe  it? 
Epk.  I  wish  I  had  not  cause-* 
And,  Sir,  every  syllable  was  true  he  told  you; 
Whose  words  I  thus  con6rro. 

[She  takes  Plangu8*8  dagger,  flings  it 
at  EpBOBBASy  and  kills  him, 
Eph,  I'm  slain !  mercy.  Heaven. 
Ajtd.  You  should  have  come  a  little  sooner. 

Enter  Ihophilus. 

Ino,  Do  I  see  well  ?  or  is  the  prince  here  slain  ? 

And,  He  is,  and  'cause  you  love  him, 
Carry  that  token  of  my  love  to  him.  [Stabs  Inc. 
I  know  he*U  take  it  kindly  that  jrou  take 
So  long  a  journey  only  to  see  him. 

laor  It  was  the  devil  struck,  sore, 
A  woman  could  not  do  it. — ^Plangus,  oh !  [Dies, 


SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Rikatvs,  Eubulus,  Anambdes. 

Rin,  Heaven  defend  us !  what  a  sight  is  here  ? 
The  king,  the  pnnce,  both  slain  ?  what,  and  my 

son  too? 
Only  this  woman  living  ? — Speak  out, 
Scntcb-owl,  witch,  how  came  they  by  their 
deaths? 
And,  By  me;  how  else? 
Rin,  Let's  torture  her. 
And,  I  can  prevent  you ;  I  would  not  live  a 
minute  longer. 
Unless  to  act  my  ills  again,  for  all  Iberia. 

[Stabs  herself. 
I  have  lived  long  enough  to  boast  an  act* 
After  which  no  mischief  shall  be  new —    [Dies, 
Rim,  Let*s  in,  and  weep  our  weary  lives  away ; 
When  this  is  told,  let  after-ages  say. 
But  Andromana  none  could  have  began  it. 
And  none  but  Andromana  could  have  done  it. 

[Exeuntm 
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Thii  p%,  although  a  was  not  pubUthed  sooner  than  ike  year  1660»  ti  supposed  toheone  of  i^ 
farlkU  productioH*  of  the  author,  Tkomas  MiddUtou.  '  Mr  Malome  tmagines  it  to  have  been  writ' 
ten  nboiit  theiame  time  that  Pericles  and  Robert  of  HuDtiiigdon  appeared,  each  of  these  pliys  hmnug 
tt  thonu  in  the  $atnt  manner  as  Rajnulph  in  the  present  per formance.  The  regulation  rf  the  metre 
seemt  to  htttt  been  intireiy  neglected  ;  some  Hberiies  have  therefore  been  necessarily  taken  to  restore 
iheploM  ne^re^  to  the  ttate  in  which  it  is  presumed  the  author  left  it. 


You  have  the  first  Aii^fat  of  biniy  I  assare  voti.  This  Mayor  of  Quinborough,  whom  700  have  all 
beard  of^  aod  some  of  vou  beheld  u]9on  the  stage,  now  beipns  to  walk  abroad  io  print ;  be  has 
been  known  ^uffici^ntlj  bj  the  reputation  of  bis  wit^  which  is  enoogh,  bj  the  way,  to  distinguish 
luni  from  ordiiiary  IVlayors ;  but  wit,  you  know,  has  skulk'd  in  comers  for  many  years  past,  and  he 
ivfu  tho light  to  huve  most  of  it  that  could  best  hide  himself.  Now  whether  this  magistrate  fear*d 
the  clec 9 mating  tlrueSt  or  kept  up  the  state  of  other  Mayors,  that  are  bound  not  to  go  oot  of  their 
liberties  dunn|^  the  bme  of  their  mayoralty,  I  know  not;  'tis  enough  for  me  to  put  him  into  your 
bntidsi  under  the  title  of  an  honest  man,  which  will  appear  plainly  to  you,  because  you  shall  find 
bim  all  aloDg  to  have  a  great  pique  to  the  rebel  Oliver.  I  am  told  his  drollery  yields  to  none  the 
English  drama  did  ever  produce ;  and  though  I  would  not  put  bis  modesty  to  the  blush,  by  speak- 
ing tcH)  much  in  his  rommendation,  yet  I  know  you  will  ar^ee  with  me,  upon  your  better  acquaint- 
ance with  bim,  that  there  is  some  difference  in  point  of  wit,  betwixt  the  Mayor  of  QuXnborough 
find  the  MuyQr  of  ^Huntingdon. 


'  AttcDipt  tt>  ajccrtam  the  order  of  Sbakspeare's  Plays,  p.  283. 

*  HuntmRdon,  tlu   place  where  Oliver  Cromwell  was  bora  and  resided  many  years  of  hb  life* 
alluaiDQ  liert  aeenu  to  be  lost. 
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ACT  I. 


SCSNE  I. 

Enter  ^Ratnulpb. 

Btfy.  What  Raynalphy  monk  of  Cfaetter,  can 
Baise  froin  his  polycbromcony 
That  raiseth  him,  as  works  do  met). 
To  see  long-parted  light  again, 
That  best  may  please  this  ronnd  foir  ring, 
With  sparkling  diamonds  drcled  in, 
I  shall  produce.     If  all  my  powers 
Can  win  the  grace  of  two  poor  faonrsy 
WeD  apaid  1  go  to  rest. 
Ancient  stories  have  been  best ; 
Pashkms,  that  are  now  callM  new, 
Ha¥e  been  worn  by  more  than  you ; 
BIder  times  hare  usM  the  same, 


Though  these  new  ones  get  the  name  i 
So  in  story,  whfit's  now  tohl 
That  takes  not  part  with  days  of  old  ? 
Then  to  approve  time's  mutual  glory, 
Join  new  time's  love  to  old  time's  story. 


[Exit. 


Skantt  writbin  :  Um  eiil«r  Vo&Tie£R. 

Vor.  Will  that  wide-throated  beast,  the  mal- 
titude, 
Never  leave  bellowing-?    Courtiers  are  ill 
Advised  when  they  first  make  such  monsters. 
How  near  was  I  to  a  scepter  and  a  crown  ? 
Fair  power  was  even  upon  me,  my  desires 
Were  casting  glory,  till  this  forked  rabble, 
With  their  infectious  acclamations, 
Poison'd  my  fortunes  for  Constantine's  sons. 


'  Rmmapk.'-IUyntiljfil  Hicden  wn  "the  comptter  ^ifHie  Potychronicon.  as  far  as  the  year  155r, 
lhii^-&tt  of  Edward  IIL  It  was  translated  into  English  by  Trevisa,  and  compleated  and  printed 
lTOuioRhiMio^^4a9. 
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Well,  though  I  rise  not  king.  III  seek  thetaeans 
To  ^rqw  as  near  to  one  as  policy  can, 
And  clioak   their   expectations. — ^Now,   good 
lords, 

Enter  Dbvovshikb  and  Staffoed. 

In  whose  kind  loves  and  wishes  I  am  hailt 
As  hij^h  as  human  dignity  can  aspire, 
Are  yet  those  trunks,  that  have  no  other  souls 
But  noise  and  ignorance,  something  more  ouiet  ? 
Devon   Nor  are  they  like  to  he,  for  aught  we 
gather. 
Their  wills  are  up  still;  nothing  can  appetse 

titem, 
Good  speeches  are  but  cast  away  upon  them. 
Vor,  Then,  since  necessity  and  faXe  with- 
stand me, 
ni  strive  to  enter  at  a straighter  passage; 
Your  sudden  aid  and  counsels,  good  my  lords. 
Siqf,  They  are  ours  no  longer  than  they  do 
you  service. 

Enter  Cowstavtius  (a$  a  Monk,  attended  by 
other  Monks\  Vobtigeb  siayi  him, 

Vor.  Vessels  of  sanctity,  be  pleased  a  while 
To  give  attention  to  the  general  peace. 
Wherein  Heav'n  is  servM  too,  though  not  so 

purely. 
Constnntius,  eldest  son  of  Constantine, 
We  here  seize  on  thee  for  the  general  good, 
And  in  thy  right  of  birth. 

Con,  On  me !  for  what,  lords  ? 

Vor,  The  kingdom's  government. 

Con,  Oh  Powers  of  Uessedness, 
Keep  me  from  growing  downwards  into  earth 

again  t 
I  hope  I  am  farther  on  my  way  than  so;  set 
forwards. 

Vor,  You  must  not. 

Con.  How ! 

Vor.  I  know  your  wisdom 
Will  light  upon  a  way  to  pardon  us, 
When  you  shall  read  in  every  Briton*s  brow 
The  urg*d  necessity  of  the  times. 

Con.  What  necessity  can  there  be  in  the 
world, 
But  prayer  and  repentance  ?  and  that  business 
I  am  about  now. 

Vor.  Hark,  afar  off  still— 
We  lose  and  hazard  much — Holy  Germanqs, 
And  reverend  Lupus,  with  all  expedition 
8et  the  crown  on  htm. 

Con,  No  such  mark  of  fortune 
Comes  near  my  head. 

Vor,  My  lord,  we  are  forc'd  to  rule  you, 

Cqn.  Dare  you  receive  Heaveu*s  light  in  at 
your  eye-lids, 
And  ofier  violence  to  religion  ? 


Take  heed,  the  very  beam  let  in  to  comfort  joa 
Bfay  be  the  fire  to  bum  yon.    On  these  knees, 
Uarcfned  with  zealous  prayers,  I  entreat  you 
Brins  not  mv  cares  into  tlie  worid  again. 
Think  with  bow  much  unwillingness  and  anguish 
A  glorified  soul  parted  from  tl^  body 
Would  to  that  loathsome  gaol  again  return : 
With  such  great  pain  a  wetl-suMued  afficction 
Re-enters  woridly  business. 

Vor.  Good  my  lord ; 
I  know  jou  cannot  lodge  so  many  virtues, 
But  patience  must  be  one.    As  low  as  earth 
We  beg  the  freeness  of  your  own  consent. 
Which  else  must  be  constrained;  and  time  it  were 
Either  asreed  or  fbrc'd.    Speak,  good  my  lord, 
For  you  bind  up  more  sins  m  this  delay 
Than  thousand  prayers  can  absolve  again. 

Con.  Were't  but  my  death. 
You  should  not  kneel  so  long  fbr^t. 

Vor.  Twill  be  the  death  of  millions  if  yoo  rise 
not. 
And  that  betimes  too-^Lend  your  help,  my  lords, 
For  fear  all  come  too  late. 

Con.  This  is  a  cruelty 
That  peaceful  man  did  never  suffer  yet. 
To  make  me  die  again,  that  once  was  dead. 
And  begin  all  that  ended  long  before. 
Hold,  I^pus  and  Germanus,  you  are  lights 
Of  holiness  and  religion ;  can  you  offer 
The  thing  that  is  not  lawful?  Stand  not  I 
Clear  from  all  temporal  charge  by  my  profession? 

Ger,  Not  when  a  time  so  violent  calls  upon 
you. 
Who  is  bom  a  prince,  is  bom  a  general  peace, 
Not  his  own  only ;  Heaven  will  look  for  him 
In  others  actions,  and  will  require  him  there. 
What  is  in  you  religious,  must  be  shown 
In  saving  many  more  souls  than  your  own. 

Con.  Did  not  great  Constantine,  our  noble 
father. 
Deem  me  unfit  for  ^vemment  and  rale, 
And  therefore  ^prais*d  me  into  this  profession? 
Which  1  have  held  strict,  and  love  it  above  glory. 
Nor  is  there  want  of  me,  yoursehres  can  witness, 
Heaven  hath  provided  lai^ely  for  your  peace, 
And  bless*d  you  with  the  hves  of  my  two  brothers; 
Fix  your  obedience  there,  leave  me  a  servant. 

All,  LongliveConstantius,  son  of  Constantine, 
King  of  Great  Britain ! 

(Sm,  I  do  feel  a  want 
And  extream  poverty  of  jov  within ; 
The  peace  I  had  is  parted 'mongst  rude  men: 
To  keep  them  c^oiet  I  have  lost  it  all. 
What  can  the  kingdom  gain  by  mv  undoing? 
That  riches  is  not  best,  though  it  be  mighty. 
That's  purchas'd  by  the  rain  of  another ; 
Nor  can  the  peace,  so  filch'd,  ever  thrive  with 
them; 


♦  fV-gyd  me.—JProhttbly  we  should  readpr^d  me;  that  is,  detktd  m  U  g9  int9  mtpr^tmm,  of 
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And  ift  be  wortbil;  beW  sacrilege 

To  rob  a  temple,  'tis  no  less  offence 

To  ravish  meditations  from  the  soul 

(The  consecrated  altar  in  a  man.) 

And  all  their  hopes  will  be  beguil'd  m  me ; 

1  know  TM)  more  the  way  to  temporal  rule, 

Than  he  that's  born  and  has  his  years  come  to 

In  a  rough  desart;  weU  may  the  weight  kill  me, 
And  that's  the  fairest  good  I  look  for  from  it. 
Vor.  Not  so,  great  king;  here  stoops  a  fiiith- 
fbl  serrant  .^^.t 

Would  sooner  perish  under  it  with  cheerfiilness, 
Thaa  your  mei  soul  should  feel  oppression 
Of  ruder  cares;  such  common  coarse  employ- 
ments 
Cast  upon  me  your  servant,  upon  Vorti^er; 
I  see  you  are  not  made  for  noise  and  pains, 
Clamours  of  suitors,  injuries,  and  redresses, 
MiUions  of  actions,  rising  with  the  sun, 
Like  laws  still  ending,  and  yet  never  done. 
Of  power  to  turn  a  great  man  to  the  state 
Of  his  marble  monument,  with  over-watchiog. 
To  be  oppress'd  is  not  required  of  you,  my  lord, 
Botonlytobeking.    The  broken  sleeps 
Lei  me  take  from  you,  sir;  the  toils  and  troubles, 
All  that  is  burthenous  in  authority. 
Please  you  lay  it  on  me ;  and  what  is  glorious 
Receive  it  to  your  own  brightness. 
Con.  Worthy  Vortijer,  ^ 

Ift  were  not  sin  to  grieve  another  s  patience 
With  what  we  cannot  tolerate  ourself. 
How  happy  were  I  in  thee,  and  thy  Ipye ! 
There's  nothing  makes  man  feel  his  miseries 
But  knowledge  only.    Reason,  that  is  plac  d 
For  man's  director,  is  his  chief  afflictor : 
For  though  I  cannot  bear  the  weight  myself, 
I  cannothave  that  barrenness  of  remorse 
i     To  see  another  groan  under  my  burthen. 

Vor  lamquiteblownupaconscionableway: 
There's  even  a  trick  of  murth'ring  in  some  pity. 
The  death  of  all  my  hopes  I  see  alread;r. 
There  was  no  other  likelihood ;  for  religion 
Was  never  firiend  of  mine  yet.  ,     {A$tde. 

Con,  Holy  partners  in  strictest  abstinence, 
Creel  necessity  bath  forc'd  me  from  you. 
We  part,  I  fear,  for  ever  j  but  in  mind 
I  wiQ  be  always  here ;  here  let  me  stay. 
Deixm.  My  lord,  you  know  the  times. 
;         Con.  FareweU,  blest  souls;  I  fear  I  shall  offend 
j      He  that  draws  tears  from  ^o^i,  i^V^Jont  best 
'  friend.       [Exeunt  all  hui  Voutiger. 

Vor,  Can  Uie  great  motion  of  ambition  stand. 
Like  wheels  false  wrought  by  an  unskilful  hand? 
Then  Time,  stand  thou  too :  let  no  hopes  arrive 
At  their  sweet  wishftihiess,  till  mine  set  forwards. 
Would  1  could  stay  thy  existence  as  I  can 
Thy  KlassT  counterfeit  in  hours  of  sand, 
I'd  keep  thee  turn'd  down,  till  my  wishes  rose; 
Then  we'd  both  rise  together. 
What  several  inclinations  are  in  nature  f 
How  much  is  he  disquieted,  and  wears  royalty 
Disdainfully  tip<m  bim !  like  a  curse  i 


Calls  a  fair  crown  the  weight  of  his  nfflictions! 
When  here's  a  soul  would  sink  under  the  burthen. 
Yet  well  recovered— I  will  use  all  means 
To  vex  authority  from  him,  and  in  all 
Study  what  most  may  discontent  his  blood. 
Making  my  mask  my  teal  to  th'  public  good. 
Not  possible  a  richer  policy 
Can  have  conception  m  the  thought  of  man. 

Enter  two  Graziers, 

l$t  Graz,   An  honourable  life  inclose  youf 
lordship ! 

Vor.  Now,  what  are  you  ?  ,    ,  ^. 

Zd  Graz,  Graziers,  irt  like  your  lordship. 

Vor.  So  it  should  seem  by  your  inclosures. 
What's  your  affair  witii  me  ? 

\st  Graz,  We  are  your  petitioners,  my  lord. 

Vor,  For  what?  Depart;  petitioners  to  me ! 
You  have  well  deserv'd  my  grace  and  fovour 
Have  you  not  a  ruler  after  your  own  election  f 
Hye  you  to  court. 
Get  near  and  close;  be  loud 
And  bold  enough :  you  cannot  chuse  but  «Cf*?- 

U  Graz,  If  that  will  do't. 
We  have  throaU  wide  enough,  well  put  them 
to't.  [Exeunt. 

Dumb  show.  Fortune  discovered;  in  her 
hand  a  rotind  hall  full  of  lots :  then  enter 
Hengist  and  Hoasus,  with  others:  they 
draw  lots ;  and  having  opened  them,  all  de- 
part save  Hekctst  and  Honsus,  who  kneel 
and  embrace :  then  enter  Roxena,  seeming 
to  take  leave  ^Henoist  in  great  possum^ 
but  more  especially  and  warily  of  UoRsus, 
her  lover;  she  deoarts  one  way,  Hengist 
and  HoRSUs  another. 

Enter  Raynulph. 
Ray,  When  Germany  was  overgrown 
Witii  sons  of  peace,  too  thickly  sown. 
Several  guides  were  chosen  then 
By  destin'd  lots,  to  lead  out  men ; 
And  they  whom  fortune  here  withstands, 
Must  prove  their  fates  in  other  lands. 
On  these  two  captains  fell  the  lot; 
But  that  which  must  not  be  forgot. 
Was  Roxena's  cunning  grief; 
Who  from  her  father,  like  a  thief, 
Hid  her  best  and  truest  tears, 
Which  her  lustful  lover  wears. 
In  many  a  stol'n  and  wary  kiss 
Unseen  of  father:  maids  do  this. 
Yet  highly  scorn  to  be  call'd  strumpets  too ; 
But  what  they  lack  oft  TU  bejudg'd  by  ycw^^ 

Enter  Voutiger,  Felt-maker,  Button-maker, 
and  Grazier,  petitioners. 

Vor,  This  way  his  majesty  comes. 

All,  Thank  your  good  lordship. 

Vor.  When  you  hear  yon  door  open— 
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All.  Very  food,  mj  lord. 

Vor.  Be  ready  with  yow  several  suits,  pot 

forward. 
Graz.  That's  a  thing  every  man  does  naturally, 
sir, 
That  is  a  suitor,  and  doth  mean  to  speed. 

Vor.  Tis  well  you  are  so  deep  leam*d ;  take 

too  denials. 
AIL  No,  my  good  lord. 
Vor.  Not  any,  if  you  love 
The  prosperity  of  your  suits;  you  mar  all  utterly, 
And  overthrow  your  thiitful  hopes  for  ever, 
If  either  fifth  or  sixth,  nay  tenth  repulse. 
Fasten -upon  your  bashfulness. 

AIL  ^y  you  so,  my  lord  ? 
We  can  be  troublesome  if  we  list. 

Vor,  I  know  it. 
I  felt  it  but  too  late  in  the  general  sum 
Of  your  rank  brotherhood,  which  now  I  thaok 

you  for. 
While  this  vexation  is  in  play,  Til  study 
For  a  second ;  then  a  third  to  that :  one  still 
To  vex  another,  that  he  shall  be  glad 
To  yield  up  power ;  if  not,  it  shall  be  bad. 

[Ent. 
B.  Mak,  Hark !  I  protest,  my  heart  was 
coming  upwarcis : 
I  thought  the  door  had  opened. 
Craz,  Marry,  would  it  had,  sir. 
B.  Mak,  I  have  such  a  treacherous  heart  of 
my  own,  'twill  throb 
At  the  very  fall  of  a  farthingale. 
Grag.  Not  if  it  fall  on  the  '  rushes. 
B.  Mak.  Yes  truly,  if  there  be 
No  light  in  the  room,  I  shall  throb  presently. 
The  first  time  it  took  me,  my  wife  was  in  the 

company : 
I  remember  the  room  was  not  half  so  light  as 

this ; 
But  111  be  sworn  I  was  a  whole  hour  in  finding 
her. 
Gras.  B^V  lad^  y'had  a  long  time  of  throb- 
bine  of  It  then. 
B.  Mak.  Still  I  felt  men,  but  I  could  feel  no 
women ; 
I  thought  they  had  been  all  sunk.    I  have  made 

a  vow  for 't, 
111  never  have  meeting  while  I  live,  by  candle* 
li^ht  a^in. 
Grat.  "Yes,  sir,  in  lanthoms : 
But  I'll  never  trust  candle  naked  again. 

Grat,    Hark,  hark !    stand  close :   it  opens 

now  indeed ! 
B.  Mak.  Oh  majesty,  what  art  thou !  Fd  give 
any  man 
Half  my  suit  to  deliver  my  petition ;  it  is  in  the 

behalf 
Of  button-makers,  and  so  it  seems  by  my  flesh. 


Enter  Covsraimvs,  mid  two  GtmHimen, 

Con,  'Bnj  do  not  follow  me,  unless  you  doit 
To  wonder  at  my  gannents  s  there's  no  came 
I  dve  you  why  you  should ;  'tis  shame  enough 
Methinks,  to  look  upon  myself: 
It  grieves  me  that  more  should.     The  other 

weeds 
Became  me  better ;  bat  the  lords  are  pleas'd 
To  force  me  to  wear  these :  I  would  not  else 
I  pray  be  satisfied ;  I  call'd  you  not. 
Wonder  of  madness !    Can  you  stand  so  idle,     ^ 
And  know  that  yoo  most  die  ? 

la  Gent,  We  are  all  commanded,  sir; 
Besides,  it  b  our  duties  to  your  graces 
To  give  attendance. 

Con,  What  a  wild  thing  is  this? 
No  nuurvel  why  you  tremble  at  death's  name, 
When  youll  not  see  the  cause  why  you  are 

fools. 
For  charity's  sake,  desist  here,  I  pray  yoa : 
Make  not  my  presence  guilty  of  your  sloth. 
Withdraw,  young  men,   and  find  yoo  honest 
business. 
2d  Gent.  What  hopes  have  we  to  rise  by  kk- 
lowing  him? 
Ill  give  him  over  shortly. 

Ut  Gent.  He's  too  nice. 
Too  holy  for  young  g^tlemen  to  follow 
That  have  good  faces,  and  sweet  running  fbrtoaes. 
Con.  Ei^ht  hours  a  day  in  serious  contcmpk 
aon. 
Is  but  a  bare  allowance ;  no  higher  food 
To  the  soul,  than  bread  and  water  to  the  body; 
And  that's  but  needful ;  then  more  would  do 
better. 
B.  Mak.  Let  us  all  kneel  together;  'twiU 
move  pity.' 
I  have  been  at  the  begging  of  a  hundred  suits. 
Con.  How  happy  am  I  m  the  sight  of  yoo  I 
Here  are  religious  souls  that  lose  not  time. 
With  what  devotion  do  they  point  at  heaven. 
And  seem  to  check  me  that  am  too  remiss ! 
I  bring  my  zeal  among  you,  holy  men : 
If  I  see  any  kneel,  and  I  sit  out. 
That  hour  is  not  well  spent.    Methinks,  strict 

souls. 
You  have  been  of  some  order  in  yoor  times. 
Graz.  Graiiers  and  braziers  some,  and  thb  is 

a  felt-maker. 
B.  Mak,  Here's  his  petidon  and  mine,  if  it 

like  your  grace. 
Graz.  Look  upon  mine,  I  am  the  longest 
suitor, 
I  was  undone  seven  years  ago. 
Con.  You  have  mock'd  my  good  hopes ;  ca& 
you  tliese  petitions-? 
Why  there's  no  form  of  prayer  among  them  all. 


^  JKadbsi    With  wUch  aadently  rooms  osed  to  be  strewed. 
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B.  Mak,  Yes»  w  the  battom  there's  half  a 
Ibe  prajs  for  your  majestyy 
If  jOQ  look  00  mine. 
Coa.  Make  your  requests  to  Heaven,  not  to  me. 
KMak,  'Las!  mine's  a  supplication  for  brass 

buttons,  sir. 
F.  Afon.  Tbere^s  a  great  enormity  in  wool, 
I  beseech  your  grace  consider  it. 
Grai.  rastures  rise  two-pence  an  acre,  what 

will  this  world  come  to  f 
fi.  JkU.  I  do  beseech  your  grace. 
Grmz.  Good  your  grace. 
Om,  Oh !  this  is  one  of  my  afflictions 
That  with  the  crown  eaclosfd  me,  I  must  bear  it. 
Gnu.  Your  grace's  answer  to  my  supplication. 
B.  Mak,  Mme,  my  lord. 
Con.  No  violent  storm  lasts  eyer,  that's  the 

comfort  of  it. 
F,  Hon.  Your  highness's  answer. 
Graz,  We  are  almost  all  undone,  the  country 

bemr'd. 

B»  MsAr.  ^e,  see,  he  points  at  heaven,  as 

who  should  say 

Tbere^  enough  there ;  but  'tis  a  great  way  thither. 

There's  no  good  to  be  done,  I  see  that  already ; 

We  Diay  all  spend  our  mouths  like  a  company  of 

hounds 
In  chase  of  a  royal  deer,  and  then  go  home 
And  fall  to  cold  mutton  bones,when  we  have  done. 
Grax,  My  wife  will  hang  me,  that's  my  cur- 
rish destiny.  [Exeunt, 
Con.  Thanks,  Heaven !    *tis  over  now :    we 
should  never  know  rightly 
The  sweetness  of  a  calm,  but  for  a  storm. 
Here's  a  wish'd  hour  for  contemplation  now ; 
AlTs  still  and  silent;  here  is  a  true  kingdom. 

Enter  Vortiosk. 

For,  My  lord. 

Con,  Acain? 

Vor,  Abs !  this  is  but  early 
And  gende  to  the  troops  of  businesses 
That  flock  about  authority :  yoo  must  forthwith 
Settle  your  mind  to  marry. 

Con.  How,  to  marry  ? 

Vor,  And  suddenly,  there^s  ao  pause  to  be 
given. 
The  people's  wills  are  violent,  and  covetous 
Of  a  succession  from  your  knna* 

(Va.  From  me  there  can  come  none ;  a  pro- 
fess'd  abstinence 
Rath  set  a  virgin  seal  upon  my  blood. 
And  alter'd  all  the  course;  the  heat  I  have, 
Is  all  inclos'd  within  a  zeal  to  virtue, 
And  that*s  not  fit  for  earthly  propagation ; 
Alas !  I  shall  but  forfeit  all  their  hopes, 
I'm  a  man  made  without  desires,  tell  them. 

For.  I  prov'd  them  with  such  words^  but  all 
were  (rutttess : 
A  virgin  of  ttie  highest  8ulject*s  blood 
Tbey  have  pick'd  out  for  your  embnoe,  and  tend 
her. 


Bleas'd  with  their  general  wishes,  into  firuitfulness. 
Lo !  where  she  comes,  my  loird. 

Enter  Castiza. 

Con,  I  never  felt 
Th'  unhappy  hand  of  misery  till  this  touch; 
A  patience  I  could  find  for  all  but  this. 
Cos,  My  lord,  your  vow'd  love  ventures  me 

but  dangerously. 
Vor,  Tis  but  to  stren|;then  a  vexation  politic 
Con.  That's  an  uochantable  practice,  trust  me, 

sir. 
Vor,  No  more  of  that. 
Cat.  But  say  he  should  affect  me,  sir. 
How  should  I  'scape  him  then  I  I  have 
But  one  faith,  my  lord,  and  that  ^ou  have  alreadyi 
Our  late  contract  is  a  divine  witness  to't. 

Vor.  I  am  not  void  of  shifting-rooms  and  helps 
For  all  projects  that  I  commit  with  yoo.   [Estt, 
Cos,  This  is  an  ungodly  way  to  come  to  ho* 
nour, 
I  do  not  like  it :  I  love  lord  Vortiger, 
But  not  these  practices,  they're  too  uncharitable. 
Con,  Are  you  a  virgin  ? 
Cos,  Never  yet,  my  lord,  known  to  the  will  of 

man. 
Con,  Oh  blessed  creature ! 
And  does  too  much  felicity  make  you  surfeit? 
Are  you  in  soul  assur'd  there  is  a  state 
Prepared  for  you,  for  you,  a  glorious  one. 
In  midst  of  heav'n,  now  in  the  state  you  stand  m  f 
And  had  you  rather,  after  much  known  misery, 
Cares  and  hard  labours,  mingled  with  a  curse. 
Throng  but  to  the  door,  and  hardly  get  a  place 

there? 
Think,  hath  the  world  a  folly  like  this  madness  ? 
Keep  still  that  holy  and  immaculate  fire, 
Your  chaste  lamp  of  eternity ;  'tis  a  treasure 
Too  precious  for  death's  moment  to  partake. 
This  twinkling  of  short  life.    Disdain  as  much 
To  let  mortality  know  you,  as  stars 
To  kiss  the  pavement :  y'have  a  substance 
As  excellent  as  theirs,  holding  your  pureness. 
They  look  upon  corruption,  as  you  do. 
But  are  stars  still ;  be  you  a  virgin  too. 

Cos,  I'll  never  marry.  What  though  my  truth 
be  engag'd 
To  Vortiger  ?  forsaking  all  the  world 
I  save  it  well,  and  do  mv  foith  no  wrong. 
Y'have  mightily  pr«vaird,  great  virtuous  sir, 
I  am  bound  eternally  to  praise  your  goodness; 
My  thoughts  henceforth  shall  be  as  pure  from  man. 
As  ever  made  a  virgin*s  name  immortaL 

Con.  I  will  do  tlwt  for  joy,  I  never  did,        ' 
Nor  ever  will  again. 

[Am  he  kims  her,  enter  Voktiobr  and 
Gentlemen, 
Gent,  My  lurd,  hr's  taken, 
Vor.  I  am  sorry  foi^t,  I  like  not  that  so  well, 
Thiy'it  something  too  fomilkur  for  their  timei 

Imethinka. 
This  way  of  kissing  is  no  way  to  tea  hhn ; 
Why  I,  that  have  a  weaker  iutti  ai 
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Could  eodore  more  than  that,  coming  from  a 

womaD. 
Dispatch,  and  bring  his  answer  speedily.  [Exit. 

Oent.  Mt  lord,  my  gracious  lord ! 

Con,  Besbrew  thy  heart. 

Gent,  They  all  attend  your  grace. 

Con,  I  would  not  have  them ; 
^would  please  rae  better  if  they'd  all  depart 
And  leave  me  to  myself,  or  put  me  out 
And  take  it  to  themselves. 

Oent,  The  noon  is  past. 
Meat's  on  the  table. 

Con,  Meat !  away,  get  from  me, 
Thy  mepiory  is  diseased ;  what  saint's  eve's  this  ? 

Gent,  Saint  Agatha's,  I  uke  it. 
.   Con.  Is  it  so? 

I  am  not  worthy  to  be  serv'd  before  her; 
And  so  return,  I  pray. 

Gent.  He'll  starve  the  guard 
If  this  be  suffered ;  if  we  set  court  bellies 
By  a  monastery  clock,  be  that  breaks  a  fellow's 

pate  now 
Will  not  be  able  to  crack  a  louse  within  this 
twelvemonth.  [Exit. 

Con.  Tis  sure  forgetfuhiess,  and  not  man^s 
will. 
That  leads  him  forth  into  licentious  ways; 
He  cannot  certainly  commit  such  errors. 
And  think  upon  them  truly  ns  they  are  acting. 
Why's  abstinence  ordain'd,  but  for  such  sear 
sous? 


Enter  Vobtiger. 

For.  My  lord,  y'have  pleas'd  to  put  us  to 
much  pains. 
But  we  confess  'tis  portion  of  our  doty :     [yoa. 
Will  your  grace  please  to  walk  ?  dinner  stays  for 

Con.  1  have  answered  that  already. 

Vor.  But,  my  lord, 
We  must  not  so  yield  to  you,  pardon  me, 
Tis  for  tlie  general  good,  you  must  be  rul'd,  sir, 
Your  health  and  life  is  dearer  to  ns  now ; 
Think  where  you  are,  at  court,  this  is  no  mo- 
nastery. 

Con,   But,   sir,   my  conscience  keeps  still 
where  it  was. 
I  may  not  eat  this  day. 

Vor.  We  have  sworn  you  shall, 
And  plentifully  too ;  we  must  preserve  you,  sir, 
Though  you  be  wilful ;  'tis  no  slight  conditioa 
To  be  a  king. 

Con.  Would  I  were  less  than  man  1 

Vor.  You  will  make  the  people  rise,  my  brd, 
In  great  despair  of  your  continuance. 
If  you  neglect  the  means  that  must  sustam  yon. 

Con.  I  never  eat  on  eves. 

Vor.  But  now  you  must, 
It  concerns  others  healths-  that  you  take  food ; 
I  have  cliang'd  your  life,  you  well  may  change 
your  mood. 

Con.  This  is  beyond  all  cruelty. 

Vor,  Tis  our  care,  my  lord.  [£i«tt]i(. 


ACT  n. 


SCENE  L 
Enter  Vortioeb  and  Castiza. 

Cat.  My  lord,  I  am  resolv'd,  tempt  me  no 
mrtber, 
"Tis  all  to  fruitless  purpose. 

Vor,  Are  you  well  ? 

Cat.  Never  so  perfect  in  the  truth  of  health 
As  at  this  instant. 

Vor,  Then  I  doubt  my  own, 
Or  that  I  am  not  waking. 

Cat.  Would  you  were  then, 
You*d  praise  my  resolution. 

Vor.  This  is  wondrous ! 
Are  you  not  mine  by  contract? 

Cat.  Tis  most  true,  my  lord, 
And  Lam  better  bless'd  in't  than  I  look'd  for. 
In  that  I  am  confin'd  in  faith  so  strictly; 
I  am  bound,  my  lord,  to  marry  none  but  you, 
Youll  grant  me  that;  and  you  I'll  never  marry. 

Vor.  It  draws  me  into  violence  and  hazard, 
I  saw  you  kiss  the  king. 

.  Cm.  I  grant  yon  so,  sir; 
Where  could  I  take  my  leave  of  the  world  better? 
I  wrong'd  not  you  in  that,  you  will  acknowledge 
A  king  is  the  best  part  of  it. 


Vor,  Oh  my  passion !  ^  [sir, 

Cat,  I  see  you  something  yielding  to  infirmity; 
I  take  my  leave. 

Vor.  Why,  'tis  not  possible !  [gone 

Cat.  The  fault  is  in  your  faith;  time  I  were 
To  give  it  better  stren^heuing. 

Vor,  Hark  you,  lady. 

Cat,  Send  your  intent  to  the  next  monastery ; 
There  you  shall  find  my  answer  ever  after. 
And  so  with  my  last  daty  to  your  lordship. 
For  whose  prosperity  I  will  pray  as  beartdy 
As  for  my  own.  [Exit, 

Vor.  How  am  I  serv'd  in  this? 
I  offer  a  vexation  to  the  king, 
lie  sends  it  home  into  my  blood  with  'vantage. 
I'll  put  off  time  no  longer,  I  have  brought  hwi 
Into  most  mens  neglects,  calling  his  xeal 
A  deep  pride  hallowed  over,  love  of  ease 
More  than  devotion,  or  the  publick  benefit ; 
Which  catcbeth  many  men's  beliefs.  I  am  stronger 

too 
In  people's  wishes,  their  affections  point  at  me. 
I  lose  much  time  and  glory,  that  redeem'd. 
She  that  now  flies  returns  with  ioy  and  wonder, 
Greatness  and  woman's  wish  oe^kecpasunder. 

[Exit. 
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Dumb  show.  Enter  two  vUldins,  to  them 
VoRTiGCA,  who  seem  to  toUcii  them  with 
gold,  then  swears  them,  and  exit.  Enter 
CoNiTAVTivsmeditatin^f  they  rudely  strike 
down  his  book,  draw  their  swords,  he  kneels 
and  spreads  his  arms,  they  kill  him,  hurry 
him  m-  Enter  Vobtiobb,  Dbvonshire, 
and  Staffobd,  in  coifference  ;  to  them  the 
9illainspresenting  the  head,  he  seems  sorrow- 
ful, and  in  rage  stabs  them  both.  Then 
they  crown  Vobtioeb,  and  fetch  in  Cas- 
TiZA,  who  comes  uawillingfy;  he  hales  her, 
and  they  crown  her;  Aurelius  and 
Uther,  brothers  of  Constamtius,  seeing 
kim  crowned,  draw  and  fly. 

Enter  Rayn  ulph. 

Eay,  When  nothing  could  prevail  to  tire 
The  good  king's  patfence,  they  did  hire 
Two  wicked  rogues  to  take  his  life. 
In  whom,  a  while  there  fell  a  strife 
Of  pity  and  fury;  but  the  gold 
Made  pitv  faint,  and  fury  bold. 
Then  to  Vortiger  they  bring 
The  head  pf  dtot  religions  king. 
Who  feienins  grief,  to  clear  his  gnilt. 
Makes  the  slaughterers  blood  be  spilt. 
Then  crown  they  him,  and  forcM  the  maid, 
That  ?ow*d  a  virgin-life,  to  wed. 
Snch  a  strength  great  power  extends, 
It  comitiers  fathers,  kindred,  friends. 
And  since  fates  pleas'd  to  change  her  life. 
She  proves /vi  holy  in  a  wife. 
More  to  tell,  were  to  betray 
What  deeds  in  their  own  tongues  roust  say ; 
Only  this,  the  good  king  dead, 
The  brothers  poor  in  safay  fled.  [Exit, 

Enter  Vortiger  (crown'd),  a  Gentleman 
meeting  him, 

Gent.  My  lord. 

Vor,  I  fear  thy  news  will  fetch  a  curse. 
It  comes  with  such  a  violence. 

Gent,  The  people  are  up  in  arms  against  you. 

Vor,  Ob  this  dream  of  glory ! 
Sweetpower,  before  I  can  have  time  to  taste  thee, 
Most  I  for  ever  lose  thee  ?  What's  the  impos- 

tbum 
Ihat  swdls  them  now  ? 

Gent.  The  morder  of  Constantius. 

Vor.  Ulcers  of  reahns !  they  hated  him  alive. 
Grew  weary  of  the  minute  of  his  rei^, 
CalFd  him  an  evil  of  th^ir  own  electmg, 
^  is  their  iporant  z^  so  fiery  now. 
When  all  their  thanks  are  cold?  The  mutable 

hearts 
That  move  in  their  false  breasts !  provide  me 
safety. 


Hnrk,  I  liear  ruin  threaten  me  with  a  voice 
That  imitates  thunder. 

Enter  a  second  Gentleman, 

Hd  Gent.  Where's  the  king? 
Vor.  Who  takes  him? 

2d  Gent.  Send  peace  to  all  your  royal  thoughts^ 
my  lord ! 
A  fleet  of  valiant  Saxons  bewly  landed 
Offer  the  truth  of  all  their  service  to  you. 
Vor.  Saxons !  my  wishes,  let  them  have  free 
entrance. 
And  plenteous  welcomes  fix>m  all  hearts  that 

love  us ; 
They  never  could  come  happier. 

Enter  Hengist,  Horscs,  and  Soldiers, 

Hen,  Health,  power,  and  victory  to  Vortiger! 

Vor,  There  can  be  no  more  pleasure  to  a  kii^. 
If  all  the  languages  earth  speak  were  ransack'd. 
Your  names  I  know  not,  but  so  much  good  for* 

tune 
^And  warranted  worth  lightens  your  fair  aspects, 
I  cannot  but  in  arms  of  love  enfold  you. 

Hen,  The  mistress  of  our  births  hope,  fruitful 
Germany, 
Calb  me  Hengistns,  and  this  captain  Horsus, 
A  man  low-built,  but  yet  in  deeds  of  arms 
Fhime  is  not  swifter:  we  are  all,  my  lord. 
The  sons  of  fortune,  she  hath  sent  us  forth 
To  thrive  by  the  red  sweat  of  our  own  merits : 
And  since,  after  the  rage  of  many  a  tempest. 
Our  fates  have  cast  us  upon  Britain's  bounds, 
We  offer  you  the  first-fruits  of  our  wounds. 

Vor.  Which  we  shall  dearly  prize;  themean'st 
blood  spent 
Shall  at  wealth's  fountain  make  its  own  content. 

Hen,  You  double  vigour  in  us  then,  my  lord, 
Pay  is  the  soul  of  such  as  thrive  by  th'  sword. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Vortiger  and  Gentlemen.    Alarm  and 
skirmishes. 

1st  Gent.  My  lord,  the  Saxons  bring  a  fortune 
with  them 
Stay  any  Roman  success. 

Vor.  On,  speak,  forwards, 
I  will  not  take  one  minute  horn  thy  tidings. 
1st  Gent,  The  main  supporters  of  this  insop* 
rectiou 
They  have  taken  prisoners ;  and  the  rest  so  tam^ 
They  stoop  to  the  least  grace  that  flows  from 
mercy. 
Vor.  Never  came  power  guided  by  better  stars. 
Than  these  men's  fortitudes :  yet  they're  misbe* 

lievers, 
Which  to  my  reason  is  wondrous. 


^*  And  wmrmted  umih  ligk^ns  vomfsir  «j]mc<«.— Alluding  to  the  story  of  Pope  Qiegorf  s  adnUriog 
the  beauty  ef  the  ^iglish  y<toths  at  Rome. Be<U  UUt.  c.  !•      S,  P. 
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Eni^r  Hbk«ist  and  Hobsus,  wUk  Prisoners. 

YouVe  given  me  such  a  first  taste  ofyour  worth, 
^Twill  never  firom  my  love ;  when  life  is  gone. 
The  memory  sore  will  follow,  my  soul  stui 
Participating  immortality  with  it. 
But  here's  the  misery  of  earth's  limited  glory, 
There's  not  a  way  revealM  to  any  honour 
Above  the  fame  which  your  own  merits  give  you. 

Hen,  Indeed,  my  lord,  we  hold^  when  all's 
summ'd  up, 
That  can  be  made  tor  worth  to  be  express'd, 
The  fame  that  a  man  wins  himself  is  best, 
That  he  may  call  his  own ;  honours  put  to  him, 
Make  him  no  more  a  man  than  his  clothes  do, 
And  are  as  soon  ta'en  off;  for  in  the  warmth 
The  beat  comes  from  the  body,  not  the  weeds : 
So  man's  true  fame  must  strike  from  his  own  deeds. 
And  since  by  this  event  which  fortune  speaks  us, 
This  land  appears  the  fair  predestin'd  soil 
Ordain'd  for  our  eood  hap,  we  crave,  my  lord, 
A  little  earth  to  ^irive  on,  what  you  please. 
Where  we'll  but  keep  a  nursery  of  g€K>d  spirits 
To  fight  for  you  and  yours. 

Vor.  Sir,  for  our  treasure, 
^is  opeti  to  your  merits,  as  our  love ; 
But  for  y'  are  strangers  in  rel^on  chiefly, 
(Which  IS  the  greatest  alienation  can  be, 
And  breeds  most  factions  in  the  blood  of  men) 
I  must  not  yield  to  thaL 

Enter  Simon  with  a  hide. 

Hen,  S'precious,  my  lord, 
I  see  a  pattern,  be  it  but  so  little 
As  yon  poor  hide  will  compass. 

Vor,  How,  the  hide ! 

Hen.  Rather  than  nothing,  sir. 

Vor.  Since  3^'  are  so  reasonable. 
Take  so  much  in  the  best  part  of  our  kingdom. 

Hen.   We  thank  your  grace. — Rivers  from 
bubbling  springs 
Have  rise  at  first,  and  great  from  abject  things. 
Stay  yonder  fellow,  he  came  luckily. 
And  shall  fare  well  for't,  whate'er  he  be. 
We'll  thank  our  fortune  in  rewarding  him. 

Hor.  Stay,  fellow. 

Sim.  How,  fellow !  'tis  more  than  you  know 
Whether  I  be  your  fellow  or  no,  I  am  sure 
You  see  me  not. 
.  Hen.  Come,  what's  the  price  ofyour  hide? 

Sim.  Oh  unreasonable  villain  ! 
He  would  buy  the  bouse  over  a  man's  head — 
-^  rU  be  sure  now  to  make  my  bargain  wisely. 
They  may  buy  me  out  of  my  skin  else^* 
Whose  hide  would  you  buy,  mine  or  the  beast's? 
There  is  little  difference  in  their  complexions, 
I  think  mine  is  the  blacker  of  the  two; 
You  shall  see  for  your  love,  and  buy  for  your 

money. 
A  pestilence  on  you  all,  how  have  you  decei  v'd  me? 
You  buy  an  ox  bide !  you  buy  a  calPt  gather — 
They  are  all  hungry  soldiers,  and  I  took  them 
For  honest  shoe-makers. 


Hen.  Hold,  fellow,  pr'ythee  bold ; 
Right  a  fool  worldling  that  kicks  at  all  good  for- 
tune. 
Whose  man  art  thon  ? 
Sim.  I  am  a  servant,  yet  a  masteriess  man,  sir. 
Hen,  Pr'ythee  how  can  that  be? 
Sim,  Very  nimbly,  sir ; 
My  master  is  dead,  and  now  I  serve  my  mistress ; 
Ergo,  I  am  a  masteriess  man ;  she's  now  a  widow, 
And  I  am  the  foreman  of  her  tan  pit. 

Hen,  Hold  you,  and  thank  your  fortune,  not 

your  wit. 
Sim.  Faith,  and  I  thank  your  bounty,  and  not 
your  wisdom ! 
You  are  not  troubled  with  wit  neither  gready, 

it  seems — 
Now,  by  this  light,  a  nest  of  vellow-hammen ! 
What  will  become  of  me  ?  If^I  can  keep 
All  these  without  hangins  myself, 
I  am  happier  than  a  hundred  of  my  neighboon. 
You  shall  have  my  skin  into  the  bargain. 
Then  if  I  chance  to  die  like  a  dog. 
The  labour  will  be  sav'd  of  fleaing  me  ; 
I'll  undertake,  sir,  you  shall  have 
All  the  skins  in  our  parish  at  this  prioe, 
Mens  and  womens. 

Hen,  Sirrah,  give  good  ear  to  me ; 
Now  take  the  hide  and  cut  it  into  the  slend'rest 

thongs  ^ 

That  can  bear  strength  to  hold. 

Sim,  That  were  a  jest  ¥  foith:  spoil  all  the 
leather? 
Sin  and  pity!  why  'twould  shoe  half  your  army. 
Hen.  Do  it,  I  bid  you. 
Sim,  What,  cnt  all  this  into  thongs  ?  Hum, 
This  is  like  the  vanity  ofyour  Roman  galbmts 
That  cannot  wear  good  suits,  but  they  must  have 

them 
Cut  and  slash'd  in  giggets,  that  the  very  crimson 

tafiaties 
Sit  blushing  at  their  follies.    I  would 
I  might  persuade  you  from  this  humour  of  cotdngi 
Tis  but  a  swaggering  condition  and  nothing  pro* 

fitable ; 
What  if  it  were  but  well  pink'd  ?  'twould  last 
Longer  for  a  summer  suit.  •  - 

Hen.  What  a  cross  lump  of  ignorance  hove  I 
lighted  on  I 
I  must  be  forc'd  to  beat  my  drifV  into  him — 
Look  you,  to  make  you  wiser  than  your  parents, 
I  have  so  much  ground  given  me  as  tbb  hide 

will  compass, 
Which,  as  it  is,  is  nothing. 
Sim,  Nothing,  quoth  a  ? 
Why,  'twill  not  keep  a  hog. 

Sen,  Now  with  the  vantage 
Cut  into  several  pieces,  'twill  stretch  far 
And  make  a  liberal  circuit. 

Sim.  A  shame  on  your  crafby  hide ! 
Is  this  your  cunning?  i  have  learn'd  more  knavery 
Now  than  I  shall  claw  off  while  I  live. 
Ill  go  purchase  land  by  cow-tails  and  undo  ^ 
theparishy 
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Three  good  balls  pizzJes  would  set  op  a  tnao  for 

ever; 
This  is  like  a  pin  n  day  to  set  up  a  haberdasher 
of  smaU  wares. 
Hen.  Thus  mea  that  mean  to  thrive,  as  we 
must  learn. 
Set  in  a  foot  at  first. 

Sim,  A  foot  d*  you  call  it? 
The  devirs  in  that  foot  that  takes  up  all  this 
leather. 
Hen,  Dispatchy  and  cut  it  carefully,  with  all 

the  advantage,  sirrah. 
Sim,  You  could  never  have  lighted  upon  such 
a  fellow 
To  serve  ^our  turn,  captain ;  I  have  such  a  trick 
Of  stretcliing  too,  I  Warn*d  it  of  a  tanner's  man 
That  was  hang*d  last  sessions  at  Maidstone. 
Ill  warrant  you  Fll  get  you  a  mile  and  a  half 
More  than  y'are  aware  of. 
Hen,  Pray  serve  me  so  as  oft  as  you  will,  sir. 
Sim,   I  am  casting  about  for  nine  acres  to 
make 
A  nrdenplot  out  of  one  of  the  buttocks* 
Hen,  Twill  be  a  good  soil  for  nose-gays. 
Sim,  Twill  be  a  good  soil  for  cabbages,  to 
stuff  out  the  guts 
Of  your  followers  there. 

Hen,  Go,  see  it  carefully  perform*d ; 
It  is  the  first  foundation  of  our  fortunes 
On  Britain's  earth,  and  ought  to  be  embrac'd 
With  a  respect  near  liiikM  to  adoration. 
Methinks  it  sounds  to  me  a  fair  assurance 
Ofhirge  honours  and  hopes;  does  it  ^ot,  cap* 
tain? 
Hot.  How  many  have  begun  with  less  at  first. 
That  have  bad  emperors    from  their   bodies 

sprung, 
And  left  their  carcasses  as  much  in  monument 
As  would  erect  a  college  ? 
Hen,  There's  the  fruits 
Of  their  rettgious  shew  too,  to  lie  rotting   * 
Under  a  miuion  spent  in  gpld  and  marble. 
Hor,  But  where  shall  we  make  choice  of  our 

ground,  captain  ? 
Hen,  About  the  firuitful  flanks  of  uberous 
Kent, 
A  fiu  and  olive  soil,  there  we  came  in. 
Oh  captain,  he  has  given  he  knows  not  what. 
Hor,  Long  may  he  give  so  ! 
Hen.  I  tell  thee,  sirrah,  he  that  be^d  a  field 
Of  fourscore  acres  for  a  garden-plot, 
Tiras  pretty  well ;  but  he  came  short  of  this. 
Hor,  Send  over  for  more  Saxons. 
Hen,  With  all  speed,  captain. 
Hor,  Especially  for  Roxena. 
Hen.  Who!  My  daughter? 
Hor,  That  star  of  Germany,  forget  Jiot  her, 
sir: 
fte  is  a  fair  and  fortunate  maid ; 
ttir  she  it,  and  fortunate  mav  she  be ; 
Bot  in  maid  lost  for  ever.    My  desire 
Has  been  the  close  confusion  of  that  name. 
A  treasj^re  'tis,  able  to  make  more  thieves 


Than  cabinets  set  open  to  entice ; 

Which  learn  them  theft  that  never  knew  the  vice. 

Hen.  Come,  1*11  dispatch  with  speed. 

Hor.  Dl>,  foiget  none. 

Hen.  Marry,  pray  help  my  memory. 

Hor,  Roxena,  you  remember  ? 

Hen,  What  more,  dear  sir  ?  [J  ihouting  heard. 

Hor,  1  see  your  roemorv's  clear,  sir. 

Hen.  Those  shouts  leapM  from  our  army. 

Hor,  They  were  too  cheerful 
To  voice  a  Imd  event. 

Hen,  Now,  sir,  your  news  ? 

Enter  a  Gentleman, 

Gent.  Roxena  the  fair-^ 

Hen.  True,  she  shall  be  sent  for. 

Gent,  She's  here,  sir. 

Hen.  Whatsay'st? 

Gent,  She's  come,  sir. 

Hor,  A  new  youth  begins  me  o'er  again. 

Gent,  Follow'd  you  close,  sir. 
With  such  a  zeal  as  daughter  never  equall'd. 
Exposed  herself  to  all  the  merciless  dangers 
•Set  in  mankind  or  fortune;  not  regarding 
Aught  but  your  si^ht. 

Hen,  Her  love  is  infinite  to  me. 

Hor,  Most  charitably  censur'd :  'tis  her  cun- 
ning, 
The  love  of  her  own  lust,  which  makes  a  woman 
Gallop  down  hill  as  fearless  as  a  drunkard. 
There  s  no  true  loadstone  in  the  world  but  that : 
It  draws  them  through  all  storms  by  sea  or  shame. 
Life's  loss  is  thought  too  small  to  pay  that  eame. 

Gent,   What  follows  more  of  her  will  yon 
take  strongly  ? 

Hen.  How ! 

Gent.  Nay,  'tis  worth  your  wonder. 
Her  heart,  joy-ravish'd  with  your  late  success. 
Being  the  early  morning  of  your  fortunes, 
So  prosperously  new  opening  at  her  coming. 
She  takes  a  cup  of  gold,  and,''mid8t  the  army, 
Teaching  her  knee  a  reverend  chearfblness. 
Which  well  became  her,  drank  a  liberal  health 
To  the  king's  joys  ftnd  yours,  the  king  in  pre- 
sence ; 
Who  with  her  sight,  but  her  behaviour  chiefly. 
Or  chief  but  one  or  both,  I  know  not  which ; 
But  he's  so  for  'hove  my  expression  caught, 
Twere  art  enough  for  one  man's  timeandportion 
To  speak  him  and  miss  nothing. 

Hen,  This  is  astonishing  ! 

Hor,  Oh  !  this  ends  bitter  now.    Our  close 
hid  flame 
Will  break  out  of  my  heart :  I  cannot  keep  it. 

Hen,    Gave  you  attention,  captain?    How 
now,  man  ? 

Hor,  A  kind  of  grief  about  these  times  of  the 
moon  stiU, 
I  feel  a  pain  like  a  convukioo, 
A  cramp  at  heart,  I  know  not  what  name  fits  it. 

Hen.  Nor  never  seek  one  for  it,  let  it  go 
Witliout  a  name;  would  all  grieft  were  serv'd  so^ 
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Flourish.    Enter  Voetiobk,  RoxenA|  ^e. 

Hot,  a  love-knot  already  ?  arm  in  arm ! 

Vor,  Wbat*s  he  lays  claim  to  her  ? 

Hen,  In  right  of  father>hood 
I  challenge  an  obedient  part. 

Vor.  Take  it,  and  send  back  the  rest. 

Hen.  What  meant  your  fprace? 

Vor.  Yon*ll  keep  no  more  than  what 
Belongs  to  yon  ? 

Hen.  Tliat's  all,  my  lord,  it  all  belongs  to  me, 
Ikeep  the  hnsband*s  mterest  till  he  come ; 
Yet  out  of  duty  and  respect  to  majesty, 
I  send  her  back  yoor  servant. 

Vor.  My  mistress,  sir,  or  nothing. 

Ben.  Come  again, 
I  never  thought  to  hear  so  ill  of  thee. 

Vor.  How,  sir,  so  ill  ? 

Hen.  So  beyond  detestable. 
To  be  an  honest  vassal  b  some  calling, 
Poor  is  the  worst  of  that,  shame  comes  not  to't ; 
But  mistress,  that  the  only  common  bait 
Fortune  sets  at  all  honrs,  catching  whore  with  it, 
And  plucks  them  up  by  clusters.    There's  my 

sword,  my  lord ; 
And  if  your  strong  desires  aim  at  my  blood, 
Which  runs  too  purely  there,  a  nobler  way 
Quench  it  in  mine. 

Vor,  I  ne*er  took  sword  in  vain ; 
Hengist,  we  here  create  tliee  earl  of  Kent 

Hor,  Oh,  that  will  do  'L 

Vor.  What  ails  our  friend  f  Look  to  him. 

Rox.  Oh,  'tis  his  epilepsy ;  I  know  it  well: 
I  help'd  him  once  in  Germany ;  comes  it  again  ? 
A  virgin's  right  hand  stroak*d  upon  his  hevt 
Gives  him  ease  straight;  but  it  most  be  a  pure 

virgin. 
Or  else  it  brings  no  comfort 

Vor.  What  a  Usk 
She  puts  upon  herself,  onnrged  purity ! 
The  truth  of  this  will  bring  lovers  rage  into  me. 

Rax.  Oh,  this  would  imid  a  woman;  there's 
no  proof 
In  love  to  indiscretion. 

Hor,  Pish  !  this  cures  not. 

Rox.  Dost  think  Pll  ever  wrong  thee  ? 

Hor.  Oh  most  feeUngly ! 
Bu(  ril  prevent  it  now,  and  break  (hy  neck 


With  thy  own  canning.    Thou  bast  undertaken 
To  give  me  help,  to  bring  in  royal  credit 
Thy  crack'd  virginity ;  but  111  spoil  all, 
I  will  not  stand  on  purpose,  though  I  couki, 
But  fall  still,  to  dis^nce  thee. 
Rox.  What,  you  will  not  ? 
Hor.  I  have  no  other  way  to  help  myself; 
For  when  th'  art  known  to  be  a  wbore,  impostrcat, 
I  shall  be  sure  to  keep  thee. 

Rox.  Ob,  sir,  shame  me  not: 
You've  had  what  is  most  precious ;  try  my  faith ; 
Undo  me  not  at  first  in  chaste  opinion. 
Hor,  AU  this  art  shall  not  make  me  feel  mj 

legs. 
Rox.  I  prVthee  do  not  wilfully  confound  one. 
Hor.  Well,  I  am  content  for  this  time  to 
recover. 
To  save  thy  credit,  and  bite  in  my  pain ; 
But  if  thou  ever  foil  st  me,  I  will  fall. 
And  thou  shalt  never  get  me  up  again. 

Jtar.  Agreed  'twixt  you  and  1,  sir — See,  my 
lord, 
A  poor  maid*s  woHl!   the  roan  may  pass  for 

health  now. 
Among  the  clearest  bloods,  and  those  are  nicest 
Vor,.  I  have  heard  of  women  brought  men  on 
their  knees. 
But  few  that  e*er  restored  them— IIow  now, 
captain  ? 
Hor,   My  lord,  methinks  I  oould  do  things 
pf^st  man, 
Pm  so  renewed  in  vigour;  I  long  most 
For  violent  exercise  to  take  me  down : 
Myjoy's  so  high  in  blood,  I'm  above  firailty. 
for.  My  lord  of  Kent! 
Hen,  Your  love's  unworthy  creature. 
Vor.  Seest  thou  this  fair  chain?    Think  upon 
the  means 
To  keep  it  link'd  for  ever. 

Hen,  Oh !  my  lord, 
'Tis  many  degrees  tundred  from  my  hope ; 
Besides,  your  grace  has  a  young  virtnous  queen. 
Vor.  1  say,  think  on  it. 
Hor.  If  this  wind  hold,  I  fall  to  my  old  disease. 
Vor.  There's  no  fonlt  in  thee  but  to  come  so 
late: 
All  el9e  is  excellent:  I  chide  none  but  fate. 

[Exeunt 


ACT  ni. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Horsus  and  Roxbva.        i 

Rox,  I  have  no  conceit  now  that  you  ever 
lov'd  toit. 
But  as  lust  led  you  for  the  time. 

Hor,  See!  see! 

Rox,  Do  you  pine  at  my  advancement,  sir  ? 

Hor,  Oh  barrenness 
Of  understanding !  what  a  right  love  is  this? 


Tt§  you  tliat  fall ;  I  that  am  reprehended. 
What  height  of  honours,  eminence  of  fottone, 
Should  ravish  me  from  you  ? 

Rox,  Who  can  tell  that,  sir  ? 
What's  be  can  judge  of  a  man's  appetite 
Before  be  sees  bhn  eat?  Who  knows  the  strength 
Of  any's  constancy,  that  never  yet  was  ^•'■Pj*^ 
Wf  can  call  nothing  our  own,  if  they  be  deeds 

to  come,  .j_^ 

They're  only  ours,  when  they  are  pass'd  and  doat. 
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Earn  blest  are  700  above  your  apprebeosion, 
If  jour  desire  would  lend  you  so  much  patience^ 
T  examiDe  the  adventurous  condiuon 
Of  our  affections,  which  are  full  of  hazard, 
And  draw  io  the  times  goodness  to  defend  us ! 
First,  tbb  bold  course  of  ours  cannot  last  long; 
Nor  ever  does  in  any  without  shame ; 
And  that,  yon  know,  brings  danger;   and  the 

greater 
My  (atber  is  in  blood,  as  he  is  well  risen. 
Tit  greater  will  the  storm  of  bis  rage  be 
A^iiiit  his  blood's  wronging:  I  have  cast  for  this. 
Tis  not  advancement  that  I  love  alone: 
Tis  love  of  shelter,  to  keep  shame  unknown. 

Uar,  Ob,  were  I  sure  of  thee,  as  'tis  impossible 
There  to  be  ever  sure  where  there's  no  hold, 
Your  prefi;nant  hopes  should  not  be  long  in  rising. 
Rox.  By  what  assurance  you  have  held  me 
thus  fat, 
Wliich  you  found  firm,  despair  you  not  in  that. 
•  Hot.   True;  that  was  good  security  tor  the 

time: 
But  in  a  change  of  state,  when  ^r're  advanced, 
You  women  Imve  a  French  toy  in  your  pride. 
You  make  your  friend  come  crouching ;  or  per* 

haps. 
To  bow  in  th'  hams,  the  better  he  is  put 
To  complement  three  hours  with  your  chief 

woman, 
Then  perhaps  not  admitted,  no  nor  ever, 
That's  the  more  noble  fashion.    Forgetfulness 
Is  the  most  pleasing  virtue  they  can  have. 
That  do  spring  up  from  nothing ;  for  by  the  same 
Forgetting  all,  they  forget  whence  they  came; 
An  excellent  property  of  oblivion. 

Rox,  I  pity  all  the  fortunes  of  poor  women 
la  my  own  unbappiness.    When  we  have  given 
All  that  we  have  to  men,  what's  our  requital  ? 
Ad  ill-fac'd-jealousy,  that  resembles  much 
The  mistrustfulness  of  an  insatiate  thief. 
That  scarce  believes  he  has  all,  though  he  has 

stripp'd 
'The  true  man  naked,  and  left  nothing  on  bim 
Bat  the  hard  cord  that  binds  him.    So  are  we 
First  robb'd,  and  then  left  bound  by  jealoas^r. 
Take  reason's  advice,  and  you'll  find  it  impossible 
For  you  to  lose  me  in  this  king's  advancement. 
Who's  an  usurper  here,  and  as  the  kingdom. 
So  shall  he  have  my  love  by  usurpation ; 
The  right  shall  be  in  thee  still.    My  ascension 
To  dignity,  is  but  (o  wafi  thee  higher ; 
And  all  usurpers  have  the  falling-sickness; 
They  cannot  keep  up  long. 

lior.  May  credulous  man 
Pot  all  his  confidence  in  so  weak  a  bottom. 
And  make  a  saving  voyage  ? 
■Hot.  Nay,  as  gainful  as  ever  man  yet  made. 


H«ri  OOf  take  thy  fortunes,  aspire  with  my 
consent. 
So  thy  ambition  will  be  sure  to  prosper. 
Speak  the  fiur  certainues  of  Britain's  queen 
Uome  to  thy  wishes. 

Rox.  Speak  in  hope,  I  may. 
But  not  in  certainty. 

Mor,  I  say  in  both. 
Hope,  and  he  sure  I'll  soon  remoye  *  the  lett 
Ttiat  stands  between  thee  and  thy  glory. 

Rox.  Lite  of  love  ! 
If  lost  virginity  can  win  such  a  day,    - 
I'll  have  no  daughter  but  shall  learn  my  way. 

Hot.  Twill  be  good  work  for  him  that  first 
instructs  them. 
May  be  some  son  of  mine,  got  by  this  woman  too, 
May  match  with  their  own  sisters.— -Peace,  'tis  he* 

Enter  Voktigbr. 

Invention,  fail  me  not;  'tis  a  gallant  credit 
To  marry  one's  whore  bravely. 

Vor,  Have  I  power 
Of  life  and  death,  and  cannot  command  easft 
In  my  own  blood  ?    After  I  was  a  king, 
I  thought  I  never  should  have  felt  pain  more ; 
That  there  had  been  a  ceusingof  all  passions 
And  common  stings,  which  subjects  use  to  feel, 
That  were  created  with  a  patience  fit 
For  all  extremities  t  But  such  as  we 
Know  not  the  way  to  suffer ;  then,  to  do  it. 
How  most  prepost'rous  'tis?*— Tush  1   riddlet, 

riddles,  • 

I'll  break  through  custom.    Why  should  not  the 

mind 
ribe  nobler  part  that's  of  us)  be  allow'd 
Change  of  affections,  as  our  bodies  are 
Change  of  food  and  raiment  ?    I'll  have  it  s6. 
All  fashions  appear  strange  at  first  production  ; 
But  this  would  be  well  follow'd— Oh  captain ! 
Hor,  My  lord,  I  grieve  for  you :  I  scarce  fetch 

breath, 
But  a  sigh  han^s  at  the  end  of  it :  but  this 
Is  not  the  way,  if  you'd  give  way  to  counsel.    . 
Vor.  Set  me  right  then,  or  I  shall  heavily 

curse  thee 
For  lifting  up  my  understanding  to  me. 
To  shew  that  I  was  wrong.    Ignorance  is  safe; 
I  then  slept  happily.    If  knowledge  mend  me 

not, 
Thou  hast  committed  a  most  cruel  sin. 
To  wake  me  into  judgment,  and  then  leave  me. 
Hot,  I  will  not  leave  you,  sir;   that  were 

rudely  done. 
First,  y'  have  a  flame  too  open  and  too  violent. 
Which,  like  blood-guiltiness- in  an  offender, 


''  Tketrm  aum.— See  Note  88  on  Gammer  Gwrton's  Needle,  Vol.  I.  p.  125.  . 

•  The  lett^Tkt  hindiance  or  prevention.    See  Note  46.on  J><aMfi  cad  PUkuu,  VoL  I.  p.  85. 
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Betntyi  htmy  when  nouj^t  else  caiu    Oat  with 

it,  tir, 
Or  let  some  conning  coverture  be  mmde 
Before  jour  practice  enters:  'twill  spoil  hU  ebe. 
For,  Why,  look  you,  sir,  I  can  be  as  calm  as 
silence 
All  the  while  music  plays.  Strike  on,  sweet  firiend. 
As  mild  and  merry  as  the  heart  of  innocence. 
I  pr'ythee  take  my  temper.    Has  a  vii^ 
A  heat  more  modest? 

Hot.  He  does  well  to  ask  roe : 
I  could  haye  told  him  once — Why,  here's  a 

government. 
There's  not  sweeter  amity  in  firiendship 
Than  in  this  league  'twixt  you  and  health. 

For,  Then,  since 
Thou  iind'st  me  capable  of  happiness. 
Instruct  me  with  the  practice. 

Hor,  What  will  you  say,  my  lord, 
If  I  ensnare  her  in  an  action  of  lust? 
For,  Oh,  there  were  art  to  the  life;   but 'tis 
im|>ossible: 
I  pr'ythee  flatter  roe  no  farther  with  it. 
Fy  I  so  much  sin  as  goes  to  make  up  that, 
Will  never  prevail  with  her.    Why,  I'll  tell  you, 

air, 
She's  so  shh-killing  modest,  that  if  only 
To  move  the  question  were  enough  adultery 
To  caose  a  separation,  there's  no  gallant 
So  brassy  impudent  durst  undertake 
The  words  that  shall  belong  to't. 

Har,  Say  you  so,  sir? 
There's  nothing  made  in  the  world,  but  has  a 

way  to't ;      • 
Though  some  be  Iwrder  than  the  rest  to  find. 
Yet  one  there  is,  that's  ceruin ;  and  I  think, 
I  have  took  the  course  to  light  on  it. 


For.  Oh.  I  pray  ibr't. 

Hor,  I  beard  you  lately  say  (from  whence, 
my  lord, 
My  practice  received  life  first)  that  your  queen 
SttU  consecrates  her  tiroe  to  contemplation ; 
Takes  solitary  walks. 

For,  Nay,  late  and  early 
Commands  her  weak  guard  from  her,  which  are 

but 
Women  at  strongest. 

Hor,  I  Hke  all  this,  my  lord. 
And  now,  sir,  you  shall  know  what  net  is  us'd 
In  many  places  to  catch  modest  women ; 
Such  as  will  never  yield  by  prayers  or  gifts. 
Kow  there  be  some  will  cftich  up  men  as  last; 
But  those  she»ibwler8  nothing  concern  us : 
Their  birding  is  at  windows ;  ours  abroad, 
Where  rio^oves  should  be  caught,  that's  mar- 
ried wives, 
OrchatteoMids;  what  the  appetite  has  a  mind  to 


For,  Make  no  pause  dien. 
Hor,  The  honest  gentlewoman. 
When  nothing  will  prevail  (I  pity  her  now) 
Poor  soul,  she's  entic'd  forth  by  her  own  ses 
T6  be  betra/d  to  man,  who  ^  in  some  gsnks- 

house 
Or  remote  walk,  taking  his  lustful  tioie. 
Binds  darkness  on  her  eye-lids,  surprises  her; 
And  having  a  coach  ready,  turns  her  in. 
Hurrying  her  where  he  list  for  the  sin's  safetj% 
Making  a  rape  of  honour  without  words, 
And  at  the  low  ebb  of  his  lust,  perhaps 
Some  three  days  after,  sends  her  ooacb'd  sgsin 
To  the  same  place;   and,  which  would  make 

roost  mad, 
She's  robb'd  of  all,  yet  knows  not  where  she's 

robb'd; 
Tliere's  the  dear  precious  mischief. 
For,  Istliis  practis'd? 

Hor,  Too  much,  my  lord,  to  be  so  little  known, 
A  springe  to  catch  a  maidenhead  after  suu-sei; 
Clip  it  and  send  it  home  again  to. the  city, 
There  'twill  ne'er  be  perceiv'd. 

For,  My  raptures  want  expression. 

I  conceit  enough  to  make  me  fbrtuaale,  snd 

thee  ^reat  [Exit, 

Hor,    I  praise  it  then,   my  lord — I  knew 

'twould  take.  [EjU, 


SCENE  n. 

£n/fr  Castiza  with  a  book,  and  two  Ladu$, 

Com,  Metliinks  you  live  strange  lives ! 
When  I  see  it  not,  it  grieves  me  less. 
You  know  how  to  ease  me  then ; 
If  you  but  knew  bow  well  I  lov'd  your  absence. 
You  would  bestow  it  upon  me  without  asking. 

Itt  Lady. .  Faith,  for  my  part,  were  it  no  move 
For  ceremony  than  for  love,  you  should 
Walk  long  enough  without  my  attendance, 
And  so  diink  ^1  my  fellows,  though  they  say 

nothing. 
Books  in  womens  hands  aie  as  much  '^against 
The  hair,  raethinks,  as  to  see  men  wear  sto- 
machers. 
Or  night-railes.  She  that  has  the  green-sicknesi^ 
And  should  follow  lier  counsel,  would  die 
Like  an  ass,  and  go  to  the  worms  like  a  saUad; 
Not  I,  so  long  as  such  a  creature  as  nmu  is  made: 
She  iis  a  fool  that  knows  not  what  he  is  good  for. 

[Extunt  laiut, 
Cos.. Though  among  life's  elections,  that  of 
virgin 
I  did  speak  noblest  of;  yet  it  has  pleas'd  the  king 
I  To  send  me  a  contented  blessedness 
.  I  In  that  of  marriage,  which  I  ever  doubted. 


*  H  mmi  gmden  Jbsiife.— See  extract  from  Stubbes,  as  quoted  in  The  Mimrui  ^  kforeed  Mmrkp, 
Vol.  n.p.  I8f. 
'<>  Ag9bmtkehtdrr-4€tVo%t4»tQAkMmim'aMdCamp9^,  yol.L  p.156. 
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Enter  Vortiger  and  Horsus  dhguiud. 

I  see  the  king's  affection  was  a  true  one ; 
It  lasts  and  holds  out  long ;  chat*s  no  mean  virtae 
In  a  commaudiDK  man,  though  in  great  fear 
Ac  first  I  was  enforced  to  venture  on  it. 

Vor.  All's  happy,  dear,  and  safe. 

Kcr,  The  rest  comes  gently  on. 

Vor,  Be  sure  you  seise  on  her  full  sight  at  first, 
For  fear  of  my  discovery.     , 

Hor,  Now,  fortune  and  I  am  sped. 

Cat.  Treason  !  treason  ! 

Ror.  Sirrah,  how  stand  you  ?    Prevent  noise 
and  clamour. 
Or  death  shall  end  thy  service. 

Vcr,  A  sure  cunning. 

Cos,  Oh,  rescue!  rescue! 

Hot,  Dead  her  voice;  away,  make  speed. 

Com,  No  help?  no  succour? 

flior.  Louder  yet?  extend 
Your  ?oice  to  the  last  rack :  you  shall  have  leave 

now; 
Y'are  ftit  from  any  pity. 

Cm.  What's  my  sin  ? 

Ror,  Contempt  of  man,  and  he's  a  noble 
creature. 
And  takes  it  in  ill  part  to  be  despised. 

Ca$,  I  never  despis'd  any. 

Ror,  No  ?  you  hold  us 
Uoworthy  to  be  lov'd :  what  call  yon  that  ? 

Cat.  I  have  a  lord  disproves  you. 

ffor.  Pish,  your  lord? 
Tare  honnd  to  love  your  lord,  that  is^  no  thanks 

to  you; 
Yoa  should  love  those  you  are  not  tied  to  love : 
Tha^s  the  r^ht  trial  of  a  woman's  charity. 

Cof.  I  know  not  what  you  are,  nor  what  my 
foultis. 
irit  be  life  you  seek,  whate'er  you  be. 
Use  no  immodest  words,  and  take  it  ftom  me. 
Yoa  kill  me  more  in  talking  sii^lIy, 
Tbao  acting  dRielly.    Be  so  far  pitifol. 
To  end  me  without  words. 

Ror.  Long  may  you  live, 
Tis  ibe  wish  of  a  good  subject ;  'tis  not  life 
That  I  thirst  after.    Loyalty  forbid 
I  should  commit  such  treason.  You  mistake  me  t 
I  have  no  such  bloody  thought ;  only  your  love 
Shall  content  me. 

Coi.  What  said  you»  sir  ? 

Ror,  Thus  plainly. 
To  strip  my  words  as  naked  as  my  purpose, 
I  most  and  wiH  enjoy  thee — Gone  already  ? 
Look  to  her ;  bear  her  up ;  she  goes  apace : 
I  fear'd  this  still,  and  therefore  come  provided. 
There's  that  will  fetch  life  from  a  dying  spark, 
Aod  make  it  spread    a    furnace — she's    well 

straight. — 
Pish,  let  her  go ;  she  stands,  upon  my  knowledge^ 
Or  else  she  counterfeits,  I  know  the  virtue. 

Cos.  Never  did  sorrows  in  afflicted  woman 
Meet  with  such  cruelties.    Such  hard-hearted 
ways 


Human  invention  never  found  before. 
To  call  back  life  to  live,  is  but  ill  taken 
By  some  departing  soul :  then  to  force  mia^ 
Back  to  an  eternal  act  of  death  in  lust. 
What  is  it  but  most  execrable? 

Bor.  So,  so ; 
But  this  is  firom  my  business.    List  to  me  s 
Here  you  are  now  mt  from  all  hope  of  friendsbipi 
Save  what  you  make  in  me :  'scape  me  yoo 

caimot ; 
Send  your  soul  that  assurance:  that  resolv'd  on. 
You  know  not  who  I  am,  nor  ever  shall  i 
I  need  not  fear  you  then ;  but  give  consent^ 
Then  with  the  faithfulness  of  a  true  friend^ 
I'll  open  myself  to  you,  fall  your  servant. 
As  I  do  now  in  hope,  proud  uf  submission. 
And  seal  the  deed  up  with  eternal  secresv. 
Not  death  shall  pluck  it  from  me,  much  lest 
The  king's  authority  or  torture. 

Vor,  1  admire  hmi. 

Cat,  Oh,  sir,  whate'er  you  are,  I  teach  my 
knee 
Thus  to  requite  you ;  be  content  to  take 
Onlv  my  sight,  as  ransom  for  my  honour, 
And  where  you  have  but  mock'd  my  eyes  with 

darkness, 
Pluck  them  quite  out;  all  outward  ligbtsofbody 
I'll  spare  most  willingly,  but  take  not  from  me 
That  which  must  euide  me  to  another  world. 
And  leave  me  dark  for  ever  t  fast  without 
That  cursed  pleasure,  which  will  make  two  souls 
Endure  a  famine  everlastingly. 

Hor^  This  almost  moves.  \A$Ukm 

Vor.  By  this  light  he'U  be  taken.         {Aside. 

Hor.  ril  wrestle  down  all  pity— What?  will 
vou  consent  ? 

Coi,  Va  never  be  so  guilty. 

Hor,  Farewell  words  then. 
You  hear  no  more  of  me,  but  thus  I  seize  you. 

Ca$.  Oh!  if  a  power  above  be  reverencrd  by 
thee, 
I  bind  thee  by  that  name,  by  manhood,  noble- 
ness. 
And  all  the  charms  of  honour. 

[VoRTiGEB  inatcha  ker  away, 

Hor,  Ah,  ha,  here's  one  caught 
For  an  example :  never  was  poor  lady 
So  mock'd  into  false  terror :  with  what  anguish 
She  lies  with  her  own  lord !  now  she  could  curse 
All  into  barrenness,  and  beguile  herself  by  it. 
Conceit's  a  powerfol  thing,  and  is  indeed 
Plac'd  as  a  palate  to  taste  grief,  or  love, 
And  as  that  relbhes,  so  we  approve : 
Hence  comes*  it  that  our  ta^te  is  so  beguil'd, 
Changing  pure  blood  for  some  tbnt'a  mix'd  and 
soil'd.  [Egit, 

SCENBm. 

Enter  Hevoist. 

Hen,  A  fair  and  fortunate  constellation  rdcn'd 
When  we  set  ibet  here,  for  fix>m  hb  first  ^ 
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unbounded  eyes  seemM    | 


(Which  to  ft  king's 

nothing) 

The  compass  of  a  hide,  I  have  erected 
A  strong  and   spacious  castle,  yet  contain*d 

myself 
Within  my  limits,  without  check  or  censure. 
Thither,  with  u\i  th'  observance  of  a  subject. 
The  liveliest  witness  of  a  grateful  mind, 
I  purpose  to  invite  him  and  bis  queen. 
And  feast  them  nobly.  [^1  noue  without. 

Bar,  We  will  eater,  sir; 
'Tis  ft  state  business,  of  a  twelTe>month  long. 
The  chusing  of  a  ma^or. 
Hen.  What  noise  is  that  ? 
Tay,  Sir,  we  must  speak  with  the  good  earl 

of  Kent; 
Though  we  were  never  brought  up  to  keep  a 

door. 
We  are  as  honest,  sir,  as  some  that  do. 

Enter  a  Gentleman, 

Hen.  Now,  sir,  what's  the  occasion  of  their 
clamours? 

Gent,  Please  you,  my  lord,  a  company  of 
townsmen 
Are  bent  against  all  denials  and  resistance 
To  have  speech  with  your  lordship,  and  that  you 
Must  end  a  difference,  which  none  else  can  do. 

^en.  Why  then  there's  reason  in  their  violence. 
Which  I  ne'er  look'd  for :  first  let  in  but  one, 

[Exit  Gentleman, 
And  as  we  relish  him  the  rest  come  on. 
n]*i6  no  safe  wisdom  in  a  rising  man 
To  slight  off*  such  as  these ;  nay,  rather  these 
Are  the  foundations  of  a  lofty  work ; 
We  cannot  build  without  them,  and  stand  sure. 
He  that  first  ascends  to  a  mountain's  top 
Must  begin  at  the  foot. — ^Now,  sir,  who  comes? 


Enter  Gentleman, 


Gent, 


They  cannot  yet  agree,  my  lord,  of 

that; 

They  say  'tis  worse  now  than  it  was  before. 
For  wliere  the  difference  was  but  between  two. 


Upon  this  coming  first  they're  all  at  oddi. 
One  Siiys,  he  shall  lose  his  place  in  the  church  b/t; 
Another  will  not  do  his  wife  that  wnrag; 
And  by  their  good  wills  they  would  all  come  firsL 
The  strife  continues  in  most  heat,  my  kud, 
Between  a  country  barber  and  a  tayh>r 
Of  the  san^e  town,  and  which  your  lordship 

names, 
'Tis  yielded  by  consent  that  he  shall  enter. 
Hen,  "  Here's  no  sweet  coil,  I  am  gkd  they 

are  so  reasonable; 
Call  in  the  barber,  if  the  tale  be  long, 
He'll  cut  it  short  I  trust,  that's  all  the  hope. 

Unlet  Barber, 

Now,  sir,  are  you  the  barber  ? 

Bar,  Ob  most  barbarous ! 
A  corrector  of  enormities  in  hair,  my  lord, 
A  promoter  of  upper  lips,  or  what  your  lordriiip. 
In  the  neatness  ot  your  discretion,  shall  think  fit 
To  call  me. 

Hen,  Very  good,  I  see  you  have  thb  without 
book; 
But  what's  your  business  ? 

Bar,  Your  lordship  comes  to  a  very  high 
point  indeed. 
The  business,  sir,  lies  about  the  bead. 

Hen,  That's  work  for  you. 

Bar,  No,  my  good  lord,  there  is  a  corpora* 
tion, 
A  body,  a  kind  of  body. 

Hen,  The  barber  is  out  at  the  body,  let  in 
the  taylor ; 
This  'tis  to  reach  beyond  your  own  profenkxi ; 
When  you  let  go  your  head,  you  lose  joor 

memory : 
You  have  no  business  with  the  body. 

Bar,  Yes^  sir, 
I  am  a  barber-chirurgeon,  I  have  had 
Something  to  do^with  it  in  my  time,  my  \or6p 
And  I  was  never  so  out  of  the  bdiy    , 
As  I  have  been  of  late :  send  me  ^ood  lock, 
I'll  marry  some  whore  but  I'll  get  in  again. 


"  Here'8  no  moeet  caU,— It  is  observed  by  Dr.  Warbnrton,  (see  Note  to  FIret  Part  ^Hemy  IV. 
A.  5.  S.  3,)  tiiat  in  Shakspeare's  time  the  negative  in  conunon  speech  was  used  to  design,  iroaicslhr, 
the  excess  of  a  thinir :  and  tiiis  assertion  is  fuUy  confirmed  by  the  several  examples  produced  by  Ur 
Steevens  in  proof  of  it.    The  following  might  be  added  to  those  already  given.    A.  5.  S.  1 : 

'<  Heri^s  no  abute  to  the  common  wealth." 
Ben  Johnson's  Every  Man  in  hit  Humour,  A.  4.  S.  7 : 

"  OhenTs  no  foppery  f"* 
Massinger's  City  Madam,  A.  1.  8. 1 :  * 

"  Hem's  no  gr9$$  flattery," 

mddletan*9Chay$tBUyd^Cheti^nde,  p.SO: 

«<  Her^i no unoontcUmable vtUainy I" 
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Enter  Tayior. 

Hen^  Now,  sir,  a  good  discovery  come  from 
you. 

Toy.  I  will  rip  up  the  Hnin((9  to  your  lordship. 
And  shew  what  staff 'tis  made  of;  for  the  boay 
Or  corporatioD — 

Hen.  There  the  barber  left  indeed. 

Toy,  Tis  piec'd  up  of  two  fashions. 

Hen.  A  patch'd  town  the  whilest. 

Toy.  Nor  can  we  go  through  stitch,  my  noble 
lord. 
The  choler  is  so  great  in  the  one  party. 
And  as  in  linsey-woolsey  wove  together. 
One  piece  makes  several  suits,  so,  upright  earl, 
Oor  linsey*woolsey  hearts  make  all  this  coil. 

Hen.  What's  all  this  now?   I  am  ne'er  the 
wiser  yet, 

Enter  Cloven 

Call  in  the  rest.    Now,  sirs,  what  are  yon  ? 

Ghv.  Sir,  reverence  on  your  lordship, 
I  am  a  glover. 

Hen.  What  needs  that  then? 

Gkv.  Sometimes  I  deal  in  dog's  leather,  sir, 
reverence  the  while. 

Hen^  Well,  to  the  purpose,  if  there  be  any 
towards. 

GloD.  I  were  an  ass  else,  saving  your  lord- 
ship's presence ; 
We  have  a  body,  but  our  town  wants  a  hand, 
A  hand  of  justice,  a  worshipful  master  mayor. 

Hen^  This  is  well  handled  yet,  a  man  may  take 
Some  Aid  on  it.    You  want  a  mayor  ? 

Glav,  Right,  but  there's  two  at  fisty-cufifs 
about  it, 
Sir,  as  I  may  say  at  daggers  drawing. 
Bat  tliat  I  cannot  say,  because  they  have  none ; 
And  yoo  beins  earl  of  Kent,  our  town  does  say. 
Tour  lordship^  voice  shall  part  and  end  the  fray. 

Hen.  This  is  strange  work  for  me — Well,  sir, 
what  be  they  ? 

Ghv,  The  one  is  a  tanner. 

Hen.  Fie,  I  shall  be  too  partial, 
I  owe  too  much  affection  to  that  trade 
To  put  it  to  my  voice — What  is  his  name? 

Ghv.  Simou. 

Hen.  How,  Simon  too  ? 

Gbv.  Nay,  'tis  but  Simon  one,  sir, 
The  very  same  Simon  that  sold  your  lordship  a 
hide. 

Hen.  What  sayest  thou  ? 

Giov.  That's  all  his  glory,  sir,  he  got  his  roaster's 
Widow  by  it  presentlv,  a  rich  tanner^s  wife. 
She  has  s^  bun  np ;  be  was  her  fore^nan 
A  kmg  time  in  her  other  husband's  days. 

Ben.  Now  let  me  perish  in  my  first  aspiring, 
u  the  pretty  smiplici^  of  his  fortune 


Do  not  most  highly  take  roe;  'tis  a  presage,  roe- 
thinks. 
Of  bright  succeeding  happiness  to  mine. 
When  my  fate's  glow-worm  casts  forth  such  a 

shine. 
And  what  are  those  that  do  contend  with  him  ? 
Tay.  Mnrry,  niy  noble  lord,  a  f^tiaii-weaver. 
Hen.  How  I  lie  offer 
To  compare  with  Simon !  he  a  fit  match  for  hini ! 
Bar.  Hark,  hark,  my  lord,  here  they  come 
both 
Id  a  pelting  chafe  from  the  town-houte. 

Enter  Simov  and  Olivee. 

Sinu  How,  before  me  ?  I  scorn  tbee^ 
Thou  wattle-fac'd  sindg'd  pig. 

OUv.  Pig?  I  defy  thee, 
My  uncle  was  a  Jew,  and  scom'd  the  ^*  motioif. 

Sim.  I  list  not  brook  thy  vaonts,  compare  with 
me? 
Thou  spindle  of  concupiscence,  'tis  well  known 
Tliy  first  wife  was  a  flax-wench. 

OUv.  But  such  a  flax-wench  would  I  might 
never  want 
At  my  need,  nor  any  friend  of  mine: 
My  neighbours  knew  her,  thy  wife  was  but 
An  hempen  halter  to  her. 

Sim.  Use  better  words, 
I'll  hang  thee  in  my  year  else. 
Let  who  will  chuse  thee  afterwards. 

Olov.  Peace,  for  shame. 
Quench  your  spirit,  do  not  you  see  his  lordship? 

Hen.  What,  master  Simonides  ? 

Sim.  Simonides? 
What  a  fair  name  hath  he  made  of  Simon ! 
Then  he's  an  ass  that  calls  me  Simon  again, 
I  am  quite  out  of  love  with  it. 

Hen.  Give  roe  thy  hand, 
I  love  thy  fortunes,  and  like  a  man  that  thrives. 

Sim.  I  took  a  widow,  my  lord, 
To  be  the  best  piece  of  ground  to  thrive  on. 
And  by  my  faith,  my  lord,  there's  a  young  Si- 
monides, 
Like  a  green  onion,  peeping  up  already.    . 

Hen.  Th'hast  a  good  lucky  band. 

Sim.  I  have  somewhat,  sir. 

Hen.  But  why  to  me  is  this  election  offer'd? 
The  chusiug  of  a  mayor  goes  by  roost  voices. 

Sim.  True,  sir,  but  most  of  our  townsmen  are 
so  hoane 
With  drinking,  there's  not  a  good  voice  among 
them  all. 

Hen.  Are  you  content  to  put  it  to  all  these 
then? 
To  whom  I  liberally  resign  my  interest, 
To  prevent  censures. 

iSifii.  I  speak  first,  my  lord. 

Oliv.  Though  I  speak  last,  my  lord,  I  am  not 
least; 


^  M^tkmt — Or  more  likely  the  mention^  that  is,  the  aery 
VOL.  III. 


i^nPig. 
SN 
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If  they  will  east  awnt  a  town-born  child, 
They  may,  it  is  but  dying  some  forty  years 
Before  my  time. 

JSTen.  I  leave  you  to  vonr choice  a  while.  [Exit. 
AH*  Your  good  lordship. 

Sim.  Look  you,  neighbours,  before  you  be  too 
hasty. 
Let  Oliver  the  fustian-weaver  stand 
As  fair  as  I  do,  and  the  devil  do  him  good  on^t. 

Oliv.  I  do,  thou  upstart  callymoocher,  I  do ; 
Tis  well  known  to  the  parish  I  have  been     [up 
Twice  alecunner;  thou  mushroom,  thou  shot'st 
In  a  night,  by  lying  with  thy  mistress. 

Sim,  Faith,  thou  art  such  a  spiny  baldrib. 
All  the  mistresses  in  the  town  will  never  get 
thee  upv 

Oliv,  I  scorn  to  rise  by  a  woman  as  thou  didst. 
My  wfe  ihull  rise  by  me. 

Ghv,  I  pray  leave  your  communication. 
We  can  do  nothing  else. 

Oliv.  '*  I  gave  Uiat  barber  a  fustian-suit, 
And  twice  redeemed  his  cittern:   he  may  re- 
member me. 

Sim,  I  fear  no  false  measure  but  in  that  taylor ; 
Theglover  and  button-maker  are  both  cock-sure; 
That  collier's  eye  I  like  not : 
Now  they  consult,  the  matter  is  in  brewing. 
Poor  Gill,  my  wife,  lies  longing  for  the  news. 
Twill  make  her  a  glad  mother. 

All,  A  Simon,  a  Simon. 

Sim.  Good  people,  I  thank  you  all. 

Oliv.  Wretch  that  I  am  ! 
Tanner,  thou  hast  curried  favour. 

Sim.  I  curry  !  I  defy  thy  fustian  fiime. 

OUv,  But  I  will  prove  a  rebel  all  thy  year. 
And  raise  op  the  seven  deadly  sins  against  thee. 

[Exit. 

Sim,  The  deadly  sins  will  scorn  to  rise  by  thee, 
If  they  have  any  breeding,  as  commonly 
Thev  are  well  brought  up,  'tis  not  for  every  scab 
To  be  acquainted  with  them;   but  leaving  the 

scab. 
To  you,  good  neighbours,  now  I  bend  my  speech, 
First,  to  say  more  than  a  man  can  say, 
I  hold  it  not  fit  to  be  spoken ;  but  to  say 
What  a  man  ought  to  say,  there  I  leave  you  also. 


I  must  confess  tout  lores  bave  cboaen  a  weak 

and  unlearned  man : 
That  I  can  neither  write  nor  read,  you  all  can 

witness ; 
Yet  not  altogether  so  unlearned^  but  I  can  set 
my  mark  to  a  bond, 

If  I  would  be  so  simple ;  an  excellent  token  of 
government. 

Cheer  you  then,  my  liearts,  you  have  drnie  you 
know  not  what ; 

There's  a  full  point.  There  you  must  all  cough  and 
hem.      [Here  they  all  cough  and  hem. 

Now  touching  our  common  adversary  the  fustian- 
weaver, 

Who  threatens  he  will  raise  the  deadly  ains 
among  us, 

Let  them  come,  our  town  is  big  enougjh  to  hold 
them. 

We  will  not  so  much  disgrace  it;  besides,  yoo 
know, 

A  deadly  sin  will  lie  in  a  narrow  bole; 

But  when  they  think  themselves  safest,  and  the 
web 

Of  their  iniquity  best  woven,  with  the  horse- 
strensth  of  my  justice 

I  will  break  through  the  look  of  their  concu- 
piscence, 

And  make  the  weaver  go  seek  his  shuttle. 

Here  you  may  cough  and  hem  again. 

If  you'll  do  mc  the  favour. 

[They  cau^h  and  hem  again. 
Why,  I  thank  you  all,  and  n  shall  not  go  un- 
rewarded. 

Now  for  tlie  deadly  sins,  pride,  sloth,  en  vm^wmtb ; 

As  for  covetousness  and  gluttony,  I'll  tRl  you 

More  of  that  when  I  come  out  of  my  office ; 

I  shall  have  time  to  try  what  tliey  are ; 

I  will  prove  them  soundly :  and  if  I  find  gluttony 

And  covetousness  to  be  directly  sins, 

I'll  bury  the  one  in  the  bottom  of  a>  chest. 

And  the  other  in  the  end  of  my  earden. 

But,  sirs,  for  leachery,  I'll  tickle  that  home 
myself, 

I'll  not  leave  a  whore  in  the  town. 

Bar,  Some  of  your  neighbours  must  seek  their 

Wives  in  the  country  then. 


'3  I  gme  that  barber  aj)utiim  ndt, 

And  twice  redeemed  hi$  cittern :  he  may  remember  me. — A  Lute  or  Cittern  formerly  nsed  to  be  part 
of  the  ftimitnre  of  a  barber's  shop,  and,  as  Sir  John  Hawkins  in  his  Notes  on  Walton's  Con^^ete  Am- 
gler,  p.  td6,  observes,  answered  the  end  of  a  newspaper,  the  now  common  amnsement  af  wait- 
ing customers.  In  an  old  book  of  Eni|mas,  to  every  one  of  vdiich  the  aothor  has  prefixed  a  wooden 
cat  of  the  subject  of  the  Enipia,  is  a  barber,  and  the  cut  J^resenta  a  barber's  shop,  in  which  then 
is  one  person  sitting  in  a  chair,  under  the  barber's  hands ;  while  another,  who  is  waiting  for  his  taia, 
is  phiyuig  on  the  Late ;  and  on  the  side  of  the  shop  hangs  another  instrument,  of  tlie  Lute  or  Cinem 
kind.  This  custom  will  explain  the  following  passage  m  Ben  Jonson's  Silent  H'omany  A.  3.  S.  6,  where 
Morose  crys  oat,  **  That  curs^  barber!— I  have  married  his  Cittern,  that  is  conunon  to  aU  metti" 
again.  Lord  Falkland's  Marriage  Night,  A.  1.  S.  1: 


" He  has  travel'd  and  speaks  languages, 

A$  a  barbet^i  boyplay$  o*  th^gUtem." 
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Sim.  Barber,  be  sUenty 
I  will  cut  thy  comb  else.    To  conclude, 
I  will  learn  the  villain  v  of  all  trades; 
My  own  I  know  already ;  if  there  be  any  knavery 
In  the  baker,  I  will  bolt  it  out ;  if  in  the  brewer, 
I  will  taste  him  thoroughly. 
And  piss  out  his  iniquity  at  his  own  suckhole : 
In  a  word,  I  will  knock  down  all  enormities 
Like  a  butcher,  and  send  the  hide 
To  my  fellow  tanners. 

AlL  A  Simonides,  a  true  Simonides  indeed. 

Mnier  Hengist  and  Roxena. 

Hen.  How  now,  how  goes  your  choice  ? 

Toy,  This  is  he,  ray  lord. 

Sim,  To  prove  I  am  the  man,  I  am  bold  to  take 
The  upper  hand  of  your  lordship : 
III  not  lose  an  inch  of  my  honour. 

Hen.  Hold,  sirs,  there's  some  few  crowns 
To  mend  your  feast,  because  I  like  your  choice. 

Bar,  Joy  bless  you,  sir ! 
We'll  drink  your  health  with  trumpets. 

Sim,  Ay,  with  sack- huts. 
That's  the  more  solemn  drinking  for  my  state. 
Ko  malt  this  year  shall  fume  into  my  pate. 

[Exit  cum  tuis. 

Hen,  Continues  still  that  favour  in  his  love  ? 

Hot.  Nay,  with  increase,  my  lord,  the  flame 
grows  greater, 
Thoogh  he  has  learn'd  a  better  art  of  late 
To  set  a  skreen  before  it. 

Enter  Vobtiger  and  Horsus. 

Hen,  Speak  lower. 

Hor.  Heard  every  word,  my  lord. 

Vor,  Plainly  ? 

Hor.  Distinctly; 
The  course  I  took  was  dangerous,  but  not  failing, 
For  I  convey*d  myself  behmd  the  hangings 
Even  just  before  his  entrance. 

Vor,  Twas  well  ventur'd.  [longins 

Hor.  I  had  such  a  woman's  first  and  second 
lo  me  to  hear  her,  how  she'd  bear  her  mock'd 
After  she  was  return'd  to  privacy,  [abuse 

I  coold  have  fasted  out  an  embei^week, 
Aod  never  thought  of  hunger,  to  have  heard  her; 
I    Then  came  your  holy  Lupus  and  Germanus. 
'        Vor.  Two  holy  confessors. 

Hor.  At  whose  first  sight 
I  coald  perceive  her  fall  upon  her  breast, 
And  cruelly  afflict  herself  with  sorrow ; 
I  oever  hea^  a  sigh  till  I  beard  hers, 
Who  after  her  confession,  pitying  her, 
Pot  her  into  a  way  of  patience, 
Wbch  now  she  holds,  to  keep  it  hid  from  you, 
T^rc*s  all  the  pleasure  that  1  took  in't  now, 
When  I  heard  that,    my  pains  was  well  re- 
membered. 


So  with  applying  comforts  and  relief. 

They  have  brought  it  lower,  to  an  easy  grief; 

But  yet  the  taste  is  not  quite  gone. 

Vor.  Still  fortune 
Sits  bettering  our  inventions. 

Enter  Castica. 

Hor.  Here  she  comes. 

Cos.  Yonder's  my  4ord ;  oh !  T'll  return  again, 
Methinks  I  should  not  dare  to  look  on  him. 

Hor,  She*s  gone  again. 

Vor.  It  works  the  kindlier,  sir. 
Go  now  and  ciill  her  back,  she  winds  herself 
Into  the  snare  so  pretcily,  'tis  a  pleasure 
To  set  toils  for  her. 

Cos.  He  may  read  my  shame 
Now  in  my  blush.  [Aside, 

Vor,  Come,  y'are  so  link'd  to  holiness, ' 
So  taken  with  contemplative  desires. 
That  the  world  has  you,  yet  enjoys  you  not; 
You  have  been  weeping  too. 

Cos.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

Vor,  Trust  me,  I  fear  you  have ;  y'are  much 
to  blame 
To  yield  so  much  to  passion  without  cause. 
Is  not  some  time  enough  for  meditation  ? 
Must  it  lay  title  to  your  health  and  beauty. 
And  draw  them  into  time's  consumption  too  ? 
'Tis  too  exacting  for  a  holy  faculty. 
My  lord  of  Kent ! — I  pr'ythee  wake  him,  captain. 
He  reads  himself  asleep,  sure. 

Hor.  My  lord  ! 

Vor,  Nay, 
I'll  take  away  your  book  and  bestow't  here. 

Jlen.  Your  pardon,  sir. 

Vor.  Lady,  you  that  delight  in  virgin  stories, 
And  all  chaste  works,  here's  excellent  reading 

for  you ; 
Make  of  that  book  as  made  men  do  of  finvours. 
Which  they  grow  sick  to  part  from.    And  now, 

my  lord. 
You  that  have  so  conceitedly  gone  beyond  me, 
And  made  so  large  use  of  a  slender  gift 
Which  we  ne'er  minded;  I  commend  your 

thrift 
And  that  your  building  may  to  all  ages 
Carry  the  stamp  and  impress  of  your  wit. 
It  shall  be  calPd  *♦  Thong-Castle. 

Hm.  How,  my  lord, 
Thong-Castle !  there  your  grace  quits  me  kindly. 

Vor.  Tis  fit  an  should  be  known  by  its  right 

name ;  [fiimc. 

You  that  can  spread  my  pifb,  1*11  spread  your 

Hen.  1  thank  your  grace  for  that. 

Vor.  And,  loved  lord. 
So  well  we  do  accept  your  invitation, 
With  all  speed  we'll  set  forwards. 

Hen.  Your  honour  loves  me.  [Exeunt, 


Jf  IW-Cartie.— See  LambaraCs  Perambulaivm  qf  Kent  1596,  p.  195.    Jeffrey  of  Monmouth's 
Bntitk  mnvry,  B.  vi.  c.  11. 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Smov  and  all  his  Brethrtn^  a  Mace  and 
Sword  before  kim^  meeting  Vortigie,  Cas- 
TiZAy  H«M0I8T»  RoxsK  A,  U0R8U8,  two  L§dies, 

Sun.  Lo  If  the  major  of  Quinborough  by  name, 
With  all  my  brethren,  savins  one  tliat's  lame, 
Are  come  as  fast  as  fiery  milUhorse  gallops 
To  g;reet  thy  grace,  thy  queen,  imd  her  fiiir 

troUops. 
For  reason  of  our  coming  do  not  look, 
It  must  be  done,  I  fiod  it  i'  tli'  town-book ; 
And  yet  not  I  myself,  I  cannot  read, 
I  keep  a  clerk  to  do  those  jobs  for  need. 
And  now  expect  a  rare  conceit  before  Thong- 
Castle,  see  thee ; 
Reach  me  the  thing  to  give  the  king,  the  other 

too  I  pr'ythee: 
Now  here  they  be,  for  queen  and  thee,  the  gift 

all  steel  and  leather : 
Bot  the  conceit  of  mickle  weiglit,  and  here  they 

come  together : 
To  shew  two  loves  milst  join  in  one,  our  town 

presents  by  me 
This  gilded  scabbaitl  to  the  queen,  this  dagger 
unto  thee. 
Tor,    Forbear  your  tedious  and  ridiculous 
duties; 
I  hate  them,  as  I  do  the  riots  of  your 
Inconstant  rabble;  I  have  felt  your  fits. 
Sheath  up  your  bounties  with  your  iron  wits. 

[Exit  cum  iociii, 
Sim.  Look,  sirs,  is  his  back  tum*d  ? 
JIL  It  is,  It  is. 
^  Sim.  Then  bless  the  good  earl  of  Kent,  say  I, 
I'll  have  this  dagger  tum'd  into  a  pye, 
And  eaten  up  for  ancer,  every  bit  on't. 
And  when  this  pye  i^all  be  cut  up  by  some  rare 

cunning  pye-nuin. 
They  shall  foil  lamentably  sing,  Put  up  thy  dag- 
ger, Simon.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  n. 

Enter  Hbmoist,  Hoesus,  Vorticbe,  Devon- 
8HIEE,  Staffoeo,  Castiza,  Roxeva,  Ladies. 

Hen.  A  welcome,  mighty  lord,  may  appear 
costlier. 
More  foil  of  toil  and  talk,  shew  and  conceit. 
But  one  more  stor'd  with  lliankful  love  and  truth 
I  forbid  all  the  sons  of  men  to  boast  of. 

Vor.  Why  here's  a  fabric  that  implies  eternity. 
The  buUding  plain,  but  most  substantial ; 
Methmks  it  looks  as  if  it  mockM  all  ruin, 
Saving  that  master-piece  of  consummation. 
The  end  of  time,  which  must  contome  even  min, 
And  eat  that  into  dndera. 


Hen.  There^s  no  brass 
Would  pass  your  praise,  my  Iprd ;  *twonld  last 

beyond  it, 
And  shame  our  durablest  metal. 

Vor.  Horstts! 

Hor.  My  lord ! 

Vor.  This  is  the  time  I  have  chosen;  here*sa 
foil  meeting, 
And  here  I  will  disgrace  her. 

Hor.  Twill  be  sharp,  my  lord. 

Vor.  Oh,  'twill  be  best. 

Hor.  Why,  here's  the  earl  her  fother. 

Vor.  Ay,  and  the  lord  her  uncle,  that's  the 
height  of  it. 
Invited  both  on  purpose,  to  rise  sick 
Full  of  shame's  surfeit. 

Hor.  And  that's  shrewd,  by'r  lady. 
It  ever  sticks  close  to  the  ribs  of  honour; 
Great  men  are  never  sound  men  after  it. 
It  leaves  some  ach  or  other  in  their  names  still. 
Which  their  posterity  foels  at  every  weather. 

Vor.  Mark  but  the  least  presentment  of  oc- 
casion. 
As  these  times  yield  enough,  apd  then  mark  me. 

Hor.  My  observance  is  all  yours,  you  know't, 
my  lord — 
What  carenil  ways  some  take  to  abase  them- 
selves! 
But  as  there  be  assurers  of  mens  goods 
'Gainst  storms  or  pirates,  which  gives  adven- 
turers courage. 
So  such  there  must  be  to  make  up  man's  theft, 
Or  there  would  be  no  woman-venturer  left. 
See,  now  they  find  their  seats !  what  a  folse  knot 
Of  amity  he  ties  about  her  arm. 
Which  rage  must  part !    In  marriage  'tis  do 

wonder. 
Knots  knit  with  kisses  oft  are  broke  with  thunder. 
Music !  then  I  have  done,- 1  always  learn 
To  give  mv  betters  place.  [Aside. 

Vor,  Where's  captain  Horsus  ? 
Sit,  sit,  we'll  have  a  health  anon  to  all  good 
services. 

Hor.  They  are  poor  in  these  days,  th'had  ra- 
ther hftTe 
The  carp  than  the  health ;  he  hears  me  not, 
And  most  great  men  are  deaf  on  that  side. 

Vor.  My  lord  of  Kent,  I  (bank  you  for  this 
welcome. 
It  came  unthought  of  in  the  iweete^  language 
That  ever  my  soul  relish'd. 

Hen.  You  are  pleas'd,  mv  lord. 
To  raise  my  happmess  for  slight  deservingi 
To  shew  what  power's  in  princes;  not  in  us 
Aught  worthy,  'tis  in  you  that  makes  os  thos. 
lamdiiefly  sad,  my  lord,  your  Queen*s  not  merry. 

Vor.  Sohonour  bless  me,  he  lias  found  the  way 
To  my  grief  strangely.    Is  there  no  deligln— 
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Cm.  My  lord,  I  wish  not  nnj,  nor  is't  n^ful^ 
I  am  as  I  was  erer. 

For.  Thai's  not  so. 

Cas»  Ifow  ?  oh  my  fears !  [Aiide^ 

Vor,  Whep  she  writ  maid,  my  lord^ 
Toa  knew  her  otherwise. 

Devon.  To  speak  but  troth, 
I  never  knew  her  a  great  friend  to  mirth. 
Nor  taken  much  wiui  any  one  delight. 
Though  there  be  many  seemly  and  honourable 
To  etve  content  to  ladies  without  taxing. 

for.  My  lord  of  Kent,  this  to  thy  full  deserts, 
Which  intimates  thy  higher  flow  to  honour. 

Hen.  Which  like  a  river,  shtdl  return  in  service 
To  the  jzreat  master-fbmitain. 

For.  Where's  your  lord  ? 
I  miss'd  him  not  till  now;  lady,  and  yours? 
No  marvel  then  we  were  so  out  of  the  way 
of  ail  pleasant  discourse;  the;  are  the  keys 
Of  human  music ;  sure  at  their  nativities 
Great  nature  sign'd  a  general  patent  to  them 
To  take  up  all  the  mirth  in  a  whole  kingdom. 
What's  their  employment  now  ? 

Is^  Lady.  May  it  please  your  grace. 
We  never  are  so  far  acquainted  with  them ; 
Nothing  we  know  but  what  they  cannot  keep. 
That's  even  the  fiiishion  of  them  all,  my  lord. 

For.  it  seems  y'  have  great  thought  in  their 
constancies. 
And  they  in  yours,  you  dare  so  trust  each  other. 

id  Lady.  Hope  well  we  do,  my  lord,  we  have 
reason  for  it. 
Because  they  say  brown  men  are  honestest. 
But  she's  a  rool  will  swear  for  any  colour. 

For.  They  would  for  yours. 

%d  Lady.  Troth  'tis  a  doubtful  question. 
And  I'd  be  loth  to  put  mine  to't,  ray  lord. 

For.  Faith,  dare  you  swear  for  yourselves? 
tha^s  a  plain  question. 

ULady.  My  lord? 

For,  You  cannot  deny  that  with  honour. 
And  since  'tis  urg'd,  III  put  you  to't  in  troth. 

\9t  Lady.  May  it  please  your  grace — 

For.  Twould  please  me  very  well. 
And  here's  a  book,  mine  never  goes  witliout  one, 
She's  an  example  to  you  all  for  purity ; 
Come,  swear  (I  have  sworn  you  shall)  that  you 

ne'er  knew 
The  will  of  any  man,  besides  your  husband's. 

%iLa^,  I'll  swear,  my  lord,  as  far  as  my 
remembrance. 

For.  How !  your  remembrance  ?   that  were 
strange. 

VULord.  Your  grace 
Hearing  our  iust  excuse,  will  not  say  so. 

For.  Well,  what's  your  just  excuse?    Y'are 
never  without  some.  [lord : 

ttf  Lady.  I  am  often  taken  with  a  sleep,  my 
The  lood^  thunder  cannot  waken  me; 
Not  if  a  cannon's  burden  be  discharg'd 
Close  by  my  ear.    The  more  may  be  my  wrong. 
There  can  be  no  infirmity,  my  lord^ 
^ore  excoieable  in  any  woman. 


Zd  Lady.  And  I  am  so  troubled  with  tht 
mother  too, 
I  have  ofUn  cail'd  in  help,  I  know  not  whom. 
Three  at  once  have  been  too  weak  to  keep  me 
down. 
For,  I  perceive,  there's  no  feistening — ^Well^ 
fair  one  then. 
That  never  deceives,  faith's  anchor  of  her  hold. 
Come  at  all  seasons.    Here,  be  thou  the  star 
To  guide  those  erring  women,  shew  the  way 
Which  I  will  make  them  fbliow^Why  do'st  starts 
Draw  back,  and  look  so  pale? 
Cos.  My  lord ! 

Vor.  Come  hither;  [sand. 

Nothing  but  take  that  oath:  thou'lt  take  a  thou« 
A  thousand !  nay  a  million,  or  as  many 
As  there  be  angels  registers  of  oaths. 
Why  look  thee,  over-fearful  chastity, 
(That  sinn'st  in  nothiug  but  in  too  much  niceness) 
I'll  begin  first  and  swear  for  thee  myself. 
I  know  thee  a  perfection  so  unstain'd, 
So  sure,  so  absolute;  I  will  not  pant  on  it, 
But  catch  time  greedily — By  all  those  blessingis 
That  blow  truth  intotruitfulnessy  and  those  curses 
That  with  their  barren  breaths  blast  perjury^ 
Thou  art  as  pure  as  sanctity's  best  shrine 
From  lU  man's  mixture,  save  what's  lawful^ 
mine. 
Cat.  Oh  Heaven  forgive  him,  he  has  forsworn 
himself!  [Atide., 

For,  Come,  !tis  but  going  now  my  way. 
Ca$.  That's  bad  enoueh.  \And€^ 

For.  I  have  clear'd  aU  doubts,  yon  see. 
Ca$.  Good,  my  lord,  spare  me. 
For.  How !  it  grows  later  than  so.    For  mo* 
dest/s  Mke, 
Make  more  speed  this  way. 
Ca$,  Pardon  me,  my  lord, 
I  cannot. 
For.  What? 
Cat.  I  dare  not. 
For.  Fail  all  confidence  in  thy  weak  kind  for 

ever. 
Devon,  Here's  a  storm 
Able  to  make  all  of  our  name  inhumid^ 
And  raise  tliem  fit)m  their  sleeps  of  peace  and 

fume, 
To  set  the  honours  of  th«r  bloods  right,  here, 
Hundred  years  after.    A  perpetual  motion 
Has  their  true  glory  been  from  seed  to  seed, 
And  cannot  be  choak'd  now  with  a  poor  grain 
Of  dost  and  earth.    Her  uncle  and  myself 
Wild  in  this  tempest,  aseverrobb'd  man's  peace. 
Will  undertake,  upon  life's  deprivation, 
She  shall  accept  this 'oath. 

For.  You  do  but  call  me  then 
Into  a  world  of  more  despair  and  liorror: 
Yet  since  so  wilfully  you  stand  engag'd 
In  high  scorn  to  be  touch'd !  with  expedition 
Perfect  your  undertakings  with  ^our  lames, 
Or,  bv  the  issues  of  aburd  belief, 
I'll  take  the  forfeit  of  lives,  lands,  and  honours^ 
And  mak^oue  ruin  serve  our  joys  and  yours. 
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Cos.  Why,  here*8  a  heigbt  of  miseries  never 
reacb*d  31  et; 
I  lose  myself  and  others. 
Devon,  You  may  see 
How  much  we  lay  in  balance  with  your  goodness, 
And  had  we  more,  it  went ;  for  we  presume 
Yon  cannot  be  religious  and  so  vile 
Cat,  As  to  forswear  myself— 'tis  truth,  great 
sir, 
The  honour  of  your  bed  hath  been  abus*d. 
For.  Oh,  beyond  patience ! 
Cos.  But  give  me  uearing,  sir: 
Twas  far  from  my  consent;  I  was  surprised 
By  villainies,  and  so  raught. 
Vor,  Hear  you  that,  sirs? 
Oh  cunning  texture  to  inclose  adultery ! 
Mark  but  what  subtle  vail  her  sins  put  on. 
Religion  brings  her  to  confession  first, 
Then  steps  m  art  to  sanctify  that  lust, 
rris  likely  you  could  be  surpriz'd. 
Cat,  My  lord ! 
Vor,  1*11  hear  no  more— our  guard  seize  on 

those  lords. 
Devon.  We  cannot  perish  now  too  fiwt :  make 
speed 
To  swift  destruction.    He  breathes  most  accurst 
That  lives  so  long  10  see  his  name  die  fint. 
Hot,  Here's  no  dear  villainy !  lAside, 

Hen,  Let  him  intreat,  sir, 
That  falls  in  saddest  grief  for  this  event. 
Which  ill  begins  the  fortune  of  this  buildmg— 
my  lord ! 
Box,  What  if  he  should  cause  me  to  swear 
too,  captain  ? 
Yon  know  I  am  as  far  to  seek  in  honestjr 
As  the  worst  can  be.    I  should  be  sham'd  too. 
Hor.  Why,  fool,  they  swear  by  that  we  wor- 
ship not; 
60  you  may  swear  your  heart  out,  and  ne'er 
hurt  yourself. 
Rox,  That  was  well  thought  on:  I  had  quite 

lost  myself  else. 
Vor.  You  shall  prevail  in  noble  suits,  my  lord ; 
But  this  does  shame  the  speaker. 

Hor.  I'll  step  in  now. 
Though  it  shall  be  to  no  purpose — Good,  my 

lord. 
Think  on  your  noble  and  most  hopeful  issue 
Lord  Vortimer,  the  prince. 

Vor,  A  bastard,  sir : 
I  would  his  life  were  in  my  fury  now. 

Cat.  That  injury  stirs  my  soul  to  speak  the 
trotli 

Of  his  conception Here,  I  take  the  book,  my 

lord: 
By  all  the  glorify'd  rewards  of  virtue 
And  prepared  punishments  for  consents  in  sin, 
A  queen^  bard  sorrow  ne'er  supply'd  a  kingdom 
With  issue  more  legitimate  than  Vortimer. 

Vor.  This  takes  not  out  the  stain  of  present 
•  shame : 

Continuance  crowns  desert.    She  ne'er  can  go  * 
For  perfect  honest  that's  not  always 


Beshrew  thy  heart  for  niging  this  excuse. 
Th*  hast  justify'd  her  somewhat. 
Hor.  To  small  purpose. 
Vor,  Among  so  many  women,  not  one  here 
Dare  swear  a  simple  chastity !     Here's  an  age 
To  propagate  virtue  in.    Since  I  have  began, 
I'll  shame  you  aU  together,  and  so  leave  you. 
My  lord  of  Kent! 
Hen.  Your  highness  ? 
Vor.  That's  your  daughter  ? 
Hen,  Yes,  my  good  lord. 
Vor.  Though  I  am  your  guest  to-day. 
And  should  be  less  austere  to  you  or  jours, 
In  this  case  pardon  me :  [  may  not  spare  her. 
Hen,  Then  her  own  goodness  friend  hei^-^ 

comes,  my  lord. 
Vor.  The  tender  reputation  of  a  maid 
Makes  your  honour,  or  else  nothing  can : 
The  oath  you  take  is  not  for  truth  to  man. 
But  to  your  own  white  soul ;  a  mighty  task ! 
What  cfare  you  do  in  this? 
Roj,  My  lord,  as  much 
As  chastity  can  put  a  woman  to, 
I  ask  no  favour.    And  t'approve  the  purity 
Of  what  my  habit  and  ray  time  professeth,    . 
As  likewbe  to  requite  all  courteous  censure. 
Here  1  take  oath  I  am  as  free  from  man 
As  truth  from  fulshood,  or  sanctity  from  stain. 
Vor.  Oh  thou  treasure  that  raVi&hes  the  po^ 
sessor! 
I  know  not  where  to  speed  so  well  again. 
I'll  keep  thee  while  I  liave  thee.    Here's  a  foao- 

tain 
To  sprmg  forth  princes,  and  the  seeds  of  king- 
doms. 
Away  with  that  infection  of  black  honoor. 

And  those  her  leprous  pledges. 

Here  will  we  store  succession  with  true  peace; 
And  -of  pure  virgins  grace  the  poor  increase. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Houses. 
Hor.  Ha,  ha,  he's  well  provided  now:  here 
struck  my  fortunes. 
With  what  an  impudent  confidence  she  swore 

honest. 
Having  Ui'  advantage  of  the  oath  I    Precious 

whore ! 
Methinks  I  should  not  hear  from  fortune  next 
Under  an  earldom  now.    She  cannot  spend 
A  night  so  idly,  but  to  make  a  lord 
With  ease  methinks,  and  play. — ^The  earl  of  Kent 
Is  calm  and  smooth,  like  a  deep  dangerous  water. 
He  has  some  secret  way ;  I  know  bis  blood ; 
The  grave's  not  greedier,  nor  hell's  lord  more 

proud. 
Something  will  hap ;  for  this  astonishing  choice 
Strikes  pale  the  kingdom^  at  which  I  rejoice. 

[Exit. 

Dumb  show.  Enter  Lupus,  Germakus,  De- 
vonshire, and  Stafford,  leading  Vorti- 
mer, and  crown  him:  Vortiger  c<met  to 
them  in  pattion  :  thei^  neglect  him.  Enter 
Rox  Elf  A  in  fury^  expremng  discontent; 
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then  thty  lead  out  Vorttmer.  Roxeka 
gi7?es  two  viliains  gold  to  murder  him :  they 
swear  performance,  and  go  with  her.  Vor- 
TTGER  offers  to  run  on  hit  sword ;  Horsus 
prevents  himy  and  persuades  him.  The  Lords 
bring  in  Vortimer  dead:  Vortiger 
mourns,  and  submits  to  them:  they  swear 
him,  and  crown  him.  Then  enters  Hengist 
with  Saxons:  Vortiger  draws,  threatens 
expulsion,  and  then  sends  a  parley  ;  which 
Uengi ST  seems  to  grant  by  hying  down  his 
weapons;  so  all  depart  severally. 

Enter  Ratkulphus. 

Ray.  Of  Pagan  blood  a  queen  being  chose, 
Rozena  bight,  the  Britaios  rose 
For  Vortimer,  and  crownM  him  king : 
Bat  she  soon  poisonM  that  sweet  spring. 
Then  unto  rule  they  did  restore 
Vortiger  ;  and  him  they  swore 
Against  the  Saxons.    Thej  (constrained) 
B^ggfd  peace,  treaty,  and  obtained. 
And  now  in  numbers  equally 
Upon  tbe  plain  near  SaVsbury, 
A  peaceful  meeting  they  decreen, 
like  men  of  love,  no  weapon  seen. 
Bat  Hengist,  that  ambitious  lord, 
Fall  of  guile,  corrupts  his  word. 
As  the  sequel  too  well  proves : — 
On  that  your  eyes;  on  us  your  loves.        [Exit, 

Enter  Hengist,  with  Saxons. 

Hen,  If  we  let  slip  this  opportuneful  hour. 
Take  leaTe  of  fortune,  certainty,  or  thought 
Of  ever  fiung :  we  are  loose  at  root, 
And  the  least  storm  may  rend  us  from  the  bosom 
Of  this  land's  hopes  for  ever.    But,  dear  Saxons, 
Fasten  me  now,  ftnd  ourtmshaken  firmness 
Will  endure  after-ages. 

Sax.  We  are  resolv'd,  my  lord. 

Hen,  Observe^you  not  how  Vortiger  the  king. 
Base  in  submission,  tiireatened  our  expulsion. 
His  arm  held  op  against  us?    Is  it  not  time 
To  make  our  best  prevention?   What  should 

check  me? 
He  has  perfected  that  great  work  in  our  daughter. 
And  made  her  queen.    She  can  ascend  no  higher, 
Therefore  be  quick ;  dispatch.    Here,  every  man 
Receive  into  the  service  of  his  vengeance 
An  instrument  of  steel,  which  will  unseen 
I^irk,  like  a  snake  under  the  innocent  shade 


Of  a  spread  summer-leaf,  there  fly  yon  on. 
Take  heart,  the  commons  love  us;  those  removM 
That  are  the  nerves,  our  greatness  stands  im» 
proved. 
Sax.  Give  us  the  word,  my  lord,  and  we  are 

perfect. 
Hen.  That's  true,  the  word,  J  lose  myself— 
'^  Nempyour  sexes :  it  shall  be  that. 
Sax,  Enough,  sir :  then  we  strike. 
Hen,  But  the  king's  mine:   take  heed  you 

touch  him  not. 
Sax,  We  shall  not  be  at  leisure :  never  fear  it, 
We  shall  have  work  enough  ofour  own,  my  lord. 
Hen,  Calm  looks,  but  stormy  souls  posseit 
you  all. 

Enter  Vortiger  and  British  Lords. 

Tor.  We  see  you  keep  your  wolrds  in  all  points 
firm. 

Hen,  No  longer  may  we  boast  of  so  much 
breath 
As  ffoes  to  a  word's  making,  than  of  care 
In  the  preserving  of  it  when  'tis  made. 

Vor.  Y'are  in  a  virtuous  way,  my  lord  of  Kent : 
And  since  both  sides  are  met,  like  sons  of  peace : 
All  other  arms  laid  by  in  signs  of  favour. 
If  our  conditions  be  embraoed— 

Hen,  They  are. 

Vor,  We'U  use  no  other  but  these  only  here. 

Hen.  Nemp  your  sexes, 

B.  Lords,  Treason  !  treason ! 

Hen.  Follow  it  to  the  heart,  my  trusty  Saxons ; 
It  is  your  liberty,  your  wealth,  and  honour. 
Soft,  you  are  nune,  my  lord. 

Vor,  Take  me  not  basely,  when  all  sense  and 
stren^ 
Lie  bound  up  in  amazement  at  this  treachery. 
What  devil  hath  breath'd  this  everlasting  part 
Offalshood  into  thee? 

Hen.  Let  it  suffice 
I  have  you,  and  will  hold  you  prisoner 
As  fast  as  death  holds  your  best  props  in  silence. 
We  know  the  hard  conditions  ot  our  peace. 
Slavery  or  diminution  ;  which  we  hate 
With  a  joint  loathing.    May  all  perish  thus, 
That  seek  to  subjugate  or  lessen  us  ! 

Vor.   Oh,  the  strange  nooks  of  guile  and 
subtilty. 
When  man  so  cunningly  lies  hid  from  man  ! 
Who  could  expect  such  treason  from  thy  breast  f 


^  Nemp  four  aeoces. — *^  The  appointment  beiag  agreed  to  on  both  sides,  Hengist,  with  a  new  desif^ 
of  villainy  in  his  bead,  ordered  his  soldiers  to  carry,  every  one  of  them,  a  Ions  dagger  under  their 
gnnents ;  and  while  ttie  conference  should  be  held  with  the  Britons,  who  womd  have  no  suspicion 
of  tfiein,  he  would  give  them  this  word  of  command,  Nemet  ware  Saxas ;  at  which  moment  they  were 
«1  to  be  reader  to  seize  boldly  every  one  his  next  man,  and  with  his  drawn  dagger  stab  him.  Accord- 
ttgly,  at  the  time  and  place  appointed,  they  all  met,  and  began  to  treat  of  peace ;  and  when  a  fit  op- 
Potonity  for  executing  his  villainy  served,  Hengist  cried  out  Nemet  oure  Saxas;  and  the  same  instant 
•«zed  Vortegim,  and  lieid  him  by  his  cloak."  Jeffrey  of  Monmouth's  British  History^  translated  by 
f^  ^^^g^    ^^^    p,  194. 
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Such  thunder  from  tbjToice?  Or  tak*st  thoa 

pride 
To  imitate  the  fiiir  uncertainty 
Of  a  bright  da?,  that  teems  a  sudden  storm^ 
When  the  world  least  expects  one  ?  but  of  all, 
ril  ne'er  trust  fair  sky  in  a  man  again  : 
There's  the  deceitful  weather.    Will  you  heap 
More  guilt  upon  you  by  detainiusme, 
Like  a  cup  taken  after  a  sore  suiteit, 
£yen  in  contempt  of  health  and  heaven  together  ? 
What  seek  your 

Hen.  Ransom  for  your  libertv. 
As  I  shall  like  of,  oryoune*er  obtain  it. 

Vor.  Uere*s  a  most  headlong  dangerous  am- 
bition. 
Sow  you  the  seeds  of  your  aspiring  hopes 
In  blood  and  treason,  and  must  I  pay  for  them  ? 

Hen.  Have  not  I  rais*d  you  to  this  height  of 

Fride? 
my  own  merit,  since  you  enforce  it. 
Vpr.  There's  even  the  general  thanks  of  all 
aspirers: 
When  they  nave  all  a  kinedom  can  impart, 
Tber  write  above  it  still  dieir  own  desert. 
Hen.  I  have  writ  mine  true,  my  lord. 
Var.  That's  all  their  sayings. 
Have  not  I  rais'd  thy  daughter  to  a  queen } 
Hen.  You  have  the  haraiony  of  your  pleasure 
for  it ; 
You  crown  your  own  desires.     What's  that 
to  me? 
Var.  And  what  will  crown  yours,  sir? 
Hen,  Faith,  Uungs  of  reason : 
I  demand  Kent. 

Vor.  Why,  y'  have  the  earldom  of  it. 
Hen.  TKe  kingdom  of  'r,  I  mean,  without 
controul, 
In  full  possession. 

Vor.  This  is  strange  in  you ! 
Hen.  It  seems  y'are  not  acquainted  with  my 
blood. 
To  call  this  strange. 

Vor.  Never  was  kinj^  of  Rent, 
But  who  was  general  kins. 

Hen,  FU  be  the  first  then; 
Every  thing  has  beginning. 
Var.  No  less  title? 

Him.  Not  if  you  hope  for  liberty,  my  lord. 
So  dear  a  happmess  would  not  be  wrong'd  with 
sligbtinc. 
Var.  Very  well ;  take  it,  I  resign  it. 
Hen.  Why  I  thank  vour  grace. 
Vor,  Is  your  great  thirst  yet  satisfied  ? 
Hen.  Faith,  my  lord, 


There's  yet  behind  a  pair  of  teeming  sisters, 
Norfolk  and  Sufiblk,  and  I  have  done  with  yoo. 
Vor,  Y'  have  sot  a  dangerous  thirst  of  late, 
my  lord, 
Howe'er  you  came  by  it. 

Hen.  It  behoves  me  then 
For  my  blood's  health,  to  se^  all  meant  to 
quench  it. 
Var.  Them  too? 

Hen,  There  will  be  nothing  abated,  I  aasore 

you.  [fikte 

Var.  You  have  me  at  advantage.    He  wham 

Does  captivate,  must  yield  to  alL    Take  then. 

Hen.  And  you  your  liberty  and  peace,  my 

lord. 

With  our  best  love  and  wishes. — ^Here's  an  boor 

Begins  us  Saxons  in  wealth,  fame^  and  power. 

[Exit  cum  suit. 
Var.  Are  these  the  noblest  firiiits  and  fiurest 
requitals 
From  works  of  our  own  raising  ? 
*^  Methinks  the  murther  of  Coustantius 
Speaks  to  me  in  the  voice  of  it,  and  the  wrong! 
Cff  our  late  queen,  slipp'd  both  into  one  organ. 

Enter  Hobsus. 

Ambition,  hell,  my  own  undoing  lust. 

And  all  the  brood  of  plagues  conspire  against  me. 

I  have  not  a  friend  left  me. 

Hot.  My  lord,  he  dies 
That  says  it,  but  yourself  were't  tbatthieWog, 
That  has  so  boldly  stol'n  his  honours  from  you, 
A  treason  that  wnun  tears  from  honest  man  hood. 

Vor.  So  rich  am  I  now  in  thy  love  and  pity, 
I  feel  no  loss  at  all ;  but  we  must  part. 
My  queen  and  I  to  Cambria. 

Har,  My  lord,  and  I  not  named. 
That  have  vow'd  lasting  service  to  my  lifeS 
Extremest  minute  ? 

Var.  Is  my  sick  fate  blest  with  so  pure  a 
friend  ? 

Har.  My  lord,  no  spac«  of  earth,  nor  breadth 
of  sea 
Shall  divide  me  from  you. 

Var,  O  faithful  treasure  ! 
All  my  lost  happiq|n6  is  made  up  in  thee.  [ExU, 

Har.  I'll  follow  you  througn  the  wond,  to 
cuckold  you ; 
That's  my  way  now.    Every  one  has  his  toy 
While  he  lives  here ;   some  uken  deligbt  in 

building, 
A  trick  of  Babel,  which  will  ne'er  be  lef^ ; 
Some  in  consuming  what  was  rais*d  with  toiliw; 
Hengist  in  getting  honour,  I  in  spoiling.   [EA. 


^  IfceAMb^  ftc.--Shakspetfe  seems  to  have  imiUted  this  fai  TV  TfMfeif,  A.  5.  S.3: 

**  O,  it  is  monstrous  I  monstrous  f 
Metkottght,  the  billows  spoke,  and  told  me  of  it ; 
llie  winds  did  sing  it  to  me ;  and  the  thunder. 
That  deep  and  drMdIul  oi|;aii-pipe,  proDO«ic*d 
The  name  of  Prosper." 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Simon  and  hit  Brethren^  Aminadab 
his  Clerk. 

Sim,  U  not  that  rebel  OIiTer,  that  traitor  to 
my  year, 
Prehcndedyet? 

Amin,  Not  yet,  so  please  your  worsliip. 

5iiii.  Not  yet,  say'st  thou?  how  durst  thoa  say, 
Not  yet,  and  sec  me  present  ?  thou  malapert, 
That  art  good  for  nothing  but  to  write  and  read 
Is  bis  loom  seiz'd  upon  ? 

Amh,  Yes,  if  it  like  your  worship, 
And  sixteen  yards  of  fustian. 

Sim.  Good: 
Let  a  yard  be  sav^d  to  hiend  me  between  the  legs, 
The  rest  ^t  in  pieces,  and  given  lo  the  poor. 
Tis  heretick  fiisiian,  and  should  be  burnt  mdeed. 
But  being  worn  thread-bare,  the  shame  will  be 
As  great ;  how  think  you,  neighbours  ? 

Glov,  Greater,  methinks,  the  longer  it  is  wore; 
When  being  once  burnt,  it  can  be  burnt  no  more. 

Sim,  Thie,  wise,  and  most  senseless.    How 
now,  sirraby 

Enter  a  Footman, 

What's  be  approaching  here  in  dusty  pumps? 

Amin,  A  footman,  sir,  to  the  great  king  of  Kent. 

Sim,  Hie  king  of  Kent?  shake  him  by  the 
band  for  me. 
Th*art  welcome,  footman ;  lo>  my  deputy  shakes 

thee; 
Come  when  my  year  is  out.  III  do't  my  self. 
If 'twefe  a  dog  that  came  horn  the  king  of  Kent, 
I  keep  those  officers  would  shake  him,  I  trow. 
And  what's  the  news  with  thee,  thou  well-stew*d 
footman? 

Foot.  The  king,  my  masteiv- 

;Si».  Ha? 

Foot,  With  a  few  Saxons, 
Intends  this  night  to  make  merry  with  you. 

Sim,  Merry  with  me?  I  should  be  sorry  else, 
fellow. 
And  take  it  in  ill  part,  so  tell  Kent's  king. 
Why  was  I  chosen,  bat  that  great  men  should 

make 
Merry  with  me  ?  there  it  a  jest  indeed ; 
Tell  him  I  look'd  fbr't,  and  me  much  he  wrongs, 
I^be  forget  Sim  that  cut  out  his  thongs. 

Foot.  Ill  ran  with  your  worship's  answer. 

[•Ear**. 

*«.  Do,  I  pr'ythee. 
Thtt  fellow  will  be  roasted  against  supper, 
He's  half  enough  already,  his  brows  baste  him. 
The  king  of  Kent !  the  king  of  Kireendom 
^  not  be  better  welcome ; 
w  you  must  imagine  now,  neighbours, 

VOL.    III. 


Tliis  is  the  time  when  Kent  stands  out  oC  Kii^ 

sendom, 
For  he  that's  king  here  now  was  never  kirsen'd. 
This  tor  your  more  instf  uction  I  tlkought  fit. 
That  when  you  are  dead  you  may  teach  your 

children  wit. 
Clerk! 
Amin*  At  your  worship^s  elbow. 
Sim.  I  must  turn  you 
From  the  hall  to  the  kitchen  to-night. 
Give  order  that  twelve  pigs  be  roasted  yellow  • 
Nine  geese,  and  some  three  hirks  for  piddling 

meat; 
And  twenty  woodcocks;  I'll  bid  all  my  neigh- 

hours. 
Give  charge  the  mutton  come  in  all  blood-raw. 
That  is  infidels  meat :  the  king  of  Kent  is  a  pai^au. 
And  must  be  serv'd  so.    And  let  those  officers 

that  seldom 
Or  never  go  to  church,  bring  it  in. 
Twill  be  the  better  token.    Run,  run;  come 

you  hither 
Now,  take  all  my  cushions  down  and  thwack  them 
Soundly,  after  ray  feast  of  millers;  for  their  but- 
tocks 
Have  left  a  peck  of  floui;  in  them;  beat  them 

carefully 
Over  a  boking-hntch,  there  will  be  enough 
For  a  pan-pudding,  as  your  dame  will  handle  it. 
Then  put  fresh  water  mto  both  the  bougl)-pots. 
And  burn  a  little  juniper  in  the  hall-chimney. 
Like  a  beast  as  I  was,  I  piss'd  out  the  fire 
Last  night,  and  never  dreamt  of  the  king's  coming. 
How  now,  retum'd  so  quickly? 

Amin.  Please  your  worship,  here  are 
A  certain  company  of  players. 
Sim,  Ha,  players ! 

Amin.  Country  comedians,  interluders,  sir. 
Desire  your  worship's  favour  and  leave 
To  enact  in  the  town-hall. 
Sim,  In  the  town-hall  ? 
Tis  ten  to  one  I  never  grant  them  that; 
Call  them  before  my  worship. 

Enter  Cheaters. 

If  my  house  will  not  sehre  their  tnm,  I  would 
Fain  see  the  proudest  he  lend  them  a  barn. 
Now,  sirs,  are  you  comedians  ? 

Sd  Cheat,  We  are,  sir,  comedians,  tragedians 
Tragi-comedians,  cortii-tragedians,  pastorists. 
Humorists,  clownists,  satirists;  we  have  them,  sir. 
From  the  hug  to  the  smile,  from  the  smile  to  the 

laugh. 
From  the  laugh  to  the  handkerchief. 

Sim.  YouVe  very  strong  in  the  wrist,  methinks ; 
And  must  all  these  good  parts  be  cast  away 
Upon  pedlers,  and  maltmen,  ha  ? 
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1ft  Cheat.  For  want  of  better  company,  if  it 

please  your  worship. 
Sim,  What  think  vou  of  me,  my  roasters  ? 
Hum ;  have  you  audacity  enough 
To  play  before  so  high  a  person  as  my  self? 
Will  not  my  countenance  daunt  you  ?  for  if 
You  play  before  me,  I  shall  often  look  on  you, 
I  give  you  that  warning  before  hand : 
Take  it  not  ill,  my  masters,  I  shall  lan^h  at  you, 
And  truly  when  I  am  least  offended  with  you ; 
It  is  my  humour,  but  be  not  you  abash'd. 
Ut  Cheat,  Sir,  we  have  play*d  before  a  lord 
ere  now, 
Though  we  be  country  actors. 

Sim,  A  lord  ?  ha,  ha, 
Thoult  find  it  a  harder  thing  to  please  a  Mayor. 
8d  Cheat,  We  baye  a  play  wherein  we  use  a 
horse. 
•  Sim.  Fellows,  yon  use  no  horse-play  in  my 

house; 
My  rooms  are  rubb'd;   keep  it  for  hackney- 
men. 
Ut  Cheat,  We'll  not  offer  it  to  your  worship. 
Sim,  Give  me  a  play  without  a  beast,  I  charge 

you. 
^d  Cheat.  That's  hard ;  without  a  cuckold  or  a 

drunkard  ? 
Sim.  Oh,  those  beasts  are  ofteu  the  best  men 
In  a  parish,  and  must  not  be  kept  out. 
But  which  is  your  merriest  play  ? 
Thai  I  would  hearken  jtfter. 

^d  Cheat.  Your  worship  shall  hear 
Their  names,  and  take  your  choice. 

Sim.  And  that's  plain  dealing.  Come  begin,  sir. 
.   9d  Cheat,  The  whirligig,  the  whibble,  tliecar- 
widgen. 
Sim,  Hey-dey !  what  names  are  these  ? 
id  Cheat.  New  names  of  late. 
The  wild-goose  chase. 
Sim.  I  understand  thee  now. 
id  Cheat.  Gull  upon  gul). 
Sim.  Why  this  is  somewhat  yet. 
tst  Cheat.  Woodcock  of  our  side. 
Sim,  Get  thee  further  off  then. 
id  Cheat.  The  cheater  and  the  clown. 
Sim.  Is  that  come  up  again } 
That  was  a  play  when  I  was  'prentice  first. 
id  Cheat.  Aye,  but  the  cheater  has  leam'd 
more  tricks  of  late. 
And  gulls  the  clown,  with  new  additions. 
Sim.  Then  is  your  clown  a  coxcomb;   which 

is  he? 
IH  Cheat,  This  is  our  clown,  sir. 
Sim.  Fye,  fye,  your  company 
Must  fall  upon  him  and  beat  him ;  lie's  too  fair, 

i*  faith. 
To  make  the  people  laugh. 

Ut  Cheat.  Not  as  he  may  be  dress'd,  sir. 
Sim.  Faith,  dress  him  how  you  will,  I'll  give 
him 
That  gift,  he  will  never  look  half  scurvily  enough. 
Oh,  the  clowns  that  I  have  seen  in  my' time ! 
The  very  peeping  out  of  one  of  them  would  Imve 


Made  a  young  heir  laugh,  though  his  father  lay 

adyinp; 
A  man  undone  m  law  the  day  before        [cond 
(The  saddest  case  that  can  be)  might  for  his  se- 
Have  hurst  himself  with  Uugbing,  and  ended  all 
His  miseries.     Here  was  a  merry  workl,  mj 

masters! 
Some  talk  of  things  of  state,  of  puling  stuff; 
There's  nothing  in  a  play  like  to  a  clown. 
If  he  have  tlie  grace  to  hit  on  it,  that's  the  thing 

indeed; 
The  king  shews  well,  but  he  sets  off  the  king; 
But  not  the  king  of  Kent,  I  mean  not  so, 
The  king  is  one,  I  mean,  I  do  not  know. 
id  Cheat.  Your  worship  speaks  with  safety, 
like  a  rich  man. 
And  for  your  finding  fault,  our  hopes  are  greater, 
Neither  with  him  the  clown,  nor  me  the  cheater. 
[Exeunt  Pleyert. 
Sim.  Away  then,  shifk ;  down,  to  thy  motley 
crupper. 
We'll  see  them  ^rst,  the  king  shall  aftrr  soppcr. 
Glov.  1  commend  your  worship's  wisdom  in 

'   that,  Mr  Mayor. 
Sim.  Nay,  'tis  a  pomt  of  justice,  if  it  be  wdl 
examin'd. 
Not  to  offer  the  king  worse  than  Fll  see  myself; 
Fur  a  play  may  be  dangerous ;  I  have  known 
A  jrreat  man  poison'd  in  a  ulay — 
Glov.  What  have  you,  Mr  Mayor? 
Sim.  But  to  what  purpose  many  times,  I  know 

not. 
T.  Mak,  Methiuks  they  should  not  destroy 

one  another  so. 
Sim,  Oh,  no,  no ;  lie  that's  poison'd  is  always 
.  Made  privy  to  it,  that's  one  good  order 
They  have  among  them.    What  joyful  throat 
Is  that,  .Aminadab?  what  is  the  meaning  of  this 
cry  ?  [A  thaut  within. 

Amin.  The  rebel  is  taken. 
Sim.  Oliver  the  puritan  ? 
Amin.  Oliver,  puritan  and  fustian  wetver  al- 
together. 
Sim.  Fates,  I  thank  you  for  this  victorioas  day ; 
Bonfires  of  pease-straw  bum,  let  the  bells  ring. 
Glov.  There's  two  in  mending,  and  you  know 

they  cannot. 
Sim.  'Las  the  tenor's  broken !   ring  out  the 
trebel.  [Oliver  u  btonght  in. 

I  am  over-cloy'd  with  joy ;  welcome,  thou  rebel ! 
Oliv.  I  scorn  thy  welcome,  I, 
Sim.  Art  thou  yet  so  stout? 
Wilt  thou  not  stoop  fiir  gntce  ?  then  get  thee  oat. 
Oliv.  I  was  not  bom  to  stoop  but  to  mr  looin, 
That  seiis'd  upon,  my  stooping  days  are  Jone; 
In  plain  terms,  if  tlio'u  hast  any  thiiif  to  say  to  roe, 
Send  me  away  quickly,  tliis  is  no  biding-place, 
I  understand  there  are  players  in  thy  TOUse, 
Dispatch  me,  I  charge  thee,  in  the  itame  of  all 
The  brethren. 
Sim.  Nay,  now,  proud  rebel,  I  will  maketface 
stay. 
And,  to  thy  greater  torment,  see  a  play. 
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Oliv.  Oh  devil,  I  conjure  thee  ''  by  Aoisler- 
dam. 

Sim,  Oitr  word  is  past. 
Justice  may  wink  9,  while,  but  see  at  last. 
[The  play  begint.l  Hold,  stop  him,  stop  him. 

OUv.  Uh  that  profane  trumpet !  oh,  oh. 

Sim,  Set  him  down  there,  I  charge  you,  officers. 

Oliv.  I'll  bide  ay  ears  and  stop  my  eyes. 

Siou  '*  Down  with  his  goils,  I  chaise  you. 

Oliv.  Oh  tyranny,  tyranny,  revenge  it  tribu- 
lation ! 
For  rebels  there  are  many  deaths,  but  sure  the 

only  way 
To  execute  a  puntan,  is  seeing  of  a  pUy. 
OhIsbaUswound! 

Sim,  Which  if  tliou  dost,  to  spite  thee, 
A  player's  boy  shall  bring  thee  aquarvltie. 

Enter  firtt  Cheater. 

Oliv.  Ob,  111  not  swoon  at  all  fbr't,  though 
I  die. 

Sim.  Peace,  here's  a  rascal,  list  and  edify. 

Ut  Cheat.  1  say  still  lie's  an  ass  that  cannot 
live 
By  bis  wits. 

Sim.  What  a  bold  rascal's  this? 
He  calls  us  all  asses  at  first  dash : 
Sure  none  of  us  live  by  our  wits,  unless  it  be 
Oliver  the  puritan. 

Oliv.  1  scorn  as  much  to  live  by  my  wits 
As  the  proudest  of  you  all. 

Sim.  Why  then  you're  an  ass  for  company, 
So  bold  your  prating. 


Enter  second  Cheater. 
2d  Cheat,  Fellow  iu  arms,  welcome. 
The  news,  the  news  ? 

Sim,  Fellow  in  arms,  quoth  he  ? 
He  may  well  call  him  fellow  in  arms. 
I  am  sure  they're  both  out  at  elbows. 
9d  Cheat.  Be  lively,  my  heart,  be  lively,  tht 
booty 
Is  at  hand,  he's  but  a  fool 
Of  a  yeoman's  eldest  son ;  he's  ballanc'd 
On  both  sides,  bully ;  he's  going  to  buy 
Hoiisbold-stuff  with  one  pocket,,  and  to  pay 
Rent  with  the  other. 

lit  Cheat.  And  if  this  be  his  last  day,  mf 
chuck. 
He  shall  forfeit  bis  lease,  quoth  the  one  pocket. 
And  eat  his  meat  in  wooden  platters,  quoth  the 
other.  J 

Sim,  Faitli  then  he's  not* so  wise  as  be  ought 
to  be. 
To  let  such  tatterdemallians  get 
The  upper  hand  of  him. 

Enter  Clown, 
ist  Cheat.  He  comes. 
Qd  Cheat,  Ay,  but  smally  to  our  comfort. 
With  both  his  hands  in  his  pockets ;  how  is  it 

possible 
To  pick  a  lock,  when  the  key  is  on  the  inside 
of  the  door  ? 
Sim.  Oh  neighbours,  here's  the  part  now 
That  carries  away  the  play ;  if  the  clown  mis- 
carry, 
Farewel  my  hopes  for  ever,  the  play's  spoil'd. 


'^ fry  AmtterdoM. — ^The  toleration  allowed  to  all  reli^ous  sects  in  the  United  Provinces,  on 

tfaeir  throwing  off  the  Spanish  yoke,  occasioned  numbers  of  dissenters  iVom  the  established  religion  of 
tbeir  country,  to  take  refuge  in  diflereAt  parts  of  the  States  of  Holland.  The  chief  place  appears  to 
kave  been  Amsterdam,  which  is  mentioned  as  such  in  several  contemporary  dramatic  writers.  See 
Ben  Jonsoo's  AMufmitt,  and  The  Fair  Maid  qfthe  /fm,  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 

'*  Omdm  with  kia  goU8.^-G9U»  are  hands.    So,  u  Dekkar's  fVonderfuU  Yeart  1603 : 

*'  But  seeing  the  chiefe  leader  dropt  at  his  feete,  and  imagining  at  first  hee  was  wounded  a  little 
in  the  head,  held  up  his  gvwty  golU$  and  blest  himselfe,''  Sec. 

Dekkar^  Satirwuminx,  1601  :  * 

**  Hold,  hold  up  thy  hand ;  I  ha'  seen  the  day  thou  didst  not  scorn  to  hold  up  thy  foRt." 

ICddleton's  Chatt  Jfoyd  m  Cheape-mdey  1630,  p.  21 : 


-  what  their  gol$ 


Can  dutch,  goes  presently  to  their  Molls  and  Dols." 
Ben  Jonson*s  Poetastery  A.  5  : 

'^  Well  said,  my  divine,  deft  Horace,  bring  the  whorson  detracting  slaves  to  the  bar,  do :  make 
'cm  hold  up  their  spread  gfttU.** 

Bfsssinger's  City  Madam,  A.  4.  S.  1 : 

*^  The  news  hath  reached 
The  ordinaries,  and  all  the  camesters  are 
Ambitious  to  shake  the  golden  goUi 
Of  worshipful  Mr.  Luke." 
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Clown,  They  say  there  is  a  foolish  kind  of  a 
thing  cali'd  a  cheater 
Abroad,  that  will  gull  any  yeoman's  son 
Of  his  purse,  and  laugh  in  his  face  like  an  Irish- 
man. 
I  would  fain  meet  witli  some  of  these  creatures ; 
I  nm  in  as  good  state  to  be  guil'd  now 
As  ever  I  was  iu  my  life,  for  I  have  two  purses 
At  this  time  about  me,  and  I  would  faio  be 
Acquainted  with  that  rascal  that  would  take 
One  of  them  now. 

Sim.  Faith,  U^ou  may'st  be  acquainted  with 
two  or  three 
That  will  do  their  good  wills,  I  warrant  thee. 
1st  Cheat,  That  way's  too  plain,  too  easy,  I 

am  afraid. 
^d  Cheat.    Come,    sir,    your  most  familiar 
cheats  take  best, 
They  shew  like  natiJral  things  and  least  sus- 
pected ; 
Give  me  a  round. shilling  quickly. 

Ut  Cheat,  It  will  fetch 
But  one  of  his  hands  neither,  if  it  take. 

Qd  Cheat.  Thou  art  too  covetous ;  let's  have 
one  out  first,  pr'ythee, 
There's  time  enoueh  to  fetch  out  th'  other  after. 
Thou  liest,  'tis  lawful  current  money.  [They  dran. 
Ul  Cheat.  I  say  'tis  copper  in  some  couucries. 
Clown.  Here  is  a  fray  towards. 
But  I  will  hold  my  bands,  let  who  will  part  them. 
2rf  Cheat.  Copper?  I  defy  thee,  and  now  I 
shall  disprove  thee. 
Look  you,  here's  an  honest  yeoman's  son  of  the 

country, 
A  man  of  judgment — 

Clown,  Pray  you  be  covered,  sir, 
I  have  eggs  iu  my  cap,  aud  cannot  put  it  off. 
Zd  Cheat.  Will  you  be  tried  by  him  ? 
1st  Cheat.  I  am  content,  sir. 
Sim.  They  look  rather  as  if  they  would  be 

tried  next  sessions. 
1st  Cheat.  Pray  give  your  judgment  of  this 

piece  of  coin,  sir. 
Clown.  Nay  if  it  be  coin  you  strive  about. 
Let  me  see  it,  I  love  money. 
1st  Cheat,  Look  on  it  well,  sir. 

[TAey  pick  his  pocket, 
^d  Cheat.  Let  him  do  his  worst,  sir. 
Clown.  Y'had  both  need  wear  cut  clothes, 

y'are  so  choleric. 
2d  Cheat.  Nay  rub  it  and  spare  not,  sir. 
Clown,  Now  by  this  silver,  gentlemen. 
It  is  good  money,  would  I  had  an  hundred  of 
them. 
2d  Cheat.    We  hope  well,    sii^Th'  other 
pocket, 
And  we  are  made  men.  [Exeunt. 

Sim.  Oh  neighbours,  I  begin  to  be  sick  of  this 
fool, 
To  see  him  thus  couzen'd,  I  would  make  his  case 
my  own. 
Clown,  Still  would  I  meet  with  these  things 
call'd  cheater^ 


Sim,  A  whoreson  coxcomb,  they  have  met 
with  tliee. 
I  can  no  longer  endure  him  with  patience. 
Clown,  On  my  rent !  my  whole  year's  rent ! 
Sim.  A  murrain  on  you. 
This  makes  us  landlords  stay  so  long  for  oor 
money. 
Clown.  The  cheaters  have  been  here. 
Sim.  A  scunry  hobby-horse,  that  could  not  leave 
His  money  with  me,  having  such  a  charge  about 

him. 
A  pox  on  thee  for  an  ass,  thou  play  a  clown  ? 
I  will  commit  thee  for  offering  it — Officers, 
Away  with  him. 

clown.  What  means   your   worship  ?  why, 

you'll  spoil  the  play,  sir. 
Sim,  Before  the  king  of  Kent  shall  be  thus 
serv'd, 
I'll  play  the  clown  myself— away  with  him. 
Clown.  With  me  ?  if  it  please  your  worship 

it  was  my  part. 
Sim.  But  'twas  a  foolish  part 
As  ever  thou  play'dst  in  thy  life :  1*11  make  tbee 
Smoak  for  it ;  I'll  teach  thee  to  understand 
To  play  a  clown ;  thou  shalt  know  every  man 
Is  not  bom  to  it — away  with  him  quickly, 

[Exit  Clown. 
He'll  have  the  other  pocket  pick'd  else, 
I  heard  them  say  it  with  my  own  ears. 
See,  he's  come  in  another  disguise 
To  cheat  thee  again. 

Enter  second  Cheater, 

Qd  Cheat.  Pish,  whither  goes  he  now  ? 
Sim.  Come  on,  sir,  let  us  see 
What  your  knaveship  can  do  at  roe  now ; 
You  must  not  think  you  have  a  clown  in  hand. 
The  fool  I  have  committed  too,  for  playing  the 
part. 
[He  throws  off  his  gown^  discovering  his 
doublet  with  a  satiin  forepart  imd  a 
canvas  hack. 
•      Zd  Cheat.  What's  here  to  do? 

Glov.  Fye,  good  sir,  come  away: 
Will  your  worship  base  yourself  to  playaclown? 
2d  Cheat.  I  beseech  your  worship  let  as  have 
our  own  clown, 
I  know  not  how  to  go  forwards  else. 

Sim.  Knave,  play  out  thy  part  with  me, 
Or  ni  lay  thee  by  the  heels  all  the  days  of  thy 

life. 
Why,  how  now,  my  masters,  who  is  that  laugh'd 

at  me  ? 
Cannot  a  man  of  worship  nlay  the  clown 
A  little  for  his  pleasure  but  he  must  be  laugh'd  at  ? 
Do  you  know  who  I  nm  ?  Is  the  king's  (£putj 
Of  no  better  account  among  voo  ? 
Was  I  chosen  to  behiugh'd  at?  Where's  my  clerk? 
Amin.  Here,  if  it  please  your  worship. 
Sim.  Take  a  note  of  all  those  that  laugh  at  me, 
That  when  I  have  done  I  may  commit  them. 
Let  me  see  who  dare  do  it  now. — And  now 
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To  jou  oBce  again,  sir  cheater;  look  jou. 
Here  are  my  purse-striDgs,  I  do  defy  Uiee. 
Si  Cheat,  Good  sir,  tempt  me  not ;  my  part 
is  so  written, 
That  I  should  cheat  your  worship  if  you  were 
my  father. 
Sim,  I  should  have  much  joy  to  have  such  a 

rascal  to  my  son. 
Sd  Cheat.  Therefore  I  beseech  your  worship 
pardon  me ; 
The  part  has  more  knavery  in  it  than  when 
Your  worship  saw  it  at  first ;  I  assure  you 
You'll  be  deceived  in  it,  sir ;  the  new  additions 
Will  take  any  man's  pursein  Kent,  orKirsendom. 
Sm,  If  thou  canst  take  my  purse,  111  give  it 
thee  freely; 
And  do  thy  worst,  I  charge  thee,  as  thou'lt  an- 
swer it. 
Std  Cheat.  I  shall  offend  your  worship. 
Sim.  Knave,  do  it  quickly. 
id  Cheat,  Say  you  so  f  then  there's  for  you, 
and  here  is  for  me. 

[Throws  meal  in  /UsfacCj  take*  hit 
purtCy  and  exit. 
Sim,  Oh  bless  me !  neighbours,  I  am  in  a  fog, 
A  cheater*s  fog,  I  can  see  nobody. 
Gtov,  Run,  follow  him,  officers. 
Sim.  Away,  let  him  go ;  he  will  have  all  your 
purses 
If  be  come  back.    A  pox  on  your  new  additions ; 
They  spoil  all  the  plays  that  ever  they  come  in ; 
The  old  way  had  no  such  roguery  in  it 
Call  yoo  thb  a  merry  comedy,  when  a  man's  eyes 
Are  pat  out  in't  ?  Brother  Honey-suckle  I 
F.  Mak,  What  says  your  worship  ? 
Sim,  I  make  you  deputy. 
To  rule  the  town  till  I  can  see  again. 
Which  will  be  within  these  nine  days  at  farthest. 
Nothing  grieves  me  now,  but  that  I  hear 
diver  the  rebel  laugh  at  me ;  a  pox 
On  jour  |)uriun  face,  this  will  make  you 
In  love  with  plays  as  long  as  you  live. 
We  shall  not  keep  you  from  them  now. 

Oliv.  In  sincerity 
I  was  never  better  pleas'd  ''at  an  exercise. 
Ha,  ha,  ha! 
Sim.  Neighbours,  what  colour  was  the  dust 
The  rascal  threw  in  my  face  ? 
Glav.  *Twa8  meal,  if  it  please  your  worship. 
Sim,  Meal !  I  am  glad  of  it, 
III  hang  the  inillel:  for  selling  it. 

Gi<jfv.  Nay,  ten  to  one 
The  cheater  never  bought  it ;  he  stole  it  certainly. 
Sim.  Why,    then  I'll  hang  the  cheater  for 
stealing  it, 
And  the  miller  for  being  out  of  the  way  when  he 
did  it. 


F.  Mak.  Ay,  but  your  worship  was  m  the 
fault  yourself; 
You  bid  him  do  his  worst. 

Sim,  His  worst ;  that's  true,    - 
But  the  rascal  bath  done  his  best ;  for  I  know 

not  hoyr 
A  villain  could  put  out  a  man's  eyes  better. 
And  leave  them  in  his  head,  as  he  has  done  mine. 
Amin.  Where  is  my  master^s  worship  ? 
Sim.    How  now,  Aminadab?    I  bear  thee, 

though  J  see  thee  not. 
Amin,  You  are  couzened,  sir;    they  are  all 
professed 
Cheaters ;  they  have  stolen  two  silver  spoons, 
And  the  clown  took  his  heels  with  all  celerity  ; 
They  only  take  the  name  of  country-comedians 
To  abuse  simple  people  with  a  printed  play  or 

two. 
Which  they  bought  at  Canterbury  for  six-pence ; 
And  what  is  worse,  ^they  speak  but 
What  they  list  of  i^  and  finbble  out  the  rest. 

Sim,  ^  Here's  no  abuse  to  the  common-wealtb. 
If  a  man  could  see  to  look  into  it. 
But  mark  the  cunning  of  these  cheating  slaves. 
First  they  make  Justice  blind,  then  play  the 
knaves. 

Enter  Hengist. 

Hen,  Where's  Mr  Mayor  ? 
Glov,  Ods  precious !  brother, 
The  king  of  Kent  is  newly  alighted* 

Sim.  The  king  of  Kent! 
Where  is  he?  that  I  should  live  to  this  day, 
And  yet  not  live  to  see  to  bid  Him  welcome ! 
IfeTi.  Where  is  Simonides,  our  friendly  host? 
Sim.  Ah,  blind  as  one  that  had  been  fox'd  a 

sevennight. 
Hen,  Why,  how  now,  man  ? 
Sim,  Faith,  practising  a  clown's  part  for  your 
grace, 
I  have  practis'd  both  my  eyes  ouL 
Hen,  What  need  you  practise  that  ? 
Sim.  A  man  is  never  too  old  to  learn,  your 
grace 
Will  say  so,  when  you  hear  the  jest  of  it; 
The  truth  is,  my  lord,  I  meant  to  have  been 

merry. 
And  now  it  is  my  luck  to  weep  water  and  oat^ 

meal ; 
I  shall  see  again  at  supper,  I  make  no  doubt  of  iL 
Hen,  This  is  strange  to  me,  sirs. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Gent.  Arm,  arm,  my  lord  ! , 
Hen.  What's  that? 

Gent.  Witli  swiftest  speed,  if  ever  you'll  behold 
The  queen,  your  daughter,  alive  again. 


^^Atan  exerciie. — ^Alluding  to  the  week-day  sermons^  used  by  the  Puritans,  which  they  called 
£xerciM»,      8.  P. 
"  Uerfi  w  alnue,  &c.— Sec  Note  11,  ante,  p.  280. 
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Hen.  Roxena? 

Gent.  They  are  besieged :  Aureiius 
Ambrose,  and  his  brother,  Uther, 
With  numbers  infinite  of  British  forces, 
Beset  their  castle,  and  they  cannot  *scape 
Without  your  speedy  succour. 

Hen.  For  her  safety  1*11  forget  food  and  rest : 
away. 

Sim.  I  hope  your  worship  will  bear  the  jest 
ere  you  go. 

Hen.  The  jest  I  torment  me^not. 

Sim.  I'll  follow  you  to  Wales  with  a  dog  and 
a  bell 
Bat  I  will  tell  it  you. 

Hen.  Unseasonable  folly  !       [Exit  cum  tui$. 

Sim.  'Tis  a  sign  of  war,  when  great  men  dis> 
agree; 
Look  to  the  rebel  well,  till  I  can  see, 
And  when  mv  sight  is  recovered  I  will  have 
His  e^es  pull  d  out  for  a  fortnight. 

OUv.  My  eyes?  hang  thee, 
A  deadly  sm  or  two  shall  pluck  them  oat  first. 
That  is  my  resolution.    Ila,  ha,  ha !    [Eseunt, 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Aureltijs  and  Uther,  with  Soldien ; 
VoKTiGER  and  Uoasus  above, 

Utk.  My  lord,  the  castle  is  so  fortified — 

Aur.  Let  wild-fire  ruin  it, 
That  his  destruction  may  appear  to  him 
In  tlie  figure  of  Heaven's  wratli  at  the  last  day. 
That  murderer  of  our  brotlker.    Hence,  away, 
rU  send  my  heart  no  peace  till  it  be  coosuro'd. 

Uth.  There  he  appears  again — behold,  my  lord. 

Aur.  Oh  that  the  zealous  fire  on  my  soul's  altar. 
To  the  high  birth  of  virtue  consecrated. 
Would  fit  roe  with  a  lightning  now  to  bhutt  him, 
Even  as  I  look  upon  him. 

Uth.  Good,  my  lord, 
Your  anger  is  too  noble,  and  too  precious 
To  waste  itself  on  guilt  so  foul  as  his; 
Let  rum  work  her  will. 

Vor.  Besirt  all  round  ? 

tfor.  All,  all,  my  lord,  'tis  folly  to  make  doubt 
of  it; 
You  question  things  that  horror  long  ago 
Resolv'd  us  on. 

Var.  Give  me  leave,  Horsus,  though 

Hot,  Do  what  you  will,  sir,  question  them 
again, 
I'll  tell  them  to  you. 

Vor,  Not  so,  sir, 
I  will  not  have  them  told  again. 

Hot.  It  rests  then. 

Vor.  That's  an  ill  word  put  in,  when  thy  heart 
knows 
There  is  no  rest  at  all,  but  torment  making. 

Bor.  True,  my  heart  finds  it;  that  sits  weep- 
ing blood  now 
For  poor  K^xena's  safety.    You'll  confess,  my 
lord^ 


My  love  to  yoa  has  brought  me  to  this  dan^? 
I  could  have  liv*d  like  Hengist,  king  of  Kent, 
Loudon,  York,  Lincoln,  and  Winchester, 
Under  the  power  of  my  comnuAod,  tha  portion 
Of  my  most  just  desert,  eqjoyed  now 
By  pettier  deservers. 

Vor.  Say  you  so,  sir? 
And  you'll  confess,  since  you  began  confeidon 
(A  thmg  I  should  have  died  ere  I  bad  thought  sb) 
Y'have  marr'd  the  fashion  of  vouraBfectionutterlj, 
In  your  own  wicked  couusel,  there  you  paid  me; 
You  were  bound  in  conscience  to  love  me  sfter, 
You  were  bound  to't,  as  men  iu  honesty. 
That  vitiate  virgins,  to  give  dowries  to  them; 
My  fiutli  was  pure  before  to  a  faitbful  woman. 

Hor.  My  lord,  my  counsel 

Vor.  Why,  I'll  be  jttdg'd  by  these 
That  knit  death  in  their  brows,  and  hold  me  now 
Not  worth  the  acception  of  a  flattery. 
Most  of  whose  faces  smil*d  when  I  smil'd  once— 
My  lords! 

Uth.  Reply  not,  brother* 
Vor.  Seeds  of  scorn, 
I  mind  you  not,  I  speak  to  them  alone 
Whose  force  makes  yours  a  power,  which  else 

were  none. 
Shew  me  the  main  food  of  your  hate ;  which 

cannot  be 
The  murder  of  Constantius,  that  crawls  in  your 

revenges ; 
For  your  loves  were  violent  long  since  that. 

Ut  Lord.  And  liad  been  still, 
liYrom  that  Pagan  wound  th'hadst  kept  thee  fine; 
But  when  thou  fled'st  from  Ileav'n,  we  fled  fran 
thee. 
Vor.  This  was  your  counsel  now. 
Hor.  Mine  ?  'twas  the  counsel  [it. 

Of  vour  own  lust  and  blood,  your  appetite  knows 
Vor.  May  thunder  strike  me  firom  these  wills, 
my  lords. 
And  leave  me  many  leagues  off  from  yoar  eyef, 
If  this  be  not  the  man,  whose  Stygian  soul 
Breath'd  forth  that  counsel  to  me,  and  sole  pk>tter 
Of  all  those  fiUse  injurious  disgraces. 
That  have  abus'd  the  virtuous  patience 
Of  our  religious  queen. 
Hor.  A  devil  m  madness ! 
Vor.  Upon  whose  life  I  swear,  there  stidu  no 
stain 
But  what's  most  wrongful;  and  where  now  ihe 

thinks 
A  rape  dwells  on  her  honour,  only  I 
Her  ravisher  was,  and  his  the  policy. 
Aur.  Inhuman  practice !  . 
Vor.  Now  you  tuow  the  truth. 
Will  his  death  serve  your  fury  ? 
Hor.  My  death  ? 
Vor.  Say,  will  it  do  it  ? 
Hor.  Say  they  should  say  'twould  do't? 
Vor.  Wfiy,  then  it  must. 
Hor.  It  must? 

Vor.  It  shall.    Speak  but  the  word,  it  shall 
be  yielded  up. 
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Hor.  Believe  hhn  not ;  he  cannot  do  k. 

Vor,  Cannot?    » 

Uor,  Tis  but  t^  false  and  base  insinuation 
For  his  own  life,  and  like  his  late  submission. 

Vor.  O  sting  to  honour !  alive  or  dead,  diou 
goest 
For  that  word's  rudeness  only.  [Stabs  him. 

ttt  Lord.  See,  sin  needs 
No  other  destruction  than  it  breeds 
In  its  own  bosom. 

Ftfr.  Such  another  brings  him. 

Hor.  What !  has  thy  vile  rage  stamp*d  a  wound 
upon  me  ? 
ni  send  one  to  thy  soul  shall  never  heal  fbr*t. 

For.  How,  to  my  soul  ? 

Hor.  It  shall  be  thy  master  torment. 
Both  for  the  pain  and  the  everlastingness. 

For.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Hor.  Dost  hiueh?  lake  leave  of  it;  all  eternity 
Shall  never  see  thee  do  so  much  again. 
Know,  tli'art  a  cuckold. 

Vor.  What! 

Hor.  You  chanse  too  soon,  sir. 
Roxeua,  whom  tfaHiast  rais'd  to  thy  own  ruin, 
She  was  nay  whore  in  G^hnany.  , 

Vor.  Burst  me  open,  the  violence  ofwhiriwiods. 

Hot.  Hear  me  out  6rst. 
For  her  embrace,  which  my  flesh  yet  sits  warm  in, 
I  was  thy  friend  and  follower. 

Vor,  Deafen  me. 
Thou  moat  imperious  noise  that  starts  the  world! 

Hor.  And  to  serve  both  our  lusts,  I  practis'd 
with  thee 
Against  thy  virtuous  queen. 

Vor.  Bane  to  all  comforts ! 

Hor.  Whose  faithful  sweetness,  too  precious 
for  thy  blood, 
I  made  thee  change  for  love's  hypocrisy. 

Vor.  Insufferable! 

Hor.  Only  to  make  my  way  to  pleasure  fearless, 
free,  and  fluent. 

Vor.  Hell's  trump  is  in  that  throat. 

Hor.  It  shall  sound  shriller. 

Vor.  Ill  dam  it  up  with  death  first. 

[They  stab  each  other.    Roxena 
enters  in  fear. 

Rox.  Oh  for  succour ! 
Who  s  near?   Help  me,  save  me,  the  flame  fol- 
lows roe, 
Tis  in  the  figure  of  young  Vortimer,  the  prince. 
Whose  life  I  took  by  poison. 

Hor.  Hold  out,  breath,  and  I  shall  find  tliee 
ouickly. 

Vor.  I'll  tug  thy  soul  out  here. 

Hor.  Do,  monster. 

Rox.  Vortiger ! 

Vor.  Monster ! 

jRor.  My  lord  ! 

Vor.  Toad  !  Pagan  ! 

Hor.  Viper!  Christian  ! 

Rox.  Oh  liear  me, 
Oh  help  me,  my  love,  my  lord,  'tis  here. 
Uorsus,  look  up,  if  not  to  succour  roe, 


To  see  me  jet  consum'd.    Oh  what  is  love, 
When  life  is  not  regarded  ? 

Vor.  What  strength's  left  HI  &x  upon  thy 
throat. 

Hor.  I  have  some  force  yet. 

[Both  stab,  UoMVS  falls. 

Rox.  No  way  to  'scape  ?   Is  this  the  end  of 
glory? 
Donbly  beset  with  enemies,  wrath  and  fire  ? 
It  comes  nearer — rivers  and  fountains,  falL 
It  sucks  away  my  breath  :  I  cannot  give 
A.  curse  to  sin,  and  hear 't  out  while  I  live. 

Help,  help  !  [She falls. 

Vor.  Burn,  burn,  now  I  can  tend  thee. 
Take  time  with  her  in  torment ;  call  her  life 
Afar  off  to  thee :  dry  up  her  strumpet-blood. 
And  hardly  parch  the  skin.       Let  one  beat 

strangle  her; 
Another  fetch  her  to  her  sense  again ; 
And  the  worst  pain  be  only  her  reviving. 
Follow  her  eternally — Oh  mystical  harlot ! 
Thou  hast  thy  full  due.    Whom  lust  crown'd 

queen  before, 
Flames  crown  her  now  a  most  triumphant  whore. 
And  that  end  crown  them  ail !  [He falls. 

Aur.  Our  peace  is  full 
In  yon  usurper's  fall ;  nor  have  I  known 
A  judgment  meet  more  fearfully. 
Here,  take  this  ring,  deliver  the  good  queen, 
And  those  grave  pledges  of  her  murder  d  honour, 
(Her  worthy  father,  and  her  noble  uncle.) 
How  now  !  the  meaning  of  these  sounds? 

Enter  Hengist,  Devonshire,  Stafford, 
and  Soldiers, 

Hen.  The  consumer  has  been  here;    she's 
gone,  she's  lost. 
In  glowing  cinders  now  lie  all  my  joys. 
The  headlong  fortune  of  my  rash  captivity 
Strikes  not  so  deep  a  wound  into  my  hopes 
As  thy  dear  loss. 

Aur.  Her  father  and  her  uncle ! 

tst  Lord.  They  are  indeed,  my  lord. 

Aur.  Part  of  my  wishes. 
What  fortunate  power  has  prevented  me. 
And  ere  my  love  came,  brought  them  victory  ? 

tst  Lord.  My  wonder  sticks  in  Hengist,  king 
of  Kent. 

Devon.  My  lord,  to  make  that  plain  which 
now  I  see 
Fii'd  in  astonishment ;  the  only  name 
Of  your  return  and  being,  brought  such  gladness 
To  this  distracted  kingdom,  that,  to.express 
A  thankfulness  to  Heaven,  it  grew  great 
In  charitable  actions ;  from  which  goodness 
We  taste  our  liberty,  who  liv'd  engag'd 
Upon  the  innocence  of  woman's  Konour, 
(A  kindness  that  even  threatened  to  undo  us ;) 
And  having  newly  bu^enjoy'd  the  benefit 
And  fruits  of  our  enbrgement,  'twas  our  hap- 
piness 
To  intercept  this  monster  of  ambition, 
fired  in  these  times  of  usurpation. 
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The  nmkness  of  whose  insoleDce  and  treason 
Grew  to  such  height^  'twas  arm'd  to  bid  you 

battle: 
Whom^  as  our  fame's  redemption^  on  our  knees 
We  present  captive. 

Aur,  Had  it  needed  reason, 
You  richly  came  provided.    I  understood 
Not  your  deserts  till  now. — My  honoured  lords. 
Is  this  that  German  Saxon,  whose  least  thirst 
Could  not  be  satisfied  under  a  province  ? 

Hen,  Had  but  my  fate  directed  this  bold  arm 
To  thy  life,  the  whole  kingdom  had  been  mine, 
That  was  my  hope's  great  aim.    I  have  a  thirst 
Could  never  have  been  full  quench'd  under  all. 
The  whole  must  do  't,  or  nothing. 

Aur,  A  strange  draught ! 


And  what  a  little  ground  shall  death  now  teach 

you  , 

To  be  content  withal  ? 

Hen.  Why  let  it  then ; 
For  none  else  can ;  y'  have  nam'd  the  onij  waj 
To  limit  my  ambition :  a  full  cure 
For  all  my  fading  hopes  and  sickly  fears ; 
Nor  shall  it  be  less  welcome  to  me  now. 
Than  a  fresh  acquisition  would  have  been 
Unto  my  new-built  kingdoms.    Life  to  me 
('Less  it  be  glorious)  is  a  misery.  [out; 

Aur,  Tliat  pleasure  we  will  do  ^oo — Leaa  him 
And  when  we  have  inflicted  our  just  doom 
On  his  usurping  head,  it  will  become 
Our  pious  care  to  see  this  realm  secur'd 
From  the  convubions  it  hath  long  endurU 

[Exeunt  om»ei. 
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The  inUial  letters  J.  T,  art  placed  before  this  play,  at  those  belonging  to  the  author  of  it.  What 
his  name  mas,  or  what  his  tomaition,  are  alike  unknown.  It  was  printed  in  12ffio.  1663,  with  two 
others.  Thorny  Abby,  or  The  London  Maid,  and  The  Marriage  Broker,  in  a  valmne  entitled  Gratis 
Theatraleg,  or  A  Choice  Ternary  of  ^ngliflh  Plays.  Chetwood  says,  it  was  printed  in  1599,  and 
Whincop,  ill  the  year  1606.    I  cannot  but  suspect  thefidelity  of  both  these  writers  in  this  particular. 


PROLOGUE, 


You*re  welcome :  but  our  plot  I  dare  not  tell  ye, 
For  fear  I  fright  a  lady  with  great  belly : 
Or  should  a  scold  be  'mong  you,  I  dare  say 
She'd  make  more  work  j  than  the  devil,  in  the  play, 
Heard  you  not  never  how  an  actor's  wife. 
Whom  he,  fond  fool,  lov'd  dearly  as  his  life, 
Coming  in  V  wmj  did  chance  to  get '  a  Jape, 
As  he  was  tired  m  his  devil's  shape ; 
And  how  equivocal  a  generation 
Was  then  begot,  and  brought  forth  thereupon  ? 


Let  it  not  fright  you;  this  I  dare  to  say, 
Here  is  no  lecherous  devil  in  our  play. 
He  will  not  rumple  Peg,  nor  Joan,  nor  Nan, 
But  has  enoueh  at  home  to  do  with  Marian  ; 
Whom  he  so  Tittle  pleases,  she  in  scorn 
Does  teach  his  devilship  to  wind  the  liom. 
But  if  your  children  cry  when  Robin  comet, 
You  may  to  still  them  buy  here  pears  or  plumbs. 
Then  sit  you  quiet  all,  who  are  come  in, 
St  Dunstan  will  soon  enter  and  begin. 


DRAMATIS    PERSONiE. 


St  Dukstan,  Abbot  qf  Glassenbury, 

Morgan,  Earl  of  London, 

Lact,  Earl  of  Kent. 

HoxoREA,  Morgan's  Daughter. 

Maeiam,  her  Waitinf^-^naid. 

Nab,  Marian's  Maid. 

McsGRAVE,  a  young  Gentleman, 

Captain  Clihton. 

Miles  Forrest,  a  Gentleman. 

Ralph  Harvy,  an  Apothecary. 

OiiM,  the  Collier  of  Croydon. 


Parson  Sborthose. 
Clack,  a  Miller. 
Joan,  a  Country  Maid. 
Pluto, 
Mmos, 

5^^^^»'  yDevils. 

RhaDAM ANTHUS,  '  *^«^^i«. 

Belphagor, 

Akercock,  or  Robin  Goodfellow,^ 

Malbecco  his  Ghost. 

Officers,  Attendants,  ^c. 


SCENE— ENGLAND. 
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A  Jiqie.— See  Note  91  to  Gammer  Gmiati^B  NeedU,  Vol.  I.  p.  127. 
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ACT   I. 


SCENE  I. 

A  place  being  provided  for  the  Devils^  CoMistortfy 
enter  St  Dunstan  with  his  beads,  book,  and 
crosier^taff,  SfC, 

St  Dun,  Envy,  that  always  waits  on  Tirtoe's 

train. 
And  tears  the  graves  ofquiet  sleepinc:  souls. 
Hath  brought  me,  after  many  hundr^  y^^uVy 
To  shew  myself  again  upon  the  earth. 
Know  then  (wIk>  list)  that  I  am  English  bom, 
My  name  is  Danstnn ;  whilst  [  liv'd  with  wen. 
Chief  primate  of  the  holy  English  church : 
I  was  begotten  in  West  Saxony : 
My  father's  name  was  lleorston,  n»y  mother's 

Cinifred, 
Endowed  with  my  merit's  legacy, 
I  flourish*d  in  the  reign  of  seven  great  kings; 
The  first  was  Adelstane,  whose  niece  Elfleda, 
MalicioQS  tongues  reported,  I  defiled  : 
Next  him  came  Edmond,    then  Edred^   and 

Edwin: 
And  after  him  reign'd  Edgar,  a  great  prince, 
But  full  of  many  crimes,  which  I  restrain'd ; 
Edward  his  son,  and  lastly  Egelred. 
With  all  these  kings  was  1  in  high  esteem. 
And  kept  both  them  and  all  the  land  in  awe ; 
And,  had  I  liv*d,  the  Danes  had  never  boasted 
Their  then  beginning  conquest  of  this  land. 
Yet  some  accuse  me  for  a  conjurer, 
By  reason  of  those  many  miracles 
Which  Heaven  for  holy  life  endowed  me  with ; 
But  whoso  looks  into  ^the  golden  legend, 
(That  sacfed  register  of  holy  saints) 
ohall  find  me  by  the  pope  canoniz'd, 
And  happily  tlie  cause  of  this  report 
Might  nse  by  reason  of  a  vision, 
Which  I  beheld  in  great  king  Edgar's  days, 
Being  that  time  abbot  of  Classen  bury. 
Which  (for  it  was  a  matter  of  some  worth) 
I  did  make  known  to  few,  until  this  day : 


But  now  I  purpose  that  the  world  shall  see 
How  much  those  slanderers  have  wronged  me; 
Nor  will  I  trouble  you  with  courts  and  kiogs; 
Or  drive  n  feitnied  battle  out  of  breath ; 
Or  keep  a  coil  myself  upon  the  stage ; 
But  think  you  see  nie  in  my  secret  cell, 
Arm*d  with  my  portass,  bidding  of  my  beads. 
But  on  a  sudden  I'm  oVrcome  with  sleep ! 
If  aught  ensue,  watch  you,  for  Dunstan  dreams. 

He  layeth  him  datcn  to  sleep ;  lightning  tnd 
thunder  ;  the  curtains  dropn  on  a  sudden; 
Pluto,  Minos,  ^Kacus,  Rhadamakthu?,^' 
in  counsel;  before  them  Malbecco's  GkoU 
guarded  zcith  Ftiries. 

Phi,  y.iu  tver- dreaded  judges  of  black  bell, 
Grim  Minos,  iEacus,  and  libadamant. 
Lords  of  Cocytus,  Styx,  and  Phleg^ton, 
Princes  of  darkness,  Plato's  ministers, 
Know  that  the  greatness  of  his  present  cause 
Ilnth  made  ourself  in  person  sit  as  judge. 
To  hear  the  arraignment  of  Malbecco's  ghost. 
Stand  forth,  thou  ghastly  pattern  of  despair, 
Aud  to  tliis  powerful  synod  tell  thy  tale, 
Thnt  we  may  hear  if  thou  canst  jiMtly  say 
Thou  wert  not  author  of  thy  own  decay. 

*  AfaL  Infernal  Jove,  great  prince  of  Tartar^, 
With  humble  reverence  poor  Malbecco  speaks ; 
Still  trembling  with  the  fatal  memory 
Of  his  so  late  concluded  tragedy. 
I  was  (with  thanks  to  your  great  bounty)  bred 
A  wealthy  lord,  wliilst  that  I  liv'd  on  earth; 
And  so  might  have  contiuu'd  to  this  day. 
Had  not  that  phigue  of  mankind  fall'n  on  iDe> 
For  I  (poor  man)  join'd  woe  unto  my  nume, 
By  choosing  out  a  woman  for  my  wife. 
A  wife  ?  a  curse  ordained  for  the  world. 
Fair  Helena  !  fair  she  was  indeed. 
But  foully  stain'd  with  inward  wickedness. 
I  kept  her  bravely,  and  I  lov*d  her  dear; 
But  that  dear  love  did  cost  my  life,  and  all. 


^  The  stonr  of  this  play  is  taken  in  part  from  Machiave]*s  Belfkegor,       S.  P. 
3  The  golden  legemL—Legenda  Aurea,  or  The  Golden  Legend,  translated  out  of  the  French,  and 
printed  by  Caxton  in  folio,  1483. 
^  ilf(il6€Mr«YAoif.— See  the  story  of  Malbecco  in  Spenser*^  Fairy  Queen,  B.  3.  c.  9,  &*c. 
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To  reckon  up  a  thousand  of  her  pranks. 
Her  pridey  her  wasteful  spending,  her  unkindness, 
Her  false  dissemhliii^,  seeming  sanctity, 
Her  scolding,  pouting,  prating,  meddling, 
And  twenty  hundred  more  of  the  same  stamp, 
Were  hut  to  reap  an  endless  catalogue 
Of  what  the  world  is  plaguM  with  every  day. 
But  for  the  main  of  that  I  liave  to  telly 
It  chanced  thus :  Liite  in  a  rainy  night 
A  crew  of  gallants  ciime  unto  my  house, 
And  (will  1,  uill  I)  would  forsooth  be  lodg'd : 
I  brought  tliem  in,  and  made  them  all  good  cheer, 
(Such  as  I  had  in  store)  and  lodg*d  tliem  soft. 
Amongst  tliem  one, '  ycleped  Paridell, 
(The  raisest  thief  that  ever  trod  on  ground) 
Robb'd  me ;  and  with  him  stole  away  my  wife. 
I  (for  I  lov'd  her  dear)  pursued  the  thief; 
And  after  many  days  in  travel  spent. 
Found  her  amongst  a  crew  of  satyi*s  wild, 
^  Kissing  and  colling  all  the  live-long  night. 
1  spake  her  fair,  and  pray'd  her'to  return  ; 
But  she  ID  scorn  commands  me  to  be  gone, 
Andgkid  I  was  to  fly,  to  save  my  life ; 
Bat  when  I  backward  came  unto'  my  house, 
I  find  it  spoird,  and  all  my  treasure  gone. 
Desperate  and  mad,  I  ran,  I  knew  not  whither. 
Calling  and  crying  out  on  Heaven  and  fate ; 
Till  seeing  none  to  pity  my  distress, 
I  threw  myself  down  headlong  on  a  rock. 
And  so  concluded  all  my  ills  at  once. 
Now,  judge  you,  justice  benchers,  if  my  wife 
Were  not  the  instrument  to  end  my  life. 

Flu.  Can  it  be  possible  (you  lords  of  hell) 
Malbecco's  tale  of  women  should  be  true? 
Is  marriage  now  become  so  great  a  curse. 
That  whiJome  ^as  the  comfort  of  the  world  ? 

Min,  Women,  it  seems,  have  lost  their  na- 
tive shame. 


As  no  man  better  may  complain  than  I, 
Though  not  of  any  whom  I  made  my  wife. 
But  of  my  daughter  w!iu  procured  my  fall. 
JE)ac.  Tis  strange  what  plaints  are  brought 

us  every  day 
Of  men  made  miserable  by  marria^^e ; 
So  that  amongst  a  thousand,  scarcely  ten 
Have  not  some  grievous  actions  'gainst  their 

wives. 
Rka,  My  lord,  if  Rhadamant  might  counsei 

you. 
Your  grace  should  send  some  one  into  the  world, 
That  might  make  proof  if  it  be  true  or  no. 
Plu,  And  wisely  hast  thou  counsell'd,  Rha^ 

damant. 
Call  in  Bolphagor  to  me  presently ; 

[One  of  the  Furies  goes  for  Belpbagor. 
He  is  the  fittest  that  I  know  in  hell. 
To  undertake  a  task  of  such  import ; 
For  he  is  patient,  mild,  and  pitiful: 
Humours  but  ill  agreeing  with  our  kingdom. 

Enter  Belphagob. 

And  here  he  comes ;  Belpbagor,  so  it  is. 
We  in  our  awful  synod  have*decr;;ed, 
(Upon  occasions  to  ourselves  best  known) 
That  thou  from  hence  shall  go  into  the  world. 
And  take  upon  thee  the  shape  of  a  man ; 
In  which  estate  thou  sbalt  be  married ; 
Choose  thee  a  wife  that  best  may  please  thyself, 
And  live  with  her  a  twelvemonth  and  a  day ; 
Thou  shalt  be  subject  unto  human  chance. 
So  far  as  common  wit  cannot  relieve  thee ; 
Thou  shalt  of  us  receive  ten  thousand  pounds. 
Sufficient  stock  to  use  for  thy  increase : 
But  whatsoever  happens  in  that  time. 
Look  not  from  us  tor  succour  or  relief; 


'  Ydeped.—Cleped  is  cdUed,  named,    Milton's  VAUegro,  1.  lU 

"  Bat  come,  thou  goddess  fair  and  free. 
In  Heav'n  ycleap'd  Euphrosine.'* 

The  letter  y  is  added,  to  lengthen  it  a  syllable. 

•  Kitting  and  eoUinp:.— Colling  is  embracing  round  the  neck.    Dare  brachia  cervici,  as  Barret  ex- 
plains it  in  his  Alvearie  voce  coUe.    The  word  is  frequently  to  be  found  in  ancient  writers* 

Erasmus  Praise  of  Folie,  1549.      Sign.  B  2. 

" for  els,  what  is  it  in  yonnge  babes  that  we  dooe  kysse  so,  we  doe  coUe  so ;  we  do  cheryshe 

•0,  that  a  very  enemie  is  moved  to  spare  and  succour  this  age." 

9rUy  beguiled,    1606. 

"  ru  clasp  thee,  and  clip  thee;  coll  thee^  and  kiss  thee^  till  I  be  better  than  naught,  and  worse 
tksQ  Dothuig." 

The  WUch,  by  Middleton.    MSS. 

<<  When  hondred  leagues  In  aire  we  feast  and  sing, 
Daunce,  kysse,  and  coll,  use  every  thing." 

T^WwrketqfaYimn^fVit.    1577.    P.  57. 

«  Then  for  God's  sake,  let  young  folkcs  coll  and  kisse, 
Whea  oldest  folkes  will  thinke  it  not  amisse." 
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This  sliait  tboa  do,  and  when  the  time's  eipired, 
Bring  word  to  us  what  thou  hast  seen  and  done. 
Bel,  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord,  I  am  content^ 
So  I  may  have  my  servant  Akercock 
To  wait  upon  me  as  if  he  were  my  man, 
That  he  may  witness  tikewise  what  is  done. 
Plu,  We  are  coptented ;  he  shaU  go  with  thee. 
JUin.    But  what  mean  time   decrees  your 
majesty 
Of  poor  Malbecco  ? 

Plu.  He  shall  rest  with  us 
Until  Belphagor  do  return  again ; 
And  as  he  finds,  so  will  we  give'his  doom. 
7  Come  let  us  go  and  set  our  spyal  forth. 
Who  for  a  time  must  make  experiment. 
If  hell  be  not  on  earth,  as  weU  ashere.rEjroin^ 
[It  thundert  and  lightens ;  the  Verils  go 
forth;  DuKSTAN  rising,  runneth  about 
the  stage,  laying  about  him  with  his  staff. 
St  Vun,    Satan,   avaunt !    thou  art   mau  s 
enemy; 
Thou  shalt  not  live  ^mongst  us  sp  unseen, 
So  to  betray  us  to  tile  prince  of  darkness : 
Snian,  avaunt !  I  do  conjure  thee  hence. 
What  drean/st  thou,  Dunstan?  yea  I  dream'd 

indeed. 
Must  then  the  devil  come  into  the  world } 
Such  is  belike  the  infernal  king's  decree ; 
Well,  be  it  BO ;  for  Punstan  is  content, 
Mark  well  the  process  of  the  devil's  disguise. 
Who  happily  may  learn  you  to  be  wise. 
Women,  beware ;  and  make  ypur  bargains  well. 
The  devil,  to  cfmse  a  wife,  is  com§  from  hell. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

£ii/erMoKCAN,  Earl  (^  Ijmdon,  Lacy,  Earl 
of  Kent,  with  Miles  Forrest. 

Mor.  My  lord  of  Kent,  your  honour  knows 

my  mind. 
That  ever  mis,  and  still  does  honour  you, 
Acoouotiiig  it  my  daughter's  happiness, 
(Amidst  her  other  infelicities) 
That  you  vouchsafe  to  love  her  as  you  do : 
How  gladly  I  would  grant  your  lordship's  suit 
The  Heavens  can  witness,  which,  with  ruthless 

ears 
Have  often  heard  my  yet  unpitied  plaints ; 


And  could  I  6Dd  some  means  for  her  recovery, 
None  but  yourself  should  have  her  to  your  wife. 
Lacy,  my  lord  of  London,  now  long  time  it  it 
Since  Lacy  first  was  suitor  to  your  daughter, 
The  fairest  Honorea ;  in  whose  eyes 
Honour  itself  in  lovers  sweet  bosom  lies : 
What  shall  we  say,    or  seem   to   strive  with 

Heaven, 
Who  speechless  sent  her  first  into  the  world  ? 
In  vain  it  is  for  us  to  think  to  loose 
That  which  by  nature's  self  we  see  is  boaad: 
Her  beauty,  with  her  other  virtues  join'd. 
Are  gifts  sufficient,  tho*  she  want  a  tongue; 
And  some  will  count  it  virtue  in  a  woman 
Still  to  be  bound  to  unoflfending  silence ; 
Tho'  I  could  wish  with  half  of  all  my  lands, 
That  she  could  speak  :  but  since  it  may  not  be, 
•Twere  vain  to  imprison  beauty  with  her  speech. 

For.  Have  you  not  heard,  my  lords,  tlie  won* 
drous  fiime 
Of  holy  Dunstan,  abbot  of  Glnssenbury  ? 
What  miracles  he  hath  atchieved  of  late ; 
And  how  the  ^ood  of  ^  Dovercot  did  speak, 
Confirming  his  opinion  to  be  true ; 
And  how  the  holy  consistory  fell, 
With  all  the  monks  that  were  assembled  there, 
Saving  one  beam  whereon  this  Dunstan  sate; 
And  other  more  such  miracles  as  these. 
They  say  he  is  of  such  religious  life, 
That  aneels  often  use  to  talk  with  him. 
And  tell  to  him  the  secrets  of  the  heavens. 
No  question,  if  your  honours  would  but  try, 
He  could  procure  my  lady  for  to  speak. 

Mor.  Believe  me,  Forrest,  thou  hast  well  ad- 
vised. 
For  I  have  heard  of  late  much  talk  of  him. 

Lacy.  Is  not  that  Dunstan  he  who  cbeck'd 
the  king 
About  his  privy  dealing  witli  the  nun, 
And  made  nim  to  do  penance  for  the  ftiult  ? 

Afor.  The  same  is  he ;  for  whom  I  straight 
will  send. 
MUet  Forrest  shall  in  post  to  Glasseubnry, 
And  geatly  pray  the  abbot  for  my  sake 
To  come  to  London ;  sure  I  hope  the  lieaveos 
Have  ordain'd  Dunstan  to  do  Morgan  good. 

Lacy.  Let  us  dispatch  him  thither  presently; 
For  I  myself  will  stay  for  his  return. 
And  see  some  end  or  other  ere  I  go. 


^  Cwme  let  UM  go  mud  set  tmr  ipyal/ortk — Spyal  is  a  spy,  obsolete.    So,  in  Ben  Jopson's  Cmtitift} 
A. 4.  S.3: 

**  I  have  those  eyes  and  ears  shall  still  keep  guard 
And  spiml  on  thee,  as  they've  ever  done, 
Andlhouootfeelit." 

liog^  AKham'^s  Repert  and  Ditccwru  qf  the  St^  ^  Gernumy,  p.  91: 

^ He  went  into  France  secretlv,  and  was  there  with  Shirtly  as  a  common  launce  knight,  axi 

named  bymselfe  Captaine  Paul,  lest  the  Emperours  §ohis  should  get  out  hys  doynges." 
*  D9verc9i.^In  me  county  of  Essex,  the  motber  chorch  of  Hanrich. 


Anonymous.]    GRIM,  THE  COLLIER  OF  CROYDON. 


901 


Jfcw.  Come  then,  lord  Lacy ;  Forrest,  come 
away.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Belfhagor  attired  like  a  Phytician; 
Akercock,  his  Man,  in  a  tawny  coat, 

Bel.  Now  is  Belpha^r,  an  incarnate  detil. 
Come  to  the  earth  to  seek  him  out  a  dame : 
Hell  be  my  speed !  and  so,  I  hope,  it  will. 
In  lovely  London  are  we  here  arrived. 
Where,  as  I  hear,  the  earl  hath  a  fair  daughter 
So  fall  of  virtue,  and  sofl  modesty, 
That  yet  she  never  gave  a  man  foul  word. 

Aker.  Marry,  indeed,  they  say  she  cannot 
speak. 

Bel,  For  this  cause  have  I  taken  this  disguise, 
And  will  profess  me  a  physician, 
Come  up  on  purpose  for  to  cure  the  lady ; 
Marry,  no  ^  maid  shall  bind  me  but  herself; 
And  slie  I  do  iiftend  shall  be  my  wife. 

Aker.  But,  master,  tell  me  one  thing  by  the 
way; 
Do  jou  not  mean  that  I  shall  marry  too  f 

Bel,  No,  Akercock,  thou  shalt  be  still  unwed  : 
For  if  they  be  as  bad  as  is  reported, 
One  wife  will  be  enough  to  tire  ifs  both. 

Aker.  O,  then  you  mean  that  I  shall  now  and 
then 
Have,  as  it  were,  a  course  at  base  with  her. 

Bel.  Not  so,  not  so;  that's  one  of  marriage 
plagues. 
Which  I  must  seek  to  shun,  among  the  rest, 
And  live  in  sweet  contentment  wiui  my  wife ; 
That  when  I  back  again  return  to  hell 
All  women  may  be  bound  to  reverence  mc. 
For  saving  of  their  credits,  as  I  will. 
Bot  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Captain  Clinton. 

CUn,  This  needs  must  tickle  Musgrave  to  the 
quick. 
And  stretch  his  heait-strines  farther  by  an  inch. 
That  Lacy  must  be  married  to  his  love ; 
And  by  that  match  my  market  is  near  marr*d, 
For  Mariana,  whom  I  most  affect ; 
Bat  I  mast  cast  about  by  some  device 
To  help  myself,  and  to  prevent  the  earl. 

Bel.  This  fellow  fitly  comes  to  meet  with  me, 
Who  seems  to  be  acquainted  with  the  earl. 
Ogod  fortune  guide  you,  sir ! 


Clin.  As  much  to  you. 

Bel.  Might  I  entreat  a  favour  at  your  hands? 

Clin.  What's  that? 

Bel.  I  am  a  stranger  here  in  England,  sir. 
Brought  from  my  native  home,  upon  report 
That  the  earFs  daughter  wants  the  use  of  speech; 
I  have  been  practised  in  snch  cures  ere  now. 
And  willingly  would  try  my  skill  on  hor. 
Let  me  request  you  so  to  favour  me, 
As  to  dicect  me  to  her  father's  house. 

Clin.  With  all  my  heart,  and  welcome  shall 
you  be 
To  that  good  earl,  who  mourns  his  daughter's 

want; 
But  they  have  for  a  holy  abbot  sent, 
Who  can,  men  say,  do  many  miracles, 
In  hope  that  he  will  work  this  wond'rous  core. 

Bel.  Whate'er  he  be,  I  know  'tis  past  his  skill ; 
Nor  any  in  the  world,  besides  myself. 
Did  ever  sound  the  depth  of  that  device. 

Enter  Musgrave. 

Clin.    Musgrave,  well  met;    I  needs  must 
speak  with  you. 

Mui.  I  came  to  seek  you. 

Clin.  Tarry  you  a  while. 
Shall  I  entreat  you,  sir,  to  walk  before 
With  this  same  gentleman  ?  I'll  overtake  yon. 

[Exeunt  Belphagor  and  Akercock. 
This  is  the  news ;  the  earl  of  Kent  is  come, 
And  in  all  haste  the  marriage  must  be  made. 
Your  lady  weeps,  and  knows  not  what  to  do ; 
But  hopes  that  you  will  work  some  means  or  other 
To  stop  the  cross  proceedings  of  the  eaH. 

Mm.  Alas,  poor  Clinton  I    what  can  Mus- 
grave no  ? 
Unless  I  should  by  stealth  convey  her  thence ; 
On  which  a  thousand  dangers  do  depend. 

Clin.  Well,  to  be  brief,  because  I  cannot  stay, 
Thus  stands  the  case;  if  you  will  promise  me. 
To  work  your  cousin  Marian  to  be  mine, 
I'll  so  devise  that  you  shall  purchase  her; 
And  therefore  tell  me  if  you  like  the  match? 

Mu$,  With  all  my  heart,  sir,  yea  and  thank 
you  too. 

Clin.  Then  say  no  more,  but  leave  the  rest 
tome, 
For  I  have  plotted  how  it  shall  be  done. 
I  must  go  follow  yon  fair  gentleman. 
On  whom  I  build  my  hopes.     Musgrave,  adieu. 

Mus.  Clinton,  farewel;  I'll  wish  thee  good 
success.  [Exeunt. 


9  Jtfojd.— Way ;  former  edition.      S.  P. 
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ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Morgan,  Lacy,  Dunstan,  Forrest, 
lioNOREA,  Marian. 

Mor,  Tliou  holy  m^u,  to  wliom  the  higher 
Powers 
Have  given  the  gift  of  cures  beyond  conceit. 
Welcome  thou  urt  unto  earl  Morgan's  house  ; 
The  house  of  sorrow  yet,  unless  by  thee 
Our  joys  may  spring  anew ;  which,  if  they  do, 
Keward  and  praise  shall  both  attend  on  thee. 

Lacy,  And  we  will  ever  reverence  iliy  name, 
Making  the  chronidifs  to  sueak  thy  praise; 
So  Houorea  may  but  have  ner  speech. 

Dun,  Mv  lords,  you  know  the  hallowed  gift 
of  tongues 
Comes  from  the  self-same  power  that  gives  us 

breath ; 
He  binds  and  looscth  them  at  his  dispose; 
And  in  his  name  will  Dunstan  undertake 
To  work  this  cure  upon  fair  Ilonorea. 
Hang  there,  my  harp,  my  solitary  muse, 
Companion  of  my  contemplation. 

[He  hangs  hit  harp  on  the  wall. 

And,  lady,  kneel  with  me  upon  the  earth. 

That  both  our  prayers  may  ascend  to  heaven. 

[They  kneel  dozen;   then  enter*  Clinton 

with  BELPHAGon,  terming  himself  Ca^ 

TiLiANO,  and  A&ERCOCK,  as  Kobin- 

GOODFELLOW. 

CMn,  So  shall  vou  do  the  lady  a  good  turn, 
And  bind  both  bim  and  me  to  you  for  ever. 

Bel,  I  have  determined  what  I  mean  to  do. 

Clin,  Here  be  the  earls,  and  with  them  is  the 
friar. 

Bel,  What  is  be  praying  ? 

Clin.  So  roethinks  he  is; 
But  V\\  disturb  him.     By  your  leave,  my  lords, 
Here  is  a  stranger  from  beyond  the  seas 
Will  undertake  to  cure  your  lordship's  daughter. 

Mor.  The  holy  abbot  is  about  the  cure. 

Bel,  Yea,  but,  my  lord,  he'll  never  finish  it. 

Mor,  How  canst  thou  tell  ?  what  countryman 
art  thou  ? 

Bel,  I  am  by  birth,  my  lord,  a  Spaniard  born. 
And  by  descent  came  of  a  noble  house ; 
Though  for  the  love  I  bear  to  secret  arts, 
i  never  car'd  to  seek  for  vain  estate, 
Yet  by  my  skill  I  have  increas'd  my  wealth. 
My  name  Castiliano,  and  my  birth 
No  baser  than  the  best  blood  of  Castile. 


Hearing  your  daughter's  strange  infirmity, 
Joiu'd  w  ith  such  matchless  beauty  and  rarerlrtne, 
I  cross'd  the  seas  on  purpose  for  her  ^rood. 

Dan.  Fond  man,  presuming  ou  thy  weaker 
skill. 
That  think 'st  by  art  to  over-rule  the  heavens  ! 
Thou  know*sc  not  what  it  is  thou  undertak'st. 
No,  no,  my  lord,  your  daughter  must  be  cur'd 
Uy  fasting,  prayer,  and  religious  works ; 
Myself  for  her  will  sing  a  solemn  mass. 
And  give  lier  three  sips  of  the  holy  chnlice, 
And  turn  ray  beads  with  aves  and  with  creeds; 
And  thus,  my  lord,  your  daughter  must  be  help'd. 

Cos,  Zounds,  what  a  prating  keeps  the  bakl- 
pate  friar ! 
My  lord,  my  lord,  here^s  churcli-«rork  for  an  ag^  i 
Tush,  I  will  cure  her  in  a  minute's  space. 
That  she  shall  speak  as  plain  as  you  or  I. 

[Dun Stan's  harp  sounds  on  the  waU, 

For,  Hark,  hark,  my  lord,  the  holy  abbot's 
harp 
Sounds  by  itself  so  hanging  on  the  wall ! 

Dun.  Unhallowed  man,  that  scorn'st  the  sa- 
'^  cred  read, 
Hark  how  the  testimony  of  my  truth 
Sounds  h#avenly  music  with  an  angel's  hand| 
To  testify  Dunstnn*s  integrity, 
And  prove  thy  active  boast  of  no  effect. 

Cos,  Tush,  sir,  that  music  was  to  welcome  me! 
The  Imrp  hath  got  anotlier  master  now ; 
I  warrant  you,  twill  never  tune  you  more. 

Dun.  Who  should  be  master  of  my  harp  but  I? 

Cas,  Try  tlien  what  service  it  will  do  fiir  yoo. 
[He  tries  to  play ^  but  canned. 

Dun,  Thou  art  some  sorcerer  or  necromancer, 
Who  by  thy  spells  dost  hold  these  holy  strings. 

Cos,  Cannot  your  holiness  unbind  the  bonds? 
Then,  I  perceive,  my  skill  is  most  of  force. 
You  see,  my  lord,  the  abbot  is  but  weak ; 
I  am  the  man  must  do  your  daughter  good. 

Mor,  What  wilt  thou  ask  for  to  work  thy  cure? 

Cas,  That  without  which  I  will  not  do  the  cure, 
Herself  to  be  my  wife;  ibr  which  intent 
I  came  from  Spain :  then  if  she  shall  be  mine. 
Say  w»,  or  keep  her  else  for  ever  dumb. 

Mor.  The  earl  of  Kent,  mine  honourable  firiend. 
Hath  to  my  daughter  been  a  suitor  long; 
And  much  it  would  displease  both  her  and  him 
To  be  prevented  of  their  wished  love : 
Ask  what  tliou  wilt  beside,  and  I  will  grant  it. 

Cas,  Alas,  my  lord,  what  should  the  craiy  earl 


10 focnd  read^-^te  Note  42  to  Gammer  Gurt<m'$  Needle,  VoL  I.  p.  U9. 
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Do  with  so  yoans;  n  virpn  as  ^our  daughter  ? 
I  dare  stand  to  her  choice  'twixt  him  and  me. 

Xacy.  And  I  will  pawn  mine  earldom  with  my 
love. 
And  lose  them  both,  if  I  lose  Ilonorea. 

Cos.  A  match,  my  lords!   We'll  stand  unto 
the  choice. 

Mor.  I  am  contented,  if  the  earl  be  pleosed. 

Lacy,  I  were  not  wortliy  of  her  did  1  doubt. 

Cos,  Then  there  it  goes ;  fetch  me  a  bowl  of 
wine, 
Tltis  is  the  match,  my  lord,  before  I  work  ; 
If  she  refuse  the  eurl,  she  must  be  mine. 

Mor,  It  is. 

[One  brings  him  a  cup  of  wine,  lie  strains 
the  juice  of  the  herb  into  it. 

Ccs.  Now  shall  your  lordships  see  a  Spaniard's 
skill. 
Who  from  the  plains  of  new  America 
Can  find  out  sacred  simples  of  esteem 
To  bind  and  unbind  nature's  strongest  powers. 
This  herb,  which  mortal  men  have  seldom  found, 
Can  I  with  ease  procure  me  when  I  list ; 
And  by  this  juice  shall  Honorea  speak. 
Here,  lady,  driuk  the  freedom  of  thy  heart : 
And  may  it  teach  tliee  long  to  call  me  love ! 

\She  drinks. 
Now,  lovely  Honorea,  thou  art  free. 
Let  thy  celestial  voice  make  choice  of  me. 

Hon,  BaA  alien  !'  mercenary  fugitive ! 
Presumptuous  Spaniard  !    that  with  shameless 

pride 
Dar*8t  ask  an  English  lady  for  thy  wife. 
I  score  my  slave  should  honour  thee  so  much ; 
And  for  myself,  I  like  myself  the  worse 
That  tboQ  dar*8t  hope  the  gaining  of  my  love. 
Go,  get  thee  gone,  the  shame  ofmy  esteem. 
And  seek  some  drudge  that  may  be  like  thyself! 
Bat  as  for  you,  good  earl  of  Kent, 
Methinks  your  lordship,  being  of  these  years, 
Should  be  past  dreaming  of  a  second  wife. 
Fj,  fy,  my  lord  !  'tis  lust  in  doting  age, 
I  will  not  patronize  so  foul  a  sin. 
An  old  man  dote  on  youth !  'tis  monstrous : 

00  liome,  go  home,  and  rest  your  weary  head ; 
^fwere  pity  such  a  brow  should  learn  to  bud. 
And  lastly  unto  you,  my  lord,  and  father. 
Your  love  to  me  is  too  much  overseen. 

That  in  your  care  and  counsel  should  devise. 
To  tie  your  daughter's  choice  to  two  such  grooms. 
You  may  elect  for  me,  but  I'll  dispose 
And  fit  myself  far  better  than  both  those ; 
And  so  I  will  conclude:  you,  as  you  please. 

[Exit  Honorea  in  a  chafe. 
K.  Good.  Call  you  this  making  of  a  woman 
speak? 

1  think  they  all  wish  she  were  dumb  again. 


Cos,  How  DOW,  my  lord,  what  are  you  in  a 

muse? 
Lacy.  I  would  to  God  her  tongue  were  tied 

again. 
Cos,  Ay  marry,  sir,  but  that's  another  thing; 
The  devil  cannot  tie  a  woman's  tongue; 
I  would  the  friar  could  do  that  with  his  beads. 
But  'tis  no  matter ;  you,  my  lord,  have  promis'd. 
If  she  refuse  the  earl,  she  should  be  mine, 
Mor,  Wiu  her,  and  wear  her,  man,  with  all 

my  heart ! 
Cas.  Oh  f  I'll  haunt  lier,  till  I  make  her  stoop ; 
Come,  come,  ujy  lord,  this  was  to  try  her  voice ; 
Let's  in  and  court  her ;  one  of  us  sliall  speed. 
K,  Good.  "  Happy  man  be  his  dole  that  miss* 

eth  her,  say  I. 
I>un,  My  weaker  senses  cannot  apprehend 
The  means  this  stranger  us'd  to  make  her  speak ; 
There  is  some  secret  mystery  therein, 
Conceal'd  from  Dunstan;  which  the  Heavens 

reveal. 
That  I  may  scourge  this  bold  blasphemine  man, 
Who  holds  religious  works  of  little  worth! 

[Exeunt :  manent  Clinton  and  Forrest. 
For,  Now,  captain  Clinton,  what  think  yoa 

of  me? 
Clin,  Methinks,  as  yet,  the  jest  holds  pretty 
well ; 
The  one  hath  taught  her  to  deny  himself, 
The  other  woo'd  so  long  he  cannot  speed. 
For,  This*news  will  please  young  Musgrave. 
Clin.  Marry  will  it, 
And  I  will  hasten  to  acquaint  him  with  them: 
Come  let's  away.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Parson  Suortbose,  and  Grim  the 
Collier. 

Grim.  No,  Mr  Parson,  grief  hatb  made  my 
heart  and  me  a  pair  of  balance,  as  heavy  as  lead ; 
every  night  I  dream  I  am  a  town  top,  and  that  I 
am  whipt  up  and  down  with  the  scourge-stick  of 
love,  and  the  metal  of  affection ;  and  when  I 
'^  wake,  I  find  myself  stark  naked,  and  as  cold 
as  a  stone;  now  judge  how  I  am  tumbled  and 
tost ;  poor  Grim  the  collier  hath  wish'd  himself 
burnt  up  amongst  his  coals. 

Short,  O  Grim,  be  wise,  dream  not  of  love ! 
Thy  sorrows  cannot  Fancy  move : 
If  Jug  love  thee,  love  her  again ; 
If  not,  thy  kindness  then  refrain. 

Grim.  1  am  not  skill'd  in  your  rhyming,  Mr 
Parson ;  but  that  which  is  bred  in  the  flesh  will 
never  come  out  of  the  bone;  I  have  seen  ay 
much  as  another  man ;  my  travel  should  teach 
me :  there's  never  a  day  in  the  week  but  I  cany 
coals  from  Croydon  to  London ;  and  now  when 
I  rise  in  the  morning  to  harness  my  horses,  and 


"  Htq^py  mm  be  his  dole, — See  Note  13  to  Damon  and  PUhiaSp  Vol.  I.  p.  7 J. 
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load  inj  cart,  methinks  I  baTe  a  taylor  sowing 
stitches  in  nay  heart:  when  I  am  driving  ray 
cart,  ray  lieart  (bat  wanders  one  way,  my  eyes 
they  leer  another,  my  feet  they  lead  me  I  know 
not  whither,  but  now  and  then  into  a  slough 
over  head  and  ears :  so  that  poor  Grim,  that  be- 
fore was  over  slioes  in  love,  is  now  over  bead 
and  eors  in  dirt  and  mire. 

Shori,  Well,  Grim,  my  counsel  shall  suffice 
To  help  tliee ;  but  in  any  wise 
Be  rulM  by  me,  and  thou  shalt  see 
Ah  thou  lov*bt  her,  she  shall  love  thee. 

Grim.  A  lard  !  but  do  you  think  that  will  be 
so  ?  1  should  laugh  till  I  tickle  to  see  that  day, 
and  forswear  sleep  all  the  neit  night  after.  Oh 
Mr  Parson,  I  am  so  halterM  in  affection,  that  I 
may  tell  you  in  secret,  here's  no  body  else  hears 
me,  I  Cake  no  care  how  I  fill  my  sacks;  every 
time  I  come  to  London  my  coals  are  found 
faulty;  I  have  been  five  times  pilloried,  my 
coals  given  to  tlie  poor,  and  my  sacks  burnt  be- 
fore my  face.  It  were  a  shame  to  speak  this ; 
but  truth  will  come  to  light.  O  Joan  !  thou 
bast  thrown  the  coal-dust  of  thy  love  into  my 
eyes,  and  stricken  me  quite  blind. 

Short,  Now  afore  God  the  Collier  chuseth 
well; 
For  beauty.  Jug  doth  bear  away  the  bell : 
Aiid  I  love  her;  then  Collier,  thou  must  miss. 
For  parson  SItorthose  vows,  Jjug  shall  be  bis. 
But  heaPst  thou,  Grim,  1  have  that  in  my  head. 
To  plot  that  how  thou  shalt  the  maiden  wed. 

Grim,  But  are  you  sure  you  have  that  in  your 
bead  ?  O  for  a  hammer  to  knock  that  out !  one 
blow  at  your  pate  would  lay  all  open  to  me,  and 
make  me  as  wise  as  you. 

Short.  Think'st  thou  I  do  so  often  look 
For  nothing  on  my  learned  book. 
As  that  I  cannot  work  the  feat  ? 
I  warrant  1*11  the  miller  cheat ; 
And  make  Jug  thine,  in  spite  of  him : 
Will  this  content  thee,  neighbour  Grim  ? 

Grtm,  Content  me !  ay,  and  so  highly,  that  if 
you  do  this  feat  for  me,  you  hire  me  to  you  as  one 
hiretb  an  ox  or  an  ass :  to  use,  to  ride,  to  spur, 
or  any  thing ;  yours  to  demand,  miserable  Gnm  ! 
Joan's  handmaid !  for  so  I  have  called  myself, 
ever  since  last  May-day,  when  she  gave  me  her 
h.ind  to  kiss. 

Short.  Well,  let's  away ;  and  in  all  haste. 
About  it  ere  the  day  be  past ; 
And  ever  after,  if  thou  hast  her. 
Acknowledge  me  to  be  thy  master. 

Grim.  I  wool,  sir;  come  let's  away,  the  best 


drink  io  Croydon's  youra;  I  bave  it  for  you, 
even  a  dqzen  of  jugs,  to  Jug's  health. 

[RgetiHt  both. 

Enter  Earl  Mobgav,  Earl  Lacy,  M&eiak. 

Mor,  My  lord  of  Kent,  the  latter  motion 
Doth  bind  me  to  you  in  a  higher  degree 
Than  all  those  many  ^vours  gone  before ; 
And  now  the  issue  of  my  help  relies 
Only  on  Mariana's  gentleness, 
Who,  if  she  will,  in  such  a  common  good. 
Put  to  her  helping  hand,  the  match  is  mule. 

Lacif.  You  ne^  not  make  a  doubt  of  Marian, 
Whose  love  unto  her  lady  were  enough. 
Besides  her  cousin's  and  her  own  consent. 
To  move  her  to  a  greater  thing  tban  this. 

Mar.  My  lords,  if  aught  there  be  in  Maran, 
That  may  or  pleasure  you,  or  profit  her. 
Ye  shall  not  need  to  doubt  of  my  consent. 

Jlfor.   Gramercy,  Marian ;    and  indeed  the 
Is,  in  itself,  a  matter  of  no  moment,  [thing 

If  it  be  weigb'd  aright;  and  therefore  this, 
Thou  know'st  the  bargain  'twiit  me  and  the 

doctor. 
Concerning  marriage  with  my  only  daughter. 
Whom  I  determin^  that  my  lord  of  Rent 
Should  have  espoused  :  but  I  see  ber  mind 
Is  only  set  upon  thy  cousin  Musgrave, 
And  in  her  marriage  to  use  constraint 
Were  bootless ;  therefore  thus  we  i^'e  devised  : 
Lord  Lacy  is  content  to  lose  his  part. 
And  to  resign  his  title  to  young  Musgrave. 
But  now  the  doctor  will  not  yield  bis  right. 
Thus  we  detenuine  to  beguile  his  hopes: 
Thou  shalt  this  night  be  brought  unto  his  bed 
Instead  of  her,  and  he  shall  marry  thee : 
Musgrave  shall  have  my  daughter,  she  ber  will, 
'^  And  so  shall  all  things  sort  to  our  content 

Lact^.  And  this  thou  shalt  be  sure  of,  Mariao, 
The  doctor's  wealth  will  keep  thee  royally ; 
Besides,  thou  sbalt  be  ever  near  thy  friends. 
That  will  not  see  thee  wrong'd  by  any  man. 
Say  then,  wilt  thou  resolve  to  marry  him? 

Mar.  My  lords,  you  know  I  am  but  young; 
The  doctor  s  fit  for  one  of  riper  years ; 
Yet,  in  regard  of  Honorea's  good. 
My  cousin's  profit,  and  all  your  contents, 
I  yield  myself  to  be  tlie  doctor's  wife. 

Mor.  Tis  kindly  spoken,  gentle  Mwian; 

Enter  Castiliano. 

But  here  the  doctor  comes. 

Lacy.  Then  I'll  awav. 
Lest  he  suspect  aught  by  my  being  here.  [£r/<. 


"  Ai^  90  MkaU  ail  thijiig$§ort  to  our  conteni.'-Sort  is,  $0  happen  in  the  issue,    Ben  Jonson^  N(W  M 
A*  4.  S.  4 : 


*' yon  knew  well 

It  conid  not  sort  with  any  reputation 
Of  mine." 
Massioger'a  Maid  qfHonour^  A.  2.  S.  i : 

*'  All  sorts  to  my  wishes.' 
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Mof.  Do,  and  let  me  alone  to  close  with  him. 

Cat,  May  be  ne'er  speak,  that  makes  a  woman 
apeak! 
She  ^alks  »PW  sun^  ibr  all  the  tifpe  that's  past. 
|Ier  tongpe  is  like  a  scari^-crow  in  a  tree. 
That  datten  s^ifl  with  every  puff  of  wind. 
I  have  so  haunted  her  from  place  to  place, 
About  the  hall,  from  thence  into  the  parlour. 
Up  to  the  chamber,  down  into  the  garden ; 
And  still  she  rails,  and  chafes,  and  scolds, 
As  if  it  were  the  sessions-day  in  hell. 
Yet  will  I  haunt  her  with  an  open  mouth. 
And  never  leave  her  till  I  force  her  love  me. 

Mor,  Now,  master  doctor;   what,  a  match 
or  no? 

Ou,  A  match,  quoth  you  ?    I  think  the  devil 
himself 
CaoQOt  qiatch  her;  ^or  if  lie  could,  I  should. 

Mor,  Well,  be  content ;  'tis  I  must  work  the 
mean 
To  make  her  yield  whether  she  will  or  no. 
My  lord  of  Kent  is  gone  bei)ce  in  a  chafe, 
Aod  now  I  purpose  that  she  shall  be  vours ; 
Yet  to  herself  unknown :  fur  she  sliall  think 
That  JMusgfi^ve  is  the  man,  but  it  shall  be  you. 
Seem  you  still  di^onteuted,  and  no  ipore. 
Go,  (lariana,  call  thy  mistress  hither. 
Now  when  she  comes,  disseml^Ie  ^hatyou  know, 
And  go  away,  as  if  you  car'ci  not  for  her ; 
So  wUl  she  the  sooner  be  brought  into  it. 

[Ejpit  Marian. 

Cat,  My  lord,  I  thank  you  for  your  honest  care ; 
And,  as  I  may,  will  study  to  fequite  it. 

Enter  Hoxorca  and  Marian. 

Bat  be^e  yo^  daughter  comes.  No,  no,  my  lord, 
'♦Tis  ppjt  Dtf  favpur  I  regard,  nor  hjtr; 
Your  promise  'tis  1  challenge,  which  1*11  have : 
It  was  my  bargaii^.    No  man  jelse  should  have 

her: 
Not  that  I  love  her,  bu^  I'll  not  be  wrong'd 
By  ^y  ooe^  njiy  lord ;  and  so  I  leave  you. 

If^it  Castiliano. 

Mor,  tie's  jmssing/c^npin^  i^  deceive  ^^mself; 
But  all  the  better  for  the  alTerifiport. 

Bon.  Sir,  did  you  send  for  me  ? 

Mor.  Honorea,  for  i^ee. 
Aod  this  it  is:  HoweV^  unworthily 
I  have  bestowed  my  love  so  Ipn^  jupon  thee. 
That  win  so  manifestly  contradict  me ; 
Yet,  that  tboo  may'st  perceive  hoyr  I  esteem  thee, 
I  make  thyself  the  guardian  of  thy  love^ 
That  thine  own  &ncy  ipay  make  choice  for  thee. 
I  have  persuaded  wii^i  my  lor(^  of  Kent, 
To  leave  to  love  thee.    Now  the  peevish  doctor 
Swears,  that  his  interest  he  will  ne'er  resign ; 
Ther^>re  we  must  by  policy  deceive  him. 


He  shall  suppose  he  lieth  this  night  with  thee ; 
But  Mariana  shall  supply  thy  ruom ; 
And  thou  with  Musgrave,  in  another  chamber, 
Shalt  secretly  be  lodg'd.     When  this  is  done, 
Twill  be  too  late  to  call  that  back  again ; 
So  shalt  thou  have  thy  mind,  and  he  a  wife. 
Hon,  But  wilt  thou,  Mariana,  yield  to  this  ? 
Mar.  For  your  sake,  lady,  I  wUj  undertake  it. 
Hon.  Gramercy,  Marian ;  and  my  noble  father. 
Now  I  acknowledge  that  indeed  you  love  me. 
Mor.  Well,  no  more  words,  but  be  yot^  both 
prepai*'d : 
The  night  draweth  on ;  and  I  have  sent  in  secret 
For  Musgrave,  that  he  mtty  be  brought  unseen, 
To  hide  suspicion  from  their  jealous  eyes. 
Hon.  I  warrant  you.  Come,  Marian,  lee  us  go. 
[Exeunt  Honor  ea  and  Marian. 
Mor.  And  then  my  lord  of  Kent  shall  be  my 
son. 
Should  I  go  wed  my  daughter  to  a  boy  ? 
No,  no ;   young  girls  must  have  their  wills  re- 

strain'd ; 
For  if  the  rule  be  theirs  all  runs  to  nought. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Clack  the  Miller  rvitk  Joan. 

Clack.  Be  not  Jug,  as  a  man  would  say,  finer 
than  five-pence,  or  more  proud  than  a  peacock ; 
that  is,  to  seem  to  scorn  to  call  in  ^t  Clack's  mill, 
as  you  pass  over  the  bridge.  Thejre  be  as  good 
wenches  as  you,  be  glad  to  pay  me  toll. 

Joan.  Like  enopgh.  Clack ;  I  had  as  live  they 
as  I,  and  a  great  deal  rather  top.  You  that  take  * 
toll  of  80  many  maids,  shall  njBver  toll  me  after 
you.  Oh  God !  \vhat  a  dangerous  thing  \%  is  but 
to  peep  once  ipto  love !  I  was  never  so  hapnted 
with  my  harvest-work  as  I  am  iwith  love's  pas- 
sions. 

Clack,  Ay  but,  /oan,  hear  old  proverb?  in 
your  memory;  Soft  and  fair;  now,  sir,  if  you 
make  too  u^ucb  hastes  to  iall  foul,  ay,  and  tlijat 
upon  a  fopl  one  too,  tliere  fades  the  flower  of  all 
Croydon.  Tell  me  hut  this :  Is  not  Clpck  the 
miller  as  good  a  pume  as  Grim  the  collier  ? 

Joan.  Alas,  I  know  no  difference  in  names, 
To  make  a  maid,  or  choose,  or  to  refuse. 

Clack.  YoM  were  best  to  say  no,  nor  in  men 
neither.  Well,  I'll  be  sworn  I  have ;  but  I  have 
no  reason  to  tell  you  so  much,  that  care  so  lit  lie 
^r  me :  yet  hark.   [Clack  tpeaketh  in  her  ear. 

Enter  Grim  and  Parson  Shorthose. 

Grim,  O,  Mr  Parson,  there  he  stands  like  a 
scare-crow,  to  drive  me  away  from  her  that 
sticks  as  close  to  my  heart  as  my  shirt  to  my 
back,  or  my  hose  to  my  heel.  O,  Mr  Parson 
Shorthose,  Grim  is  but  a  man  as  another  man  is. 


■^  '71s  not  kerfaaxmr  I  regard.^FoTmet  edition, 
"  Tis  not /or  favour  I  regard."      S.  P. 
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Colliers  haTe  bnt  lires  as  other  men  have.  All 
is  sone,  if  slie  go  from  me  :  Grim  is  nobody 
vrithout  her.  My  heart  is  in  my  month ;  my 
mouth  is  in  my  hand ;  my  hand  threatens  ven- 
geance against  the  miller;  as  it  were  a  beadle 
with  a  whip  in  his  haAd,  triomphing  o'er  a  beg- 
gar's back  1 

Short,  Be  silent,  Grim ;  stand  close,  and  see; 
So  shall  we  know  how  all  things  be; 

Grim.  In  wisdom  I  am  appeas'd,  bnt  in  anger 
I  broil  as  it  were  a  rasher  upon  the  coals. 

Joan,  I'll  not  despise  the  trades  ve  either  have; 
Yet  Grim,  the  collier,  may,  if  he  be  wise, 
Live  even  as  merry  as  the  day  is  long. 
For,  in  my  judgment,  in  his  mean  estate 
Consists  as  much  content  as  in  more  wealth. 

Crhn,  O,  Mr  Parson,  write  down  this  sweet 
saying  of  her  in  Grim's  commendations.  She 
hath  made  my  heart  leap  like  a  hobby-horse ! 
G,  Joan,  this  speech  of  thine  will  I  carry  with 
roe  even  to  my  grave. 

Short.  Be  silent  then. 

Clack,  Well  then,  I  perceive  you  mean  to 
lead  your  life  in  a  coal-pit,  like  one  of  the  devifs 
drudges ;  and  have  four  face  look  like  the  out- 
ward side  of  an  old  iron  pot,  or  a  blackin^box. 

Grim,  He  calledi  my  trade  into  question,  I 
cannot  forbear  him. 

Short.  Nay,  then  you  spoil  all,  neiglihour 
Grim ;  I  warrant  you  she  will  answer  him. 

Joan,  What  I  intend  I  am  not  bound  to  shew 
To  thee,  nor  any  other  but  my  mother. 
To  whom  in  duty  I  submit  myself; 
Yet  this  I  tell  thee.  Though  my  birth  be  mean. 
My  honest  virtuous  life  shall  help  to  mend  it ; 
And  if  I  marry  any  in  all  this  life, 
He  shall  say  boldly,  he  hath  an  honest  wife. 

Grim.  O  that  it  were  my  fortune  to  light  upon 
her,  on  condition  my  horses  were  dead,  and  my 
cart  broken,  and  I  bound  to  carry  coals  as  long 
as  I  live  from  Croydon  to  London  on  my  bare 
shoulders!  Mr  Parson,  the  flesh  is  frail;  he  shall 
tempt  her  no  longer ;  she  is  but  weak,  and  he  is 
the  stronger ;  I'll  upon  him.  Miller,  thou  art  my 
neighbour;  and  therein  charity  holds  my  hands; 
but  methinks  you,  having  a  water-gap  of  your 
own,  you  may  do  as  other  millers  do,  grind  your 
grist  at  home,  knock  your  coggs  into  your  own 
mill ;  you  shall  not  cogg  with  her. 

Slie  doth  discry  thee; 

And  I  defy  thee. 

To  a  mortal  fight; 

And  so,  miller,  good  night. 
And  now,  sweet  Joan, 
Be  it  openly  known  thou  art  my  own. 


Clack.  Well,  Grim,  since  tkovL  art  so  collie^ 
like  choleric 

Grim,  Miller,  I  will  not  be  SDealy  mootb'd. 

Clack,  m  give  thee  the  fewer  words  now,  be- 
cause the  next  time  we  meet  Fll  pay  thee  all  in 
dry  blows.  '^  ^^^  <^<^  ^^  *  coiliei^  hands ! 
if  I  do,  let  mj  mill  be  drown'd  up  in  water, 
and  I  bang'd  m  the  roof. 

Joan.  And  if  thou  lov'st  me,  Grim,  forbetr 
him  now. 

Grim.  Ifl  love  thee!  dost  thon  doubt  of tbat? 
nay,  rip  me  up,  and  look  into  my  heart,  and 
thou  shalt  see  thy  own  face  pictured  there  u 
plainly  as  in  the  proudest  looking-glass  ia  all 
Croydon;  ifl  love  thee!  then  tears  gush  out, 
and  shew  my  love. 

Clack.  What,  Mr  Parson,  are  yon  there?  70a 
remember  you  promis'd  to  win  Joan  for  my  own 
wearing  ? 

Short.  I  warrant  thee.  Clack ;  but  now  be* 
gone; 
Leave  me  to  work  that  here  alone. 

Clack.  Well,  farewel,  MrShorthose;  be  trae 
when  you  are  trusted.  [Exit  Clack. 

Short.  She  shall  be  neither  his  nor  thine. 
For  I  intend  to  make  her  mine. 

Grim.  Ifl  love. thee,  Joan !  Thoee  very  woidi 
are  a  purgation  to  me.  You  shall  see  despers- 
tion  in  my  face,  and  deadi  mardung  ia  my  very 
countenance.    If  I  love  1 

Short,  What,  Grim,  hath  gpef  drown'd  thee 
at  last  ? 
Are  all  thy  joys  overcast  f 
Is  Joan  in  place,  and  thou  so  tad ! 
Her  presence,  man,  should  make  thee  ^ad. 

Joan,  Good  Mr  Parson,  \was  no  fault  of  flsioe ; 
He  takes  occasion  where  there  none  was  given. 
I  will  not  blab  unto  the  world  my  love 
I  owe  to  him,  and  shall  do  whilst  I  live.  [Anie. 

Grim.  Well,  Joan,  without  all  ifs  or  ands, 
e-persese,  a^rsese,  or  tittle-tattles  in  the 
worid,  I  do  love  thee ;  and  so  much,  that  in  di? 
absence  I  cry  when  I  see  thee,  and  rejoice  with 
my  very  heart  when  I  cannot  behold  thee. 

Short.  No  doubt,  no  doubt,  thou  lov'st  her 
well. 
But  listen  now  to  what  I  tell ; 
Since  ye  are  both  so  well  agreed, 
I  wish  you  make  more  haste  than  speed. 
To-morrow  is  Holy-rood  day. 
When  all  a  nutting  take  thetr  way  ; 
Within  the  wood  a  close  dotli  stand, 
Incompass'd  round  on  either  hand 
With  trees  and  boshes ;  there  will  I 
Dispatch  your  marriage  presently. 


^  Carry  coolt.— It  is  observed  by  Dr  Warbnrton,  (Note  on  Romeo  and  JtMetf  A.  1.  S.  1.)  that  f* 
cmry  eoaU  was  a  phrase  formerly  in  use,  to  signify  bearing  qf  injuries;  and  Dr  Percy  has  given  sewral 
instances  in  proof  of  it.  To  those  anay  be  addod  the  following.  Bea  Jonson's  Every  Man  —t^hi$ 
HtMMMT,  A.  5.  S.  3 :  *'  Take  heed.  Sir  Puntarvolo,  what  you  do ;  he" U  bear  no  coaU,  I  can  teD  yoa 
(o'  my  word.") 
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Grim,  O,  Mr  Parson,  jour  devising  pate  hath 
bless*d  rae  for  ever;  Joan,  we'll  have  that  so; 
the  shorter  the  work,  the  sweeter. 

Joaiu  And  if  my  mothergive  but  her  consent, 
"My  absence  shall  in  no  case  hinder  it. 

Grim.  She  !  quotha,  she  is  mine  already ; 
we'U  to  her  presently.  Mr  Parson,  'tis  a  match ; 
we'll  meet  yon.  Now,  miller,  do  I  go  beyond 
jou ;  I  have  stripp'd  him  of  the  wench,  as  a  cook 
would  strip  an  eel  out  of  her  skin,  or  a  pudding 
out  of  tlie  case  thereof.  Now  I  talk  of  a  pud- 
ding, O  'tis  my  only  food,  I  am  an  old  dog  at  it. 
Come,  Joan,  let  us  away,  Til  pudding  you. 

Short,  Well,  if  mi^  fortune  luckily  ensue, 
As  you  shall  cozen  mm,  I'll  cozen  you.  [£jra<n/. 

Enter  Castiltano  at  one  door  with  Marian, 
Earl  Lacy  at  another  door  with  Honor ea. 

Cat.  Come,  lovely  Honorea,  bright  as  day. 
As  came  Alcmena  from  her  sacred  bed. 
With  Jupiter,  shap'd  like  Amphitrion ; 
So  shew  my  love. 

Hon,  My  love !  whom  have  we  here  ?  Sweet 
Mttsgrave !  but  alas  I  am  betray'd  ! 

Cos.  Thou  art  my  love. 

Lacjf.  No,  mine. 

Htm.  Nor  yours,  nor  yours; 
But  Musgrave's  love :  O,  Musgrave,  where  art 
thou? 

Lacy.  Be  not  displeas'd,  my  dear;  give  me 
thy  hand. 

Hon,  Thy  hand,  false  earl !  nor  hand  nor 
heart  of  mine: 
Could'st  thou  thus  cunningly  deceive  my  hopes? 
And  could  my  father  give  consent  thereto  ? 
Welt,  neither  he,  nor  thon^  shalt  force  my  love. 

Cos.  'Tis  I,  fiur  Honorea,  am  thy  love ; 
Forsake  the  worthless  earl,  give  me  thy  hand. 

Mar,  Whose  hand  would  you  have,  sir?  this 
hand  is  mine. 
And  mine  is  yours ;  then  keep  you  to  your  own  : 
Yet  are  yon  mine,  sir,  and  I  mean  to  keep  you. 
What,  do  you  think  to  shake  me  off  so  soon  ? 
No,  gentle  husband,  now  'tis  too  late ; 
You  should  have  look'd  before  you  came  to  bed. 

Enter  Robin  Goodfellow  with  his  Master's 
gown, 

Mob.  Many  good-morrows  to  my  gentle  master. 
And  my  new  mistress,  God  give  you  both  joy  ; 
What  say  yuu   to  your  gown,  sir,   this  col(l 
morning  ? 

Cas,  Robin,  I  am  undone,  and  cast  away  ! 

Ro6.  How,  master,  cast  away  upon  a  wife  ? 

Cos.  Yea,  Robin,  cast  away  upon  a  wife. 

Jiob.  Cast  her  away  then,  master,  can  you  npt  ? 

Mar,  No,  sir,  he  cannot,  nor  he  shall  not  doit. 

Ho6.  Why,  bow  know  you  ?  I  am  sure  you 
are  not  she. 

Mar.  Yet,  sir,  I  am  your  mistress,  as  it  falls. 

^.  As  it  falls,  quoth  ye,  marry  a  foul  ihll  is  it. 

•^.  Base  rascal^  dost  thou  say  that  I  am  foul  ? 


Rob,  No;  it  was  foul  play  for  him  to  fall 

upon  you. 
Mar,  How  know  you  that  he  fell?  were  you 
so  nigh  ? 
[Shegiveth  Robin  a  box  on  the  ear, 
Rob,  Mnss,  it  should  seem  it  was  he  that  fell 
if  any; 
For  you,  methinks,  are  of  a  mounting  nature : 
What,  at  my  cars  at  6rst !  a  good  beginning. 
Lacy.  My  dear  delight,  why  dost  thou  stain 
thv  cheeks. 
Those  rosy  beds,  with  this  unseemly  dew  ? 
Shake  off  those  tears,  that  now  untimely  fall ; 
And  smile  on  me,  that  am  thy  summer's  joy. 

Hon.  Hapless  am  I  to  lose  so  sweet  a  prison, 
Thus  to  obtain  a  weary  liberty. 
Happy  had  I  been  so  to  have  rematn'd. 
Of  which  estate  I  ne'er  should  have  complain'd. 
Rob,  Whoop,  who  I  more  marriages !  and  all 
of  a  sort;  happy  are  tliey,  I  see,  that  live  witl)- 
out  them :  if  this  be  the  beginning,  what  will  be 
the  ending? 

Enter  Earl  Morgan  and  Dunstan. 

Afar.  J^ok,   Dunstan,  where  they  be;  dis- 
pleas'd, no  doubt : 
Try  if  thou  canst  work  reconciliation. 

Cas.  My  Lord,  I  challenge  you  of  breach  of 
promise, 
And  claim  your  dnughter  here  to  be  my  wife. 

Lacy,  Your  claim  is  nought,  sir;  she  is  mine 
already. 

Hon.  Your  claim  is  nought,  sir ;  I  am  none 
of  yours. 

Mar,  Your  claim  is  here,  sir ;  Marian  is  yours. 
What,  husband,  newly  married,  and  inconstant ! 
'Greed  we  so  well  together  all  this  nieht. 
And  must  we  now  fall  out  ?  for  shame,  for  shame ; 
A  man  of  your  years,  and  be  so  unstayM  I 
Come  come  away,  there  may  no  other  be ; 
I  will  have  you,  therefore  you  shall  have  me. 

Rob.  This  is  the  bravest  country  in  the  world. 
Where  men  get  wives  whether  they  will  or  no; 
I  trow  ere  long  some  wench  will  challenge  me. 

Cas.  Oh !  is  not  this  a  goodly  consequence ; 
I  must  have  her,  because  she  will  have  me? 

Dun,  Ludies  and  gentlemen,  hear  Dunstan 
speak. 
Marriage,  no  doubt,  is  ordnin'd  by  Providence  ; 
Is  sacred ;  not  to  be,  by  vain  aflfect, 
Turn'd  to  the  idle  humours  of  mens  brains : 
Besides,  for  you,  my  lady  Honorea, 
Your  duty  binds  you  to  obey  your  father. 
Who  better  knows  what  fits  you  than  yourself; 
And  'twere,  in  you,  great  folly  to  neglect 
The  earl's  great  love,  whereof  you  are  unworthy. 
Should  you  but  seem  ofifended  with  the  match; 
Therefore  submit  yourself  to  make  amends; 
For  'lis  your  fault ;  so  may  you  all  be  friends. 

Mor.  And,  daughter,  you  must  think  what  I 
have  done 
Was  for  your  good,  to  wed  you  to  tlie  earl, 
Who  will  maintain  and  love  you  royally : 
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For  what  had  Muggrave  but  his  idle  sliape  f 
A  shadow,  to  the  substance  you  muu  build  op. 
Hob.  She  will  build  substances  on  him  I  trow ; 
Who  keeps  a  shrew  against  her  will  had  better 
let  her  go. 
Mar.  Madam,  conceal  yotir  grief,  and  seem 
content; 
For,  as  it  is,  you  must  be  rulM  per  force ; 
Disseiithle  till  tonvenient  time  may  serve 
To  think  on  this  despite  and  Musgrave's  love. 
Lacj/.  Tell  me,  my  dear,  wilt  thou  at  length 

he  pleas*d } 
Hon,  As  good  be  pleased,  my  lord,  as  not  be 
eas'd; 
Yet  though  my  former  love  did  move  me  much, 
Think  not  amiss,  the  same  love  may  he  yours. 
Cas.  What!  is  it  a  match f  nay  then,  since 
you  agree, 
I  cannot  mend  myself,  for  aught  I  see ; 
And  therefore  'tis  as  good  to  be  content. 
Come,  lady,  'tis  your  lot  to  be  ray  dame. 
Lordings,  adieu ;  God  send  you  all  good  speed ; 
Some  have  cheir  wives  for  pleasure,  some  for  need. 
I'nci/.  Adieu,  Castiliano;  are  we  friends? 
Cas.  Yes,  yes,  ray  lord,  there  is  no  remedy. 
Hob.  No  remedy,  my  masters,  for  a  wife ! 
A  note  for  youog  beginners,  mark  it  well. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Forrest,  Captain  Clinton,  Harvet. 

For.  Now,  gallants,  what  imagine  you  of  this  ? 
Our  noses  are  all  slit ;  for  Mariana, 
The  Spanish  doctor  hath  her  to  his  wife ; 
And  Musgrave*8  hopes  are  dead  for  Honorea, 
For  she  is  ttinrried  to  the  earl  of  Kent : 
Twill  he  good  sport  to  see  them  when  they  rise. 
If  so  they  be  not  gotten  up  already. 

Clin.  I  say  the  devil  go  with  them  all,  for  me; 
The  Spanish  doctor  marry  Marian  ! 
I  think  that  slave  was  born  to  cross  me  still ; 
Had  it  not  been  last  day  before  the  earl. 
Upon  my  conscience  I  had  crack'd  his  crown, 
When  first  he  ask'd  the  lady  for  his  wife ; 
Now  he  hath  got  her  too,  whom  I  desir*d. 
Why,  he'll  away  with  her  ere  long  to  Spain, 
And  keep  her  there  to  dispossess  our  nopes. 

For.  No,  I  can  comfort  you  for  that  suppose ; 
For  yesterdBy  he  hir'd  a  dwelling-house, 
And  here  lie  means  to  tarry  all  this  year, 
So  long  at  least,  whate'er  he  doth  hereafter. 

Clin.  A  sudden  plat-form  comes  into  my  mind, 
And  this  it  is  t  Miles  Forrest,  thou  and  I 
Are  partly  well  acquainted  with  the  doctor. 
Ralph  Harvey  shall  along  with  os  to  him  ; 
Him  we'll  prefer  for  his  apothecary  : 
Now,  sir,  when  Ralph  and  he  are  once  acquainted, 
His  wife  may  often  come  unto  his  house, 
Either  to  see  his  garden,  or  such  like ; 
For,  doubt  not,  women  will  have  means  enough, 
If  they  be  willing,  as  I  hope  she  will ; 
There  may  we  meet  her,  and  let  each  one  plead ; 
He  that  speeds  best,  why  let  him  carry  it. 


For,  I  needs  must  laugh,  to  think  bow  all  we 
three. 
In  the  contriving  of  this  feat,  agree ; 
But,  having  got  her,  every  man  will  strive 
How  each  niay  other  of  her  love  deprive. 
Clin.  Tut,  Forrest,  lore  admits  these  friendlj 
strifes ; 
But  say,  how  like  you  of  mv  late  device  ? 
For.  Surpassing    well,    but    let*s    about  it 
streight ; 
Lest  he,  before  our  coming,  be  provided. 
Clin:  Agreed.  [EMut. 

£nter  Musorave  and  BIariav. 

Mut.  Tush,  cousin,  tell  not  me ;  but  this  de- 
vice 
Was  lohg  ago  concluded  *twixt  you  two ! 
Which  divers  reasons  move  me  to  imagine; 
And  th^fefore  these  are  toys  to  blind  my  eyes, 
To  make  me  think  she  only  loved  me. 
And  yet  is  married  to  another  roan. 

Mar.  Why,  cousin  Musgrave,  are  your  eyes 
*sO  blind. 
You  cannot  iec  thfe  truth  of  that  report? 
Did  you  not  know,  my  lord  was  always  beat^ 
Whatever  came,  to  wed  her  to  tlie  earl  ? 
And  have  you  not,  besides,  heard  the  device 
He  us'd  to  marry  her  against  her  will  f 
BetrayM,  poor  soul,  unto  earl  Lacy's  bed, 
She  thought  she  beld  young  Musgrave  in  ber 

arms! 
Her  rool-hing  tears  roi^t  testify  ber  th6nght8; 
Yet  thou  shalt  see  she  loves  thee  more  than  him, 
Aud  thou  shalt  taste  the  sweets  of  ber  delights. 
Mean  tifne  my  house  shall  be  tliy  mansion. 
And  thy  rtbOd(?j  for  thither  will  she  come: 
Use  thou  that  bpportuflity,  and  try 
Whether  she  lov'd  thee,  or  did  but  dissemble. 
Mns,  If  she  continue  kind  to  me  hereafter, 
I  shall  imagine  well  of  her  and  you. 

Enter  Castiliano. 

Cm,  Now,  dame,  in  t;ilk  !  what  gentleman  n 

this? 
Mar.  My  cousin  Musgrave,  husband,  comes  to 

see  you. 
Cat.  Musgrave,  now  on  my  faitli  heartily  wel- 
come: 
Give  me  thy  baud,  my  cousin,  and  my  friend, 
My  partner  in  the  loss  of  Honorea ; 
We  two  must  needs  be  friends,  our  fbrtnne*s  tii'^: 
Marry,  yet  I  am  richer  by  a  shrew. 

Mar,  Tis  better  to  be  ^  shrew,  sir,  than  ^ 
sh^p ; 
You  have  no  cause,  I  hope,  yet  to  complaifi. 
Ca$,  No,  ddme;  fdr  jrfel  you  know  'usboncy 
moon; 
What !  we  have  scarcdy  Settled  otir  acquaifitancf* 
Mus.  I  doubt  not,  cousin,  but  ye  slwll  agree) 
For  she  is  mild  enough  if  she  be  pleasM. 

Cas.  So  is  tl^e  devil,  ihcy'say ;  yca,cou5ioJ^' 
My  dear  and  I,  I  doubt  not,  shall  agree. 
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Enter  Robin. 
Itob.  Sir,  here  be  two  or  three  geutlemed  at 
the  door 
Would  gladly  speak  a  word  with  yoar  worship. 

Enter  Clintoh,  Fobrcst,  HAavcr. 
They  need  no  bldiiiiigy  methinkt ;  tbey  can  come 
alorte. 
Clin,  Ood  save  you,  signior  Castiliano. 
Cat,  O  capcain,  '^come  »ta?   welcome  all, 

my  friends ! 
For,  Sir,  we  are  come  td  bid  God  give  yoil  joy, 
And  6ee  yoiir  hoose. 

Mar.  Welcome,  gentlemen : 
Tis  kindly  done  to  coine  to  see  ds  here. 
Rob.  This  kindness  mAkes  me  fear  my  master's 
head: 
Such  hot-spnrs  must  have  game,  howe'er  they 
get  it. 
Clin.  We  have  a  suit  to  yoo,  Castiliano. 
Cos.  What  is  it,  sir?  if  it  lies  in  roe,  'tis  done. 
Clin.  Nay,  but  a  trifle,  sir;  and  that  is. 
This  same  young  man,  by  trade  apothecary. 
Is  willing  to  retain  unto  your  cures. 
Cai.  Marry,  with  ah  my  heart,  and  welcome 
too! 
What  may  I  call  your  name,  my  honest  friend  ? 
Har.  Ralph  Harvey,  sir;  your  neighbour  here 
hard  by. 


The  golden  lion  it  my  dtrelling-place, 
Where  what  you  please  shall  be  with  care  per- 
formed. 
Cat.  Gramercies,  Harvey !   welcome,  all  my 
friends ! 
Let*s  in,  aud  hansel  our  new  mansion-house 
With  a  carousing  round  of  Spanish  wine. 
Come,  cousin  Musgrave,  you  shall  be  my  eiiest; 
My  dame,  I  trow,  will  welcome  you  herseif. 
Mar,  No,  boy,  lord  Lacy*s  wife  tbaii  welcome 

thee. 
Bxfb,  So  now  the  game  begins,  bere*t  some 
cheer  toward ; 
'7 1  must  be  skinker  then,  let  me  alone; 
They  all  shall  want,  ere  Robin  shall  have  none. 

!' Exeunt  omnet  ni%i  Clinton  and  Habvet. 
in.  Sirrah,  Ralph  Harvey,  now  the  entry  it 
made. 
Thou  only  hast  access  without  '*  suspect. 
Be  not  forgetful  of  thy  agent  here. 
Remember  Clinton  was  the  man  that  did  it. 

Har,  Why,  captain,  now  yon  talk  in  jealousy. 
Do  not  misconstrue  my  true-meaniiig  heart. 

Clin,  Ralph,  I  believe  thee,  add  rely  on  thee* 
Do  not  too  long  abseht  thee  itom  the  doctor. 
Go  in,  carouse,  and  taint  his  Spanish  brain ; 
I'll  follow,  and  my  Marian's  health  maintain. 

Har.  Captain,  you  well  advise  me ;  I'll  go  id, 
And  for  myself  my  love^uits  I'll  begin.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  in. 


SCENE  I. 

£n/er  RoBi  V  GoooFELLOw  wilh  hit  head  broken, 

Rob,  The  devil  himself  lake  all  sudi  dames 
for  me! 
Zounds,  I  had  rather  be  id  hell  than  here ; 


Nay,  let  him  be  his  own  man  if  he  list, 
Robin  means  not  to  stay  to  be  us'd  thus. 
The  very  first  day,  in  her  angry  spleen, 
Her  nimble  hand  began  to  greet  my  ears 
With  such  unkind  salutes  as  I  ne'er  felt. 
And  since  that  time  there  hath  not  passM  an  hour. 


'<^  Come  sta  ?— The  Italian  for  Hew  do^oudo?       S.  P. 

'^  /  imut  be  thinker  then, — Skinker  was  a  topater  or  drawer,  Prince  Henry,  in  T%e  Firtt  Part  qf 
Hemy  IF,  A.  9.  S.  4,  speaks  of  an  mnder'tkinkery  meaning  an  luid^r-drwoer.  Mr  Steevens  says,  it  is 
derived  from  the  Dutch  word  tchenken,  which  signifies  to  fill  a  cup  or  glass.  So,  in  G.  Fletcher's 
Rnttt  Commonwealth^  1591,  p.  15,  speaking  of  a  town  built  on  the  south-side  of  Moskoa,  by  Basilins 
the  emperor,  for  a  garrison  of  soloiers,  *'  to  whom  he  save  priviledge  to  drinke  mead  and  beer,  at 
the  drye  or  prohibited  times,  when  other  Russes  may  drinke  nothing  but  water,  and  for  that  cause 
csUed  this  iiewe  citie  by  the  name  of  Naloi,  that  is  Skinck  or  poure  in." 

MtrsloD's  Bophonitbay  A.  5.  S.  2: 

'<  Ore  wlielme  me  not  with  sweets,  let  roe  not  drink, 
Till  my  breast  burst,  O  Jove !  thy  nectar  tkinke.** 

Ben  JonsoD's  Poetatter^  A.  4.  S.  5 : 

Atb.  **  I'll  ply  the  taWe  with  nectar,  and  make  'em  firiends. 
Her,  **  Heaven  is  like  to  have  but  a  lame  tkinker," 

Ben  Jonson's  Bartholomew  Fair,  A.  3.  S.  2 : 

*'  Froth  your  cans  well  i'  the  filling,  at  length,  rogue,  and  jog  your  bottles  o*  the  buttock,  sirrah ; 
then  think  out  the  first  glass  ever,  and  drink  with  alt  companies.** 
'*  SMp«cf.~.SuspidoB.    See  Note  45  to  Marlow's  Edward  the  Second,  Vol.  L  p.  i8t. 
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Wherein  she  bath  not  either  raird  apofi  roe. 
Or  laid  her  anger's  load  upon  my  limbs. 
Even  now  (for  no  occasion  in  the  world, 
But  at  it  plea**d  her  ladjship  to  take  it) 
She  gat  roe  up  a  staff,  and  breaks  roj  bead. 
But  1*11  d6  iomper  serve  sa  curs'd  a  dame, 
IMl  run  as  far  6rst  as  mv  legs  will  bear  roe. 
What  shall  I  do  ?  to  hell  I  dare  not  go, 
Until  mj  roaster's  twelve  roonths  be  expir*d ; 
And  here  to  stav  with  mistress  Marian, 
Better  to  be  so  long  in  purgatory. 
Now,  fiEtfewel,  roaster !  but,  shrewd  daroe,  fore- 
ill! 
iHl  leave  yoa,  though  the  devil  is  with  you  still. 

[EsU  Robin. 

Enter  Marian  alone,  chafing. 

Mar.  My  heart  still  pants  within ;  I  am  so 
chaft! 
The  rascal  slave  my  roan,  that  sneaking  rogue, 
Had  like  to  have  undone  us  all  for  ever ! 
My  cousin  Musgrave  is  with  Honorea, 
Set  in  an  arbour  in  the  summer  garden ; 
And  he,  forsooth,  roust  needs.go  in  fur  herbs, 
And  told  roe  further,  that  his  master  bid  him ; 
But  I  laid  hold  upon  my  younker*s  pate, 
And  roade  the  blood  run  down  about  his  ears. 
I  trow  he  shall  ask  roe  leave  ere  he  go. 
Now  is  roy  cousin  roaster  of  his  love. 
The  lady  at  one  time  reveng*d  and  pleas'd : 
So  speed  they  all,  that  marry  maids  perforce ! 

Enter  Castiliano. 

But  here  my  husband  comes. 

Ca$,  What,  daroe,  alone  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  sir,  this  once,  for  want  of  company. 

Coi,  Why,  Where's  roy  lady,  and  my  cousro 
Musgrave? 

Mar,  You  roay  go  look  them  both  for  aught 
I  know. 

Ca$,  What,  are  you  angry,  dame  ? 

Mar.  Yea,  so  it  seems. 

Coi,  What  is  the  cause,  I  pr'ythee? 

Mar,  Why  would  you  know  ? 

Cat,  That  I  might  ease  it,  if  it  lay  in  me. 

Mar,  O,  but  it  belongs  not  to  your  trade. 

Cat.  You  know  not  that. 

Mar.   I  know  yoa  love  to  prate,  and  so  I 
leave  you.  [Exit  Marian. 

Cat,  Well,  go  thy  way ;  oft  Have  I  raked  hell 
To  get  a  wife,  yet  never  found  her  like. 
Why  this  it  is  to  marry  with  a  shrew. 
Yet,  if  it  be,  as  I  presume  it  is. 
There's  but  one  thmg  offends  both  her  and  roe; 
And  I  aro  glad  if  that  be  it  offends  her. 
'Tis so,  no  doubt;  I  read  it  in  her  brow. 
Lord  Lacy  shall,  with  all  roy  heart,  enjoy 
Fair  Honorea :  Marian  is  mine ; 
Who,  though  she  be  a  shrew,  yet  is  she  honest.    [ 


So  is  not  Honorea :  for  even  now. 
Walking  within  my  garden  all  alone. 
She  came  with  Musgrave,  stealing  closely  by, 
And  follows  him  that  seeks  to  fly  from  her. 
I  spy'd  this  all  unseen,  and  left  them  there. 
But  sure  roy  dame  batb  some  conceit  thereof, 
And  therefore  she  is  dins  aa^,  honest  seal! 
Well,  111  strait  hence  unto  roy  lord  of  Kent, 
And  warn  biro  watch  his  wiie  from  these  dose 

roeetings. 
Well,  Marian,  tlK>u  liv'st  yet  firee  from  bhune: 
Let  ladies  go,  thou  art  the  devil's  dame. 

[ExU  Castiliaio. 

Enter  the  Devil^like'M.vscKAyE,with  Hokorca. 

Mut,  No,  lady ;  let  thy  modest,  virtuous  life 
Be  always  joined  with  thy  comely  shape. 
For  lust  eclipsetb  nature*s  ornament. 

Hon,  Young  heady  boy,  think*st  thou  tboo 
shalt  recal 
Thy  long-made  love,  which  thoa  so  oft  hut 

sworn? 
Making  my  maideii  dioughta  to  doat  on  thee. 
Mut.  \Vith  patience  hear  me,  and  if  wbst  I 
say 
'^  Shall  jump  with  reason,  then  you'll  pardon  met 
The  time  hath  been  when  my  soul's  liberty 
Vow'd  servitude  unto  that  heavenly  face. 
Whilst  both  had  eoual  liberty  of  choice: 
But  since  the^ holy  bond  of  marriage 
Hath  left  me  'single,  you  a  wedded  wife. 
Let  me  not  be  the  third,  unlawfully 
To  do  earl  Lacy  so  foul  injury. 

But  now  at  last 

Hon.  I  would  that  last 
Midit  be  thy  last,  thou  monster  of  all  men ! 
Mut.  Hear  me  with  patience. 
Hon.  Cease :  I'll  hear  no  more; 
Tis  my  affection,  and  not  reason  speaks : 
Then,  Musgrave,  torn  the  hardness  of  thy  heart. 
And  now  at  least  incline  thy  love  to  mine. 
Mut.  Najr,  now  I  see  thou  wilt  not  be  re- 
claim*d. 
Go  and  bestow  this  hot  love  on  the  eari ; 
Let  not  these  loose  affects  thus  scandalise 
Your  fair  report.    Go  home  and  learn  to  live 
As  chaste  as  Lucrece,  madam.    So  I  leave  yoa. 
[ShepuUeth  him  back. 
Hon,  O  stay  a  little  while,  and  hear  my  tongue 
Speak  my  heart's  words,  which  cannot  chose 

but  tell  thee, 
[  hate  the  earl,  only  becanse  I  love  thee. 

[ExU  Musgrave. 
Musgrave,  return !  hear,  Honorea  speaks ! 
Disdain  hnth  left  him  wings  to  fly  from  me!^ 
Sweet  Love,  lend  roe  thy  wmss  to  overtake  bin ; 
For  I  c|n  stay  him  wiib  kiiia  dalliance ! 
All  this  IS  but  the  blindness  of  roy  fancy. 
Recal  thyself:  let  not  thy  honour  bleed 
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ShaUjmtpwah  rsMson,  &c.— See  Note  17  to  Akxmder  wtd  Can^atpe,  VoL  L  p.  139. 
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Widi  tiie  fool  wounds  of  lafmnr  and^faame. 
Mr  proper  home  shall  call  me  Dome  again, 
wWe  my  dear  lord  bewnHs,  as  much  as  I, 
His  too  much  love  to  her  that  loves  not  him. 
Let  none  hereafter  fix  her  maiden  love 
Too  firm  on  aoy,  lest  she  feel  with  me 
Mosgrave's  revolt,  and  his  inconstancy.    [Exit, 

Enter  Forrbst^  wpUk  Marian. 

fbr.  Tut,  ril  remember  thee,  aad  streight 
return: 
Bat  here's  the  doctor. 

Mar,  Where?  Forrest,  fareweH! 
I  would  not  have  him  see  me  for  a  world. 
For.  Why  ?  be  is  aot  Here ;  well,  now  I  see 

you  fear  him. 
Mar,  Marry  beshrew  thee  fi»r  thy  ialte  alarm ! 
I  fear  him  ?  bo,  I  neidier  fear  nor  love  him. 
1W-.  But  Where's  my  lady?  She  is  gone  home 
before. 
And  I  most  follow  after;  Martan,  farewell. 
Mmr.  I  shall  expect  your  coming. 
For,  Presently ;   and  hearest  tkni,  Marian  ? 
aay,  it  shall  he  so. 

[He  whUpert  in  her,  ear. 
Mar,  O  lord,  sir,  you  are  wed,  I  warrant  you ; 
WeH  laugh,  be  merry,  and  it  may  be  kiss ; 
But  if  you  iook  for  more,  von  aim  amiss. 
jFfr.  Go  to,  go  to !  we^ll  talk  of  this  anon. 

[jBjri^  Forrest. 
Mar,  WeU,  go  thy  way,  for  the  trae-heart- 
ed'st  man 
That  li««st,  and  as  full  of  honesty ; 
And  yet  as  wanton  as  a  pretty  bunb. 
He'll  come  again,  for  be  katli  lov'd  roe  long, 
Aod  so  have  many  more  besides  himself: 
Bat  I  was  coy  and  proud,  as  maids  are  wont. 
Meaning  to  matcli  beyond  my  mean  estate ; 
Yet  I  have  favoar'd  youths,  and  you^ul  sports, 
Akfao'  I  durst  not  venture  on  the  main ; 
But  now  it  wiQ  not  be  so  soon  espy'd ; 
Maids  caonoty  bat  a  wife  a  foolt  may  hide. 

Enter  Nan. 

What,  Nan! 

Xan.  Aooo,  forsooth. 

Mar,  Come  hither,  maid ! 
Here,  take  my  keys,  and  fetch  tbe  galley-poC; 
Bring  a  foir  napkin,  and  some  fruit  dishes ; 
Dbpatcby  and  make  all  read  V  presently ; 
Miles  Forrest  will  come  strei^  to  drink  with  me. 

Nan,  I  will  forsooth.  [Exit  Nan. 

Mar.  Wli^amlyoongbuttoenjoynnryears? 
Wbv  am  I  foir,  bat  that  I  should  be  lovV? 
And  why  dioQld  I  be  lov'd,  and  not  love  others  ? 
Tut,  she  is  a  fool  that  her  affection  smothers : 
'Twos  not  for  love  I  was  the  doctor's  wife. 
Nor  did  lie  love  me  when  be  first  was  mine; 
Tosh,  tush,  this  wife  is  but  an  idle  name ! 
I  purpose  now  to  try  another  game. 
Arc  thou  retum'dao  soon?  O 'tis  well  donf. 


Enter  Nan  with  the  Banquet. 

And  hear'st  thou.  Nan;  when  Forrest  shall  re- 
turn. 
If  any  happen  to  enquire  for  me. 
Whether 't  be  captain  Clinton,  or  Ralnb  Harvey, 
Call  presently,  and  say  thy  master's  come; 
So  ril  send  Forrest  o*er  the  garden  pale. 
Nan,  I  will,  forsooth. 

Mar,  Mean  time  stay  thou  and  make  oar 
banquet  ready, 
ni  to  my  joloset,  and  be  here  again, 
Before  Miles  Forrest  shall  come  visit  me. 

[Esit  Marian^ 
Nan,  I  wonder  what  my  mistress  is  abont ; 
Somewhat  she  would  not  have  my  master  know; 
Whate'er  it  be,  'tis  nothing  unto  me; 
She  is  my  good  mistress;  and  FM  keep  her 

counsel. 
I  have  oft  seen  her  kiss  behind  hb  back ; 
And  laugh,  and  toy,  when  he  did  Httk  think  it: 

0  what  a  winking  eye  the  wanton  Iwtfa 

To  cozen  him,  even  when  he  looks  upon  her! 
But  what  have  I  to  do  with  what  she  doth  f 
I'll  taste  ber  jonkets,  stnee  I  am  alone; 
That  which  is  good  for  them,  cannot  hurt  me. 
Ay,  marnr,  this  is  sweet!  a  cup  of  wine 
Will  not  be  hurtful  for  digestion. 

Enter  Castilxano. 

Cat,  I  would  I  had  been  wiser  once  to-day; 

1  went  on  purpose  to  my  lord  of  Kent, 

To  give  him  some  |;ood  coansel  for  his  wife. 
And  ht,  poor  heart,  no  sooner  heard  my  news. 
But  turns  me  up  his  whites,  and  fells  iat  down: 
There  I  was  fein  to  rub  and  chafe  his  veiosy 
And  much  ado  we  had  to  get  him  live; 
But  for  all  that  he  is  extremely  sick. 
And  I  am  come  in  all  the  haste  I  may 
For  cordials  to  keep  the  earl  alive : 
But  how  now,  what  a  banquet !    What  means 
this? 
Nan,  Alas,  my  master  is  come  home  himself! 
Mistress,  mistress  I  my  master  is  come  home ! 
{He  $top8  her  mouth. 
Cas.  Peace,  yon  young  strampet,  or  Ffl  stop 
your  speech : 
Come  hither,  maid  I  t^  me,  and  tell  me  true, 
What  meads  this  banquet  ?  whales  your  mistrew 

doing? 
Why  cam'st  t£>u  out,  when  as  thou  8aw*st  me 

coming? 
Tell  me,  or  else  Fll  hang  thee  l^  tbe  beels. 
And, whip  thee  naked:  come  on,  what's  the 
matter? 
Nan,  Forsooth,  I  cannot  tell. 
Cat,  Can  you  not  tell?  come  on,  III  make 

Jou  tell  me. 
master;  I  will  tell  you. 
Cat.  Then  say  on. 

Nan.  Nothing,  in  truth,  forsooth,  but  that  she 
means 
J  To  have  a  gentleman  come  dnnk  wkb  her. 


m 


GRIM,  THE  COLLIER  OF  CROYDON.    [Ahoiiyi»ow. 


Cau  Whajk  gentleman  ? 

Nan,  Forsooth,  'tis  Mr  Forrest,  as  I  think. 

Cos.  TqnetX  i  nay  then  I  ki^ow  bow  the  game 
eoeth: 
Whoever  Toseth,  I  am  sore  to  win 
By  their  greajt  kindness ;  tho't  be  but  the  boms : 

Enter  Forbest  at  one  door,  Marian  at 
another. 

BMjt  here  comes  he  apd  sbe.  Come  hither,  maid ; 
Upon  thy  life  give  not  a  trord,  a  look, 
That  she  may  know  aught  of  my  being  here ; 
Stand  still,  and  do  whatever  she  bids  thee  do. 
QOf  g^t  thee  gpne,  but  if  thou  dost  betray  me, 
I^ll  qojt  t^y  t^oat,  look  to  it,  far  I  will  do  it; 
rU  stand  here  close  to  see  the  end  of  this : 
And  see  what  rakes  she  keeps  when  I*m  abroad. 

Mar.  Tis  kindly  done.  Miles,  to  return  so  soon. 
And  so  I  take  it.  Nan,  is  our  banquet  ready  ? 
Welcome,  my  love !  I  see  youTl  keep  your  word. 

JVan.  'I  were  better  for  you  botb  he  had  not 
kept  it. 

For.  Tea,  Mariana,  eUe  I  were  unworthy ; 
I  did  but  bring  my  lady  to  the  door, 
And  there  1  left  Ker  full  of  melancholy. 
And  discontented. 

Mar.  Why,  'twas  kindly  done. 
Come,  come  sit  down,  and  let  us  laugh  a  while: 
Maid,  fill  some  wine. 

Nan.  Alas,  my  breech  makes  buttons^ 
And  80  would  theirs,  knew  they  as  much  as  I. 
He  may  change  the  sweet^meats,  and  put 
Pur0^^  corofis  in  the  dishes. 

^t^.  Here's  to  my  lady,  and  my  cousin  Mo»- 
graye. 

For.  I  pray  remember  gentle  master  doctor. 
And  good  earl  Lac?  too,  among  the  rest. 

Cos.  O,  sir,  we  nnd  you  kind !  we  thank  you 
for  it; 
The  time  may  come  when  we  may  cry  yon  <}uit. 

Nan.  Master,  ahall  I  steal  you  a  cup  of  wme? 

Coi.  Away,  yon  baggage;  hold  your  peace, 
you  wretdi. 

For.  But  I  had  rather  walk  into  your  orcjiard, 
Aqd  #ee  vour  gallery,  so  much  commended; 
To  v^ew  the  workmanship  he  brought  from  Spain, 
Wherein's  describ'd  the  bancjuet  of  tlie  ^ods. 

Afar.  ^  Ay,  ttiere*8  one  piece  e^Lceedmg  lively 
d/Qne; 
Where  Mars  and  Venus  lie  within  a  net, 
Incloe'd  by  VuScan,  and  he  looking  on. 

Ca$.  Better  and  better  yet ;  'twill  mend  anon. 

Mfr.  ^i^other  pf  Pia^a  with  her  nymphs, 
Battui^  tlieir  ^Qal^ed  bodies  in  the  streams ; 
Where  fond  Acteon,  for  his  eyes'  oCence, 
Is  tum'd  into  a  hart's  shape,  l^^rns  and  aU : 
4kpd  t^s  the  jdqctgtr  hangs  right  o'er  bis  bed. 

For.  lliose  horns  may  fall  and  light  upon  his 
head. 


Ca$.  And  if  they  do,  worse  luck ;  what  re- 

ujedy? 
For.  Nay,  Slariao,  we'll  not  leave  these  tights 
unseen : 
And  then  we'll  see  your  orchard  and  your  fruit; 
For  now    there  bangs   queen  apples  on  tbe 

trees. 
And  one  of  then!  are  worth  a  score  of  these. 
Mar.  Well,  you  shall  see  them,  lest  you  lose 
your  longing.  [Exeunt  Mar.  and  Fob. 
Cat.  Nay,  if  ye  fall  a  longing  for  green  fruit, 
Child-bearing  is  not  far  off,  I  am  sure ! 
Why  this  is  excellent ;  I  feel  the  buds : 
My  head  groweth  hard,  my  horns  will  sboitiy 

spring. 
Now  who  may  lead  tbe  cuckold's  dance  but  I, 
That  am  become  tlie  head  man  of  the  parish  ? 

0  !  this  it  is  to  have  an  honest  wife. 

Of  whom  so  much  I  boasted  once  to-day. 
Come  hither,  minx !  you  know  your  mistrefis's 

mind. 
And  you  keep  secret  all  her  villainies; 
Tell  me,  you  were  best,  where  was  this  plot 

devised? 
How  did  these  villains  know  I  was  abroad  ? 
Nan.  Indeed,  fbrsootli,  I  knew  not  when  it 

was; 
My  mistress  call'd  me  from  my  work  of  bte. 
And  bade  me  lay  a  napkin;  so  I  did. 
And  made  this  banquet  ready :  but  in  truth 

1  knew  not  what  sbe  did  intend  to  do. 

Ca$.  No,  no,  you  did  not  watch  against  I 
came. 
To  give  her  warning  to  dispatdi  her  Jcnaves? 
You  cry'd  not  out,  when  as  you  saw  itae  come? 
All  this  is  nothing,  but  I'll  trounce  you  all. 

Nan.  In  truth,  good  master ! 

Enter  Marian,  Forrest* 

Cat.  Peace,  stay  !  they  come. 
Whimper  not;  and  yon  do,  rU  use  you  worse. 
Behold  that  wicked  strumpet  with  that  knave! 
O  that  I  had  a  pistol  for  their  sakes. 
That  at  one  shot  I  migRt  dispatch  them  both ! 
But  I  must  stand  close  yet,  and  see  the  rest. 

Mar,  How  lik'st  thou.  Miles,  my  orchard,  sod 
my  house? 

For.  Well;   thou  art  seated  to  tKy  bean's 
content, 
A  pleasant  orchard,  and  a  bonse  wcU  furaish'd; 
There  nothing  wants ;  but  in  the  gallery 
The  painter  shews  his  art  exceedmgly. 

Har.  Yet  is  there  one  thing  goeth  beyond 
all  these ; 
Contented  life,  that  giveth  tiie  heart  his  ease; 
And  that  I  want.       [One  knocketk  at  the  door. 

For.  Sweet  love,  adieu.  [Exit  Forrest. 

Mar.  Farewell,  sweetheart.     Who  is  that  at 
the  door? 


^,  thiret,  &c.— Similar  to  this  description  is  one  in  Mariow's  Edward  11.  A.  l.--See  Vol  I. 
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Enter  Clinton. 

Cthu  A  friend. 

Mar.  Come  near :  what,  captain,  is  it  you  ? 
Clin.  Even  I,  fair  Marian,  watching  carefully 
The  blessed  step  ofopportunity. 

Mur,  Good,  <sood  f  how  fortune  gluts  me  with 
excess  ? 
StiU  they  that  have  enough  shall  meet  with  more. 
Clin.  But  where's  the  doctor  ? 
Mar.  Mioistrine  abroad 
Physic  to  some  sick  patients  he  retains. 

Clin.  Let  him  abroad,  PU  minister  at  home 
Soch  physic  shall  content  my  Marian. 

Cos.  O  monstrous !  now  the  world  must  see 
my  shame ; 
This  head  must  bear  whatever  ^'  likes  my  dame. 
Mar.  I  have  no  malady  requires  a  cure. 
Ciin.  Why,  then  must  I  assume  a  sick  man's 
part. 
And  all  my  sickness  lieth  at  my  heart ; 
Tis  the  heart-burning  that  torments  me  so ! 
Afar.  There  is  no  cure  for  fire  but  to  be 

quench'd. 
Clin,  Thou  hast  prescribM  a  sovereign  remedy. 
Cos,  O  who  the  devil  made  her  a  physician? 
Clin.  Let's  not  obscure,  what  love  doth  mani- 
fest; 
Nor  let  a  stranger's  bed  make  thee  seem  strange 
To  him  that  ever  lov'd  and  honour'd  thee. 

Mar.  A  captain  made  a  captive  by  loose  love. 
And  gadding  fancy ;  fie,  'twere  monstrous  shame 
That  Cupid's  bow  should  blemish  Mars's  name ; 
Take  up  thy  arms,  recal  thy  drooping  thoughts; 
And  lead  thy  troops  into  the  spacious  fields. 
Cot.  She  counsels  others  well,  if  she  would 

take  it. 
Clin.  Thou  connsellest  the  blind  to  lead  the 
blind; 
Can  I  lead  them  that  cannot  guide  myself? 
Tboo,  Marian,  must  release  my  captive  heart. 
Mar.  With  all  my  heart,  I  grant  tliee  free 
release. 


Clin.  Thou  art  obscure  too  much:  but  tell 
me,  love, 
Shall  I  obtain  my  long-desired  love  P 

Mar,  Captain,  there  is  yet  somewhat  in  thy 
mind 
Thou  would'st  reveal,  but  wantest  utterance ; 
Thou  better  k  no  west  to  front  the  braving  foe. 
Than  plead  love*sutts. 

Clin.  I  grant,  'tis  even  so ; 
Extremity  of  passions  still  are  dumb. 
No  tongue  can  tell-  love's  chief  perfections : 
Persuade  thyself  my  love-sick  thoughts  are  thine; 
Thou  only  m»y'st  those  drooping  thoughts  refine. 
Mar.   Since  at  my   hands,  thou  aeek'sL  a 
remedy, 
ril  ease  thy  grief,  and  cure  thy  malady  ; 
No  dru^  the  doctor  hath  shallbe  too  dear ; 
His  antidote  shall  fly  to  do  thee  good ; 
Come  in,  and  let  thy  eye  make  choice  for  thee. 
That  thou  may*st  know  how  dear  thou  art  to  me. 
[Exeunt  Clinton,  Marian. 
Cai,  Is  this  obedience?   now  the  devil  go 
with  them ! 
And  yet  I  dare  not ;  ^^oh  she's  mankind  grown ! 
O  miserable  men  that  must  live  so, 
And  damned  strumpets,  authors  of  this  woe ! 

Enter  Clinton,  Marian. 

But  peace !  be  still !  they  come  !  O  shameless 

shame ! 
Well  may  the  world  call  thee  the  devil's  daAe. 
Mar,  Captain,  thy  skill  bath  pleased  me  so 
well. 
That  I  have  vow'd  my  service  to  Bellona. 
Cai.  Her  service  to  Bellona!    turn'd  stark 
ruffian ! 
She'll  be  call'd  Caveliero  Marian. 

Clin.  And  I  will  train  thee  up  in  feats  of  arms. 
And  tench  thee  all  the  orders  of  the  field ; 
That  whilst  we,  like  to  Mars  and  Venus,  jest. 
The  doctor's  head  may  get  a  gallant  crest. 

Cas.  I  can  no  longer  linger  my  disgrace. 
Nor  hide  my  shame  from  their  detested  sight. 


^'  Zifcet.— See  Note  on  C^mdiOj  A.  1.    Dodsley*fl  Old  Plays,  Vol.  II.  edit.  1780. 

**  -; 04  tk^s  moMkmd  grmom  ! — In  Shakspeare's  Comtottts,  Sicinius  asks  Volumnia,  '<  Are  you 

onakiod  ^  on  which  Dr  Jolmson  remarks,  that  <'  a  mamkiMd  woman  is  a  woman  with  the  roughness 
of  anMn;  and,  in  an  aggravated  sense,  a  woman /eroctims,  vu>I^n^,  and  eager  to  iked  blood."  Mr  Up- 
ton says,  wuaktnd  means  wicked.  See  his  Remarke  on  Ben  Jon^n,  p.  9^.  The  word  is  frequently 
iicd  to  signify  mamMne.    So,  in  Love's  Cure ;  or.  The  Martial  Maid^  A.  4.  S.  3 : 

**  From  me,  all  mankind  women  learn  to  wooe." 

MLku'uSaHrMuutrix: 

" my  wife*s  a  woman ;  \e%. 

'TIS  more  than  I  know  yet,  that  know  not  her ; 
If  she  should  prove  wunUdnd^  'twere  rare  -,  fie !  fie  I 

UMtAtgefB  CUy  Madmm,  A.  f .  S.  1 : 


"  Yon  brach 

Are  yon  toni'd  mankind?" 
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How  nowy  tbon  whore,  disbononr  to  my  bed  ! 
Disdain  to  womanhood,  sbame  of  thy  sex ! 
Insatiate  monster  !  corrosiye  of  ray  soul ! 
What  makes  this  ca|>taiii  revelling  in  my  house  ? 
My  house  ?  nay,  in  my  bed !   you'll  prove  a 

soldier ! 
Follow  Bellona,  turn  a  martialist ! 
1*11  try  if  thou  hast  leam'd  to  ward  my  blows. 

Mar.  Wt  y,  how  now,  man  \  is  this  your  mad- 
ding month? 
Wlu't,  sir,  will  you  forbid  me  in  good  sort 
To  entertain  my  friends  ? 

Cas,  Your  friends,  you  wliore ! 
They  are  no  frif  iHs  of  mine,  nor  come  they  here: 
Clinton  avuuut,  my  house  is  for  no  such. 

Mar,  Alas,  good  sir,  are  you  grown  to  sus* 
picious, 
Thus  on  no  proufs  to  nourish  jealousy  ? 
I  C'lnnot  kiss  a  roan,  but  you'll  be  angry. 
In  spite  of  you,  or  whoso  else  saith  nay, 
My  friends  are  welcome  as  they  come  this  way, 
If  thou  mislike  it,  mend  it  as  you  may  : 
What  do  you  think  to  pin  up  Marian, 
As  you  were  wont  to  do  your  Spanish  girls  ? 
No,  sir,  ril  be  half  mistress  of  myself; 
Tlie  other  half  is  yours,  if  you  deserve  it. 

Clin,  What  madness  mov'd  thee  be  displeas*d 
with  me. 
That  always  us'd  thee  with  so  kind  regard  ? 
Did  I  not  at  thy  first  arrival  here 
Conduct  thee  to  the  earl  of  London's  house? 

Mar.  Did  I  not,  bein^  unsolicited. 
Bestow  my  first  pure  maiden-Iove  on  thee  ? 


Clin.  Did  I  not  grace  tliee  there  in  all  the 
court, 
And  bear  thee  out  against  the  daring  abbot? 
Mar,    Did    I  forsake  many  young  g^diuU 
courtiers, 
Enamoured  with  thy  aged  gravity  ? 
W1m>  now  beiog  weary  of  me,  would'st  disgrace 
me  ? 
Cat.  If  there  be  any  conscience  left  on  eutki 
How  can  I  but  believe  these  protestations? 
Clin,  Have  I  not  always  been  thy  newest 

friend  ? 
Afar.  Have  I  not  always  been  tby  deaicft 

wife? 
Clin.  How  much  will  all  the  world  in  this 

condemn  thee  ? 
Mar,  At  first  I  little  fear'd  what  now  I  find. 
And  grieve  too  late. 

Cat.  Content  thee,  gentle  dame; 
The  nature  of  our  countrymen  is  such. 
That  if  we  see  another  kiss  our  wives. 
We  cannot  brook  it :  btit  I  will  be  pleased ; 
For, ''  will  I,  nill  I,  so  metbinks  I  vamL 
And,  gentle  captain,  be  not  you  offended; 
I  was  too  hot  at  first,  but  now  repent  it : 
I  pr'ythee,  gentle  dame,  forgive  me  this, 
And  drown  all  jealousy  in  this  sweet  kiss. 
Clin.  This  shews  your  wisdom ;  oo^  I'll  follow 

you. 
Mar.  Well,  doctor,  henceforth  never  reake  it 
scorn 
At  my  sweet  Clinton's  hands  to  take  the  horn. 

[£mar. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  *♦  Robin  Goodpellow,  in  a  suit  of 
leather  close  to  his  body  ;  his  face  and  hands 
coloured  russel-colour^  with  a  fldHl. 

Rob,  The  doctor's  self  would  scarce  know 
Robin  now : 
Curs'd  Marian  may  go  seek  another  man, 
tor  I  intend  to  dwell  no  longer  with  her; 
Cilice  titnt  the  bastinado  drove  me  thence. 
These  silken  girls  are  all  too  fine  for  me : 
My  master  shall  report  of  those  in  hell. 


WhiUt  I  go  range  amongst  the  country'^naidei, 
To  see  if  home-spun  lasses  milder  W 
Than  n)y  curs'd  dame,  and  Lacy's  wanton  wife. 
Thus  therefore  will  I  live  betwiit  two  shapes; 
When  as  I  list  in  this  transfonn'd  disguise, 
ril  fright  the  country  people  as  thev  pass; 
And  sometimes  turn  me  to  some  other  fonn, 
And  so  delude  them  witli  fiintasdck  shews. 
But  woe  betide  the  silly  dairy-maids. 
For  I  shall  fleet  their  cream-bowls  night  by  night; 
And  slice  the  bacon  flitches  as  they  hang. 
Well,  here  in  Croydon,  wifl  1  first  begin 


*5  WUi  /,  frill  L— Whether  J  wiU  or  not.    This  mode  of  expression  is  of^en  found  in  contenporaiT 

writers.    Dekkar*8  Bel-man  qf  London,  Sign.  F.  3 :  " can  by  no  meanes  bee  brought  to  nmemha 

this  new  fViend,  yet  will  hee,  niU  he^  to  the  taverde  he  sweares  to  have  him." 

^  Robin  Goo4feUow,—Sometune9  called  Puckej  alias  Hobgoblin.  In  the  creed  of  aBcientsopeitfi' 
tion,  he  was  a  kind  of  merry  sprite,  whose  character  and  atchievements  are  recdrded  m  a  oslb^ 
printed  in  Dr  Perery's  Rtliquet  qf  Ancient  Poetry,  Vol.  III.  p.  «0f  j  where  the  reader,  who  if  desirow 
of  further  information  concerning  this  personage,  niay  meet  with  ccimptete  fatisiaction. 


Aboktmoub.]    GRI^,  the  COLLIER  OF  CROYDON. 
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To  ftolic.it  nmoBg  the  country  lobs : 
This  day,  tbey  say,  is  call'd  HolyrooMnjf 
And  dl  the  youth  arc  now  a  nvttiog  gone. 
Here  are  a  crew  of  yonkers  in  this  ymood. 
Well  sorted,  lor  eadi  lad  hath  got  his  laas. 
Many,  indeed,  there  is  a  *'  trScksey  girl. 
That  three  or  four  would  fain  be  doing  with  ; 
Bat  that  a  wUy  priest  among  the  rest 
Intends  to  bear  her  share  away  from  all. 
The  miller,  and  iny  brother  Grim  the  coltter, 
Appointed  here  to  souffle  for  her  b?e. 
I  am  OB  Orim's  side ;  for  loug  time  ago 
The  deril  caird  the  collier  like  to  like : 

Enter  Geim,  Clack,  Parson  Shortuose^  Joan 
wUk  a  bag  of  nuts, 

Bot  here  the  miller  and  the  coUier  come, 
With  parsott  Mack-bate,  and  their  tricksey  girl. 

Grtm.  Parson,  persuade  me  no  more ;  I  oome^ 
Js£,  to  your  custody ;  Jug,  b6ld  the  nut-bng. 

CUck,  Nay,  I  will  give  you  nuts  to  crack. 

Grmu  Crack  in  thy  throat  and  hauster  too. 

Short,  Neiehboursy  I  wish  you  both  agree: 
Let  me  be  judge,  be  ruFd  by  me. 

OrtM.  Mr  Parson,  remember  what  Puzziles 
saith,  Ne  accetMerii  ad  consilio,  ifc,  I  tell  you 
I  found  this  written  in  the  bottom  of  one  of  my 
empty  sacks :  Never  persuade  men  that  be  in- 
execrable.  I  have  vowed  it,  and  I  will  perform 
it.  The  quarrel  is  great,  and  I  have  taken  it 
Qpon  my  own  sboulrTejrs. 

Clack,  Ay,  that  thou  shalt  ere  I  have  done ; 
£)r  I  will  lay  it  on,  iTaith. 

Grtm.  If  you  lay  it  in,  I  must  bear  it  out,  this 
is  all.  If  yon  strike,  I  must  stand  to  any  thing ; 
although  it  be  the  biggest  blow  that  you  can  lay 
Dpon  me. 

Joan.  Ye  both  hare  oftentimes  sworn  that  ye 
love  me ; 
Let  me  over-rule  you  in  this  angry  mood : 
Nei£hbours  and  old  acquaintance,  and  fnll  out ! 

Bjoh.  Why,  that  is  because  thou  wilt  not  let 
ibein  fall  in. 

Grim,  I  say,  my  heart  bleedeth  when  thou 
speakest,  and  therefore  do  not  provoke  me. 
Yet,  miller,  as  I  am  monstrous  angry,  so  I  have 
a  wonderful  great  mind  to  be  repeas'd ;  let's  tlirnk 
what  barm  cometh  by  thts  same  fighting  :  if  we 
should  hurt  one  another,  how  can  we  help  it? 
Again,  Clack ;  do  but  here  forswear  Joan*s  com- 
pany, and  I'll  be  thine  instead  of  her,  to  use  in 
all  your  businesses  from  Croydon  to  London ; 


voor's  Gilliert  Grim,  the  chief  collier  for  the 
kine*s  majesty's  own  mouth. 

Clack,  O,  Grim,  do  I  smell  you  f  I'll  make 
you  forswear  her  before  we  two  part;  and  there- 
fore come  on  to  this  geere.  Collier,  I  will  lay 
on  load,  and  when  it  is  done,  let  wlio  will  take 
it  off  again. 

Joan.  Yet  once  more  hear  mc  ^eak ;  leave 
off  for  shame. 
If  not  for  love ;  and  let  not  others  laugh 
To  see  your  follies ;  let  nae  over-role  you. 
Shori,  Ay,  let  tliem  fight,  I  care  not,  I 
Mean  time  away  with  Joan  will  fly ; 
And  whilst  they  two  are  at  it  here. 
We  two  will  sport  ourselves  elsewhere. 
Rob,  There's  a  stone  priest^    he  loveth  a 
wench!  Indeed, 
lie  careth  not,  thougli  both  of  them  do  bleed ; 
But  Robin  Goodfellow  will  conjure  you. 
And  roar  your  match,  and  bang  you  soundly  too. 
1  like  this  country-girl's  condition  well; 
8be*s  faithful,  and  a  lover  but  to  one; 
Robin  stands  here  to  right  both  Grim  and  her. 
Gritn.  Master  Parson,  look  you  to  my  love. 
Miller,  here  I  stand 
With  my  heart  and  my  hand 
In  sweet  Jug's  right. 
With  thee  to  fight. 

Clack,  Come,  let  us  to  it  then. 

[They^fight,  Robin  beuteth  the  Miller 
with  uflailj  andfclUth  hijn. 
Hob,  Now,  milfer,  miller,  dustipoul, 
I'll  clapper-claw  your  jobbernoul. 
iS^or^  Come,  Jug,  let's  leave  these  senseless 
blocks. 
Giving  each  other  blows  and  knocks. 
Joan.  I  love  my  Grim  too  well  to  leave  him  so. 
Short,  You  shall  not  chuse ;  come,  let's  away. 
[SuoRTuosE  puUeth  Jug  after  him,  Robin 
beateth  the  Priest  with  his  flail, 
Rob,  Nay  then,  sir  priest,  I'll  make  you  stay. 
Clack,  Nay,  this  is  nothing,  Grim ;  we'll  not 

Eart  so.    I  thought  to  have  borne  it  off  with  my 
ack-sword  ward,  and  I  receiv'd  it  upon  my 
bare  *^  costard.  \Thetf fight  again, 

Rob.  What,  miller,  are  you  up  again  ? 
*^Nay,  then  my  flail  shall  never  lin, 
Until  I  force  one  of  us  twain 
Betake  him  to  his  heels  amain. 

[Robin  beats  the  Miller  again. 
Clack.  Hold   thy   hands,    Grim;   thou   hast 
murder'd  me ! 


^'  TVidksey.— See  note  on  The  Merry  Devil  ^  Edmonton,  Vol.  II.  p.  239. 
^  Caff cr£— Head.    See  note  90  to  Gammer  Gwrton's  Needle,  Vol.  I.  p.  126. 
^^  Nn,  then  my  JUul  shaU  never  lin. — Shall  never  ceau,  stop,  or  leave  off.    So,  in  Ben  Jonson^s 
Staple  ^Sewe,  Intermean  after  4th  Act : 

"  He'll  never  Its  till  he  be  a  gallop." 

Mr  Wballey  proposes  to  read  Mm.    '<  The  word,"  says  he,  '<  is  Sagton,  and  the  substantive  blm 
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Grim,  Thou  lyest,  it  is  in  ray  own  offence  I 
do  it :  get  tbee  gone  then ;  I  bad  rather  have 
thy  rctom  than  thy  company. 

Clack,  Marry,  with  all  my  heart.  O!  the 
collier  playeth  the  devil  with  me. 

Rob.  No,  it  b  the  devil  playeth  the  collier 
with  thee. 

Short,  My  bones  are  sore ;  I  pr'ythee,  Joan, 
Let*s  quickly  from  this  place  be  gone. 
Nny,  come  away,  I  love  thee  so, 
Without  thee  I  will  never  go. 

Rob,  What,  priest,  still  at  your  lechery  ? 

tEioBiK  bfatt  the  Priest, 
^  w  navery ; 

If  any  ask  who  beat  thee  9<», 

Tell  them  *twas  Robin  Goodfellow. 

[Short HOSE  runneth  away. 

Grim.  Oh,  miller,  art  thou  gone  ?  I  am  glad 
of  it.  I  smelt  my  own  infirmity  every  stroke  I 
struck  at  him.  Now,  Joan,  I  dare  boldly  swear 
thou  art  my  own  ;  for  I  have  won  thee  in  the 
plain  field.  N  ow  roaster  Parson  shall  even  strike 
ic  up ;  two  or  three  words  of  his  mouth  will 
make  ber  gammer  Grim*all  the  days  of  her  life 
aftir. 

Rob.  Here  is  two  well-favoured  slaves ! 
Grim  and  I  may  curse  all  good  faces, 
And  not  hurt  our  own. 

Joan,  What,  my  love,  how  dost  thoo? 

Grim.  Even, as  a  conqueror  may  do :  Jug,  for 
thy  sake  I  have  made  the  miller  a  poor  cripple 
all  the  days  of  his  life,  gnod  for  notliing  else  but 
to  be  carried  into  the  spittle-house. 

Rob.  Ay,  there  is  one  lye,  for  thou  didst 
never  hurt  him. 

Joan,  I  am  glad  tliou  'scapest,  my  love,  and 
wast  not  hurt. 

Grim,  Who,  I  hurt !  Joan,  thou  knowest  me 
not  yet:   thou  mayest  do  better  hereafter.    I 


five  him  five  mortal  wounds  the  6r8t  fire  strokes 
made  at  him. 

Rob,  There  are  ^ve  lyes  clapt  into  one,  fur 
brevity's  sake. 

Grim,  And  presently,  upon  the  fifth  blow,  I 
made  a  dangerous  thrust  at  him,  and  violently 
overthrew  him,  horse  and  foot,  and  there  he  lay. 

Rob.  Nay,  there  you  lye.     The  collier  b 
excellent 
To  Ub  companion  to  the  devil  himself. 

Grim,  But  where's  master  Parson  ? 

Joan.  He  was  well  bang'd,  and  knew  not  who 
it  was  did  it. 
And  would  have  had  me  gone  away  with  him. 
Here  lieth  his  nut-bag,  and  the  millePs  too : 
They  bad  no  leisure  to  take  them  away. 

Grim.  The  better  for  us,  Joan ;  there  is  eood 
cracking  work ;  it  will  increase  honsbold  stutf. 
Come,  let*saller  the  parson*,  we  will  oomfrnt 
him,  and  lie  shall  couple  us.  I'll  have  Pouitcel>j 
the  painter  score  upon  our  painted  cloth  ut 
home,  all  the  whole  story  of  our  goins  a  nuttinj; 
thi«  Hol^rood-day ;  and  he  shall  paint  me  up 
triumphing  over  the  miller. 

[Exeunt  Grim  and  Joas. 

Rob.  So  let  the  collier  go  boast  at  home 
How  he  hath  beat  the  miller  fn>m  his  love. 
I  like  this  modest  country  maid  so  well. 
That  I  believe  1  must  report  in  hell 
Better  of  women  than  my  master  can. 
Well,  till  my  time's  axpir'ij,  I'll  keep  this  quarter. 
And  night  by  night  attend  their  merry  meebngs. 

[Exit  RoBis. 

Enter  Dukstav,  wUh  Earl  Lact  sick. 

Dun,    Let    not    your   sickness    add    more 
feebleness 
Unto  your  weaken'd  age,  but  give  me  leave 
To  cure  thy  vain  suspicious  malady. 


derived  fVom  bUnnan,  occurs  In  The  Sad  Shepherd.    Yet  the  word  occurs  in  Drayton,  in  the 
stopping  or  staying,  as  it  is  used  here  by  our  Poet : 

<'  Quoth  Puck,  mv  liege,  III  never  lia. 

But  I  will  thorough  thick  and  thin." Cmui  (^  Fairy. 

Ho  that  ao  emendation  may  be  unnecessary,  and  Huy  the  same  as  leave^  might  have  been  in  coa- 
mon  use." 

The  latter  conjecture  is  certainly  right,  many  Uistances  may  be  produced. 
The  Return  from  Parnassus,  A.  4.  8.  3 : 

'*  Fond  world,  that  ne'er  thlnk*8t  on  that  aged  man, 
That  Ariosto's  old  swift-paced  man. 
Whose  name  is  Time,  who  never  lins  to  nm, 
Loaden  with  bundles  of  decayed  names." 

A  Chast  Matfd  in  Cheapsid£y  by  Middleton,  p.  36 : 

'<  You'll  never  2m  'till  I  make  your  tutor  whip  you ;  yon  know  how  I  serv*d  yon  once  at  the  free 
schoole  in  Paul's  Church  Yard.** 

Msre  Dissemhters,  besides  Women,  by  the  same,  A.  3.  S.  1 : 

^  Youll  nevY  2ia  railing  on  me,  from  one  week's  end  to  another." 


Ahohymous.]    grim,  the  COLLIER  OF  CROYDON. 
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Thy  eyes  shall  witness  how  tboa  art  deceiv'd, 
Mispmiog  thy  fieur  lady's  chastity : 
For  whilst  we  two  stand  closely  here  unseen. 
We  shall  espy  them  presently  approach. 
Laey.  O  shew  me  this,  thou  blessed  man  of 

God, 
And  tboQ  shalt  then  make  young  my  withered 

age. 
Dun.  Mark  the  beginning;  for  here  Mosgrave 

Cometh. 

Enter  Musgrave. 

Mus.  O  thrice  unhappy  and  unfortunate, 
That  having  fit  occasion  profier*d  tliee 
Of  conference  with  beauteous  Honorea, 
Thou  overslipp'd  it,  and  o*erslipp*dst  thyself. 
Never  since  wedlock  tv'd  her  to  the  earl 
Have  I  saluted  her ;  altho'  report 
Is  bUz'd  abroad  of  her  inconstancy. 
This  is  her  evening  walk,  aud  here  will  I 
Attend  her  coming  forth,  aud  greet  her  fairly. 

Lacy,   See,  Dunstan,  how  their  youth  doth 
blind  our  age ! 
Thou  dost  deceive  thyself;  and  bring'st  me 
To  see  my  proper  shame  and  iufamy. 

Enter  IIoNOREA. 

But  here  she  comes :  my  hope,  my  fear,  my  love. 

Dun*  Here  comes  the  nnstain'd  honour  of  thy 
bed; 
Thy  ears  shall  hear  her  virtuous  chaste  replies. 
And  make  tliy  lieart  confess  thou  dost  her  wrong. 

Hon,  Now  modest  love  hath  banish*d  wanton 
thoughts, 
And  altered  me  from  that  I  was  before. 
To  that  chaste  life  I  ought  to  entertain ; 
My  heart  is  ty'd  to  that  strict  form  of  life. 
That  I  joy  only  to  be  Lacy's  wife. 

Lacy.    God  fill  thy  mind  with  these  chnste 
virtuous  thoui;hts ! 

Mu$.  Oh  now  I  see  her,  I  am  half  aslmm'd 
Of  so  long  absence,  of  neglect  of  speech. 
My  dearest  lady,  patroness  of  beauty. 
Let  thy  poor  servant  make  his  true  excuse ! 

Hon,  Musgrave,  I  easily  take  your  excuse. 
Accusing  my  fond  self  for  what  is  past. 

Mu$.  Long  time  we  wanted  opportunity ; 
But  now  the  forelock  of  well-wislung  time 
llath  blessM  us  both,  that  here  without  suspect 
We  may  renew  the  tenor  of  our  loves. 

Lacy,  O  Dunstan,  how  she  smiles  to  hear  him 
speak! 

Hon,  No,  child  of  fortune  and  inconstancy. 
Thou  shalt  not  trdin  me,  or  induce  my  love 
To  loose  desires,  or  dislioroured  thoughts: 
lis  God*s  own  work  that  struck  a  deep  remorse 
Into  my  tainted  heart  for  my  past  folly. 

Mus.  O  thou  coafouud*»t  me !  Speak  as  tliou 
wert  wont ! 
Like  Lov^  herself,  my  lovely  Uonorea ! 

Hon,    Why    how    now,    Musgnive !     what 
esteem*st  thou  me, 
That  thoQ  provok'st  me,  tjiat  first  deny*d  me? 


I  will  not  yield  you  reasons  why  I  may  not. 
More  than  your  own.    You  told  me  why  yon 
would  not. 
Mus,  B^  Heavens,  by  thee,  my  saint,  my  hap- 
piness! 
No  torture  shall  controul  my  heart  in  this. 
To  teach  my  tongue  deny  to  call  thee  love. 

Hon,  Well,  in  regard  that  in  my  maiden-days 
I  lov'd  thee  well,  now  let  me  counsel  thee ; 
Reclaim  these  idle  humours ;  know  thyself; 
Remember  me;  and  tliink  upon  my  lord; 
And  let  these  thoughts  bring  forth  those  chaste 

effects. 
Which  may  declare  thy  change  unto  the  world : 
And  tins  assure  thee — whilst  I  breathe  this  air 
Earl  Lacy's  honour  I  will  ne*er  impair. 

[EjpU  Honorea. 
Dun,   Now  your  eyes  see  that  which  your 

heart  believ*d  not. 
Jjocy.  'Tis  a  miracle  beyond  the  reach 
Of  my  capacity !  I  could  weep  for  joy. 
Would  but  my  tears  express  how  much  I  love 

lier! 
Men  may  surmise  amiss  in  jealousy. 
Of  those  that  live  in  untouch'd  lionesty. 

Mu$.  Is  she  departed  ?  and  do  I  conceive 
This  height  of  grief,  and  do  no  violence 
Unto  myself?    Said  she,  I  deny'd  her? 
Far  be  it  from  my  heart  to  think  that  thought ! 
All  ye  that,  as  I  do,  have  felt  this  smart. 
Ye  know  how  burthensome  'tis  at  my  heart. 
Hereafter  never  will  I  prosecute 
This  former  motion,  my  unlawful  suit ; 
But,  since  slie  is  earl  Lacy's  virtuous  wife, 
I'll  live  a  private,  pensive,  sinele  life. 

[Exit  MUSCRAVE. 

Dun,  God  doth  dispose  all  at  his  blessed  will ; 
Aud  he  hath  chang*d  their  minds  from  bad  to 

good. 
That  we  which  see't  may  learn  to  mend  ourselves. 

Lacy,  I'll  reconcile  myself  to  Musgrave's  love : 
I  will  recant  my  fiilse  suspicion. 
And  humbly  make  my  true  submission.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Marian  chajing. 

Mar,  Say'st  thou  thou'lt  make  the  house  too 
hot  for  me  ? 
I'll  soon  sbroad,  and  cool  me  in  the  air. 
I'll  teach  him  never  scorn  to  drink  his  health 
Whom  I  do  love.    He  thinks  to  overcrow  me 
With  words  and  blows,  but  he  is  m  the  wrong, 
Begin  he  when  he  dares !  Oh  he's  too  hot 
And  angry,  to  live  long  with  Marian. 
But  I'll  not  lou^  be  subject  to  his  rage : 
Here  'tis  shall  nd  liim  of  his  hateful  life. 
And  bless  me  with  the  stile  of  widowhood. 

Twas  Harvey's  work  to  temper  it  so  well. 
The  strongest  poison  that  he  could  devise. 

Enter  Clinton. 

I  have  been  too  long  subject  to  the  slave ; 
But  now  I'll  cast  oft  that  detested  yoke. 
Clin^  Musgrave,  I  see,  is  reconcil'd  to  th'  earl ; 
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For  now  I  met  hiin  wstking  with  lord  Lacy. 
Sure  this  is  MArian's  plot,  and  there  she  stands. 
What,  love,  alone ! 

Mar,  Ay,  oaptaio,  machdistiirb'd 
About  the  frantic  doctor's  jealousy ; 
Who,  though  he  seein*d  eoDtent  when  thou  wast 

there, 
He  after  fell  reviling  thee  and  me  ; 
Robb'd  me  of  all  uiy  jewels;  locks  liis  plate 
In  hb  own  trunk ;  and  let's  me  only  live 
To  bear  the  idle  title  of  his  wife. 

Clin.  Fair  Marian,  by  a  soldier's  loyal  faith, 
If  my  emplojrment  any  way  may  help 
To  set  thee  tree  from  this  captivity, 
Use  roe  in  any  sort ;  command  my  sword : 
ril  do't  as  soon  as  thou  sbak  speak  the  word. 

JUar.  Now,  by  my  true  love,  which  I  wish 
to  thee, 
I  conjure  thee  with  resolotion 
To  slay  that  monster !     Do  not  fail  to  do  it ! 
For  if  thou  dost,  I  would  I  had  not  spoke  it. 

Clin,  Now  try  me ;  and,  when  next  we  hap 
to  meet. 
The  doctor  lies  stone  dead  at  Clinton's  feet. 

Mar.  Nay,  now  I  see  thou  lov'st  me. 

Clin,  Say  no  more. 
If  thou  dost  loath  him,  lie  shall  die  therefore. 

Mar,  To-morrow  morning  will  he  early  rise 
To  see  earl  Lacy :  meet  him  in  the  cloyster, 
And  make  that  place  revenge  his  sanctuary. 
This  nijght  will  I  break  open  ail  the  trunks^ 
Kifle  his  caskets,  rob  him  of  his  gold, 
And  all  the  doctor's  treasure  shall  be  thine. 
If  thou  miscarry,  yet  this  drink  shall  do  it. 

Enter  Castiliano. 

Cos,  My  wife's  impatience  hath  leflme  alone. 

And  made  my  servant  run,  I  know  not  whither. 

Man  Peace !  here  is  our  eye-sore.    Clinton, 

leave  us  now. 
Clin,  Nay,  now  occasion  smiles,  and  I  will  do 
it.  [Clinton  draweih  his  sword. 

Mar,  Put  up  thy  sword ;  be  it  thy  morning's 
work: 
Farewel  to-night,  but  fail  me  not  to-morrow. 
Clin,  Farewel,  my  love  !     No  rest  shall  close 
these  eyes 
Until  the  morning  peep ;  and  xhen  he  dies. 

[  Exit  Clinton, 
Cos,  Now  I  remember,  I  have  quite  out^run 
My  time  prefix'd  to  dwell  upon  the  earth : 
Vet  Akercock  is  absent:  where  is  he? 
Oh,  I  am  glad  I  am  so  well  near  rid 
Of  my  earth's  plague,  and  my  lascivious  dame. 

Mar,  Hath  he  discovered  my  intendment, 
That  he  presageth  his  ensuing  deatli? 
I  must  break  off  these  fearful  mediutions. 

Com.  How  shall  I  give  my  verdict  up  to  Pluto 
Of  all  these  accidents? 

Mar,  Why  how  now,  man ! 
Cas,  What,  my  dear  dame!  my  reconciled 
^xrase! 


Upon  my  soul,  my  kyfe  tatiite  is  more 
Now  at  this  present,  than  'twas  e'er  before. 

Mar,  He  tMUh  deacry'd  me  sare,  he  sootheth 
me  so! 

Cas,  I  love  thee  now,  faecaBse  I  now  most 
leave  thee. 
This  was  the  day  of  my  nativftyy 
And  therefore,  sweet  wife,  let  us  rerd  it. 

Afar.  Nay,  I  lunre  little  cause  to  joy  at  aU. 

Cas,  Thou  crossest  still  my  mirth  with  dis- 
contents ! 
If  ever  heretofore  I  have  dupleas'd  thee. 
Sweet  dame,  I  crave  thy  paf^on  now  for  aft. 
This  is  my  birth-day,  girl,  1  must  rejoice: 
Ask  what  ttiou  wilt,  and  I  will  give  it  thee. 

Hot.  Should  I  but  ask  to  lead  a  tpiiet  liie, 
You  hardly  would  grant  this  unto  your  wife; 
Much  less  a  thing  &at  were  of  more  import. 

Cas,  Ask  any  thing,  atid  try  if  111  deny  thee. 

Mar.  Oh,  my  poor  Mosgrave,  bow  bast  ttaoa 
been  wrong'd, 
Aad  my  fair  lady  ! 

Cas,  Use  no  preambles, 
But  tell  me  plainly. 

Mar.  Nay,  remember  them. 
And  join  their  slander  to  that  love  you  owe  me, 
And  then  old  Lacy's  jealousy. 

Cas.  VVhat  then  ? 

Mar,  Nay,  now  I  see  you  will  not  understand 
roe. 

Cas.  Thou  art  too  dark;  speak  plainly,  and 
'tis  done. 

Mar,   Then  doom  the  eM-1,  and  bless  poor 
Musgrave's  eyes 
With  Honorea's  love ;  for  this  in  thy  hands  lies. 

Cas.  How  should  I  doom  him  ? 

Mar,  How  else,  but  to  death? 

Cas.  As  if  his  life  or  death  lay  in  my  hands ! 

Mar.  He  is  thy  patient,  is  he  not  ? 

Cas,  He  is. 

JMar,  Tlien  in  thy  hands  lie  both  his  life  and 
death. 
Sweet  love,  let  Marian  beg  it  at  thy  hands ! 
Why  should  the  grey-beaitl  live  to  cross  us  all? 
Nay,  now  I  see  thee  frown :  thou  wilt  not  do  it. 

Cos.  Fie,  fie,  'dame,  you  are  too  suspicious. 
Here's  roy  hand  :  that  thou  may*st  know  I  lo?e 

lliee, 
I'll  poison  him  this  night  before  I  sleep. 

Mar.  Thou  dost  but  flatter  me. 

Cas,  Tush,  I  have  sworn  it. 

Mar,  And  wilt  thou  do  it? 

Cas,  He  is  sure  to  die. 

Mar,  I'll  kiss  thy  lips  for  speaking  that  kind 
word: 
But  do  it,  and  I'll  hang  about  thy  neck, 
And  curl  thy  hair,  and  sleep  betwixt  thy  aimSy 
And  teach  thee  pleasures  which  thou   never 
knew'st. 

Cas,  Promise  no  more,  and  trouble  roe  no 
more; 
Tlie  longer  I  stay  here,  be  lives  the  longer. 
I  must  go  to  him  now^  aud  now  I'll  do  iL 
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Go  home  and  hasten  sapper  'gainst  I  come j 
We  will  carouse  to  his  departing  soul.         [me ; 
Mar,  I  wilt,  dear  husband;  but,  remember 
When  thou  hast  poison'd  liim,  111  poison  thee. 

[EiffU  Marian. 
Cof.  O  wonderfttl,  how  women  can  dissemble ! 
Now  she  can  kiss  me,  bane  about  mj  neck. 
And  sootlie  me  with  smoow  smiles  and  lewd  ix»- 
treaties. 


Well,  r  have  promised  her  to  kill  the  earl ; 

And  yet,  I  hope,  ye  will  not  think  1*11  do  it. 

Yet  1  will  sound  the  depth  of  their  device, 

And  see  the  issue  of  their  bloody  drift. 

1*11  give  the  earl,  unknown  to  any  man, 

A  sleepy  potion,  which  shall  make  him  seem 

As  if  he  were  stark  dead,  for  certain  hours : 

But  in  my  absence  no  man  shall  report. 

That  for  my  dame's  sake  I  did  any  hurt.  [Exit. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Gbim,  with  Joan. 

Grim,  Nay,  but  Joan,  have  a  care !  bear  a 
brain  for  all  at  once.  Tis  not  one  hour's  plea^ 
sure  that  I  suspect  more  than  your  mother's  good 
coaBtenance.  If  she  be  asleep,  we  may  be  bold 
ander  correction ;  if  slie  be  awake,  i  may  go  my 
ways,  and  nobody  ask  me,  Grim,  whither  goest 
thou  ?  Nay,  I  tell  you,  I  am  so  well  beloved  in 
our  town,  that  not  the  worst  dog  in  the  street 
will  hurt  my  little  finger. 

Joan,  Why  speak  you  this?    You  need  not 
fear  my  motiier, 
For  she  was  fast  asleep  four  hours  ago. 

Grim,  Is  she,  sure?  Did  you  h^  her  snort 
in  her  dead  sleep  ? 
Why  then,  Joan,  I  have  an  hour's  mirth  for  thee. 

/(MA.  And  I  a  mess  of  cream  for  thee. 

Grim*  Why^  there  is  one  for  another  then : 
fetch  it,  Joan ;  we  will  eat  and  kiss,  and  be  as 
merry  as  your  cricket.  [EjpU  Joan  for  the 
cream.']  Art  thou  gone  for  it?  Well,  go  thy 
ways  for  the  kindest  lass  that  ever  poor  collier 
net  withal !  I  mean  for  to  make  short  work  with 
her,  and  marry  her  presently.  I'll  single  her 
oat,  i'faithy  tiH  I  make  her  bear  double,  and  give 
the  world  to  onderstand  we  will  have  a  young 
Grim  between  m. 

Enter  Joan  with  the  cream, 

Joan,  Look  here,  my  love,  'tis  sweeten'd  for 

thy  mouth. 
Grim,  You  have  put  none  of  your  love-pow- 
der in  it,  to  make  me  enamourable  of  you ;  have 
Tou,  Joan  ?  I  have  a  simple  pate,  to  expect  you ! 
[One  hnocketh  at  the  door,"]  Joan,  hark,  my 
brains  beat,  my  head  works,  and  my  mind  giveth 
me,  some  lovers  of  yours  come  sneaking  liither 
DOW :  I  like  it  not,  'us  suspectious. 

[One  knocketh  again, 
Joan,  You  need  not  fear  it :  for  there  is  none 
aKve 
^11  bear  the  least  part  of  my  heart  from  ihee. 


Grim,  Say'st  thou  so?  hold  there  stiU,  and 
whoe'er  he  be,  open  door  to  him. 

She  openeth  the  door;   enter  Siorthose,  and 
Robin  after  kim, 

Joan,  What,  Mr  Parson,  are  you  come  so  late ; 
You  are  welcome ;  here's  none  but  Grim  and  1. 

Short,  Joan,  I'll  no  more  a  nutting  go, 
I  was  so  beaten  to  and  fro; 
And  yet  who  it  was  I  do  not  know. 

Grim,  What,  Mr  Parson,  are  you  come  so 
late,  to  say  evening  song  to  your  parishioners  ? 
I  have  lieard  of  your  knavery.  I  give  you  a  fair 
warning;  touch  her  no  lower  than  her  girdle, 
and  no  higher  than  her  chin ;  I  keep  her  lips  and 
her  hips  for  my  own  use ;  I  do,  and  so,  welcome. 

Rob,  This  two  hours  have  I  dogg'd  the  parson 
round 
About  all  Croydon,  doubting  some  such  thing. 

Short.  No,  Grim,  I  here  forswear  to  touch 
Thy  Joan,  or  any  other  such ; 
Love  hath  been  so  cudgell'd  out  of  me, 
1*11  go  no  more  to  wood  with  thee. 

Jtiob,  Twas  Robin  beat  this  holy  mind  into 
him ; 
I  think  more  cudgelling  would  make  him  more 
honest. 

Grim,  You  speak  like  an  honest  man,  and  a 
good  parson !  and  that  is  more.  Here's  Joan's 
benevolation  for  us,  a  mess  of  cream  and  so 
forth.  Here  is  your  place,  Mr  Parson ;  stand 
on  the  t'other  side  of  the  table,  Joan.  Eat  hard 
to-night,  that  thou  may  marry  us  the  better  to 
morrow. 

Rob,  What  is  my  brother  Grim  so  good  a  fel- 
low ?  [They  foil  to  the  cream, 
I  love  a  mess  of  cream  as  well  as  they ; 
I  think  it  were  best  I  stept  in  and  made  one : 
^'  Ho,  ho,  ho,  my  masters !  No  good  fellowship ! 
Is  Robin  Good  fellow  a  bug-bear  grown, 

[Ronivfalleth  to  eat. 
That  he  is  not  worthy  to  be  bid  sit  down  ? 

Grim,  O  Lord  save  us !  sure  he  is  some  coun- 
try-devil, he  hath  got  a  russet  coat  lipon  h^  face. 
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Short.  Now,  benedieitef  who  is  this? 
*^  I  take  biiB  for  some  fiend,  I  wiss 
Oh  for  some  holj-water  here 
Of  this  same  place  this  spirit  to  clear ! 

Rob,  Nay  fear  not.   Grim,  come  fall  unto 
your  cream ; 
Taty  I  am  thy  friend,  why  dost  not  come  and 
eat? 
Grim,  I,  sir !  truly,  master  devil,  I  am  well 

here,  I  thank  you. 
Rob,  ni  have  thee  come,  I  say ;  why  trem- 

blest  thou  ? 
Grim,  No,  sir,  not  I ;  'tis  a  palsy  I  have  still ; 
Truly,  sir,  I  have  no  great  acquaintance  with 

YOU. 

Rob,  Thou  shalt  have  better,  man,  ere  I  depart. 

Grim,  I  will  not,  and  if  I  can  choose. 

Rob,  Nay,  come  away ;  and  bring  your  love 
w  ith  you. 

Grim,  Joan !  you  were  best  go  to  him,  Joan. 

Rob.  What  shall  I  fetch  the  man  ?  The  cream 
is  sweet. 

Grim.  No,  sir,  I  am  coming ;  much  good  do't 
you :  ^°I  had  need  of  a  long  spoon,  now  I  go  to 
eat  with  the  devil. 

Rob,  The  parson's  penance  shall  be  thus  to 
fast: 
Come  tell  me.  Grim,  dost  thou  not  know  me, 
man? 

Grim,  No,  truly,  sir;  I  am  a  poor  man,  fetch- 
eth  my  living  out  of  the  fire ;  your  worship  may 
be  a  gentleman  devil,  for  aui!;bt  I  know. 

Rok,  Some  men  call  me  Robin  Goodfellow. 

Grim.  O  Lord  !  sir,  Mr  Robert  Goodfellow, 
you  are  veiy  welcome,  sir ! 

Rob.  This  half  year  have  I  liv'd  about  this 
town, 
Helping  poor  servants  to  dispatch  their  work. 
To  brew  and  bake,  and  other  husbandry; 
Tut,  fear  not,  maid  :  if  Grim  be  merry, 
I  will  make  up  the  match  between  ye. 

Grim,  There  will  be  a  match  m  the  devil's 
name! 

Rob.  Well,  now  the  night  is  almost  spent^ 
Since  your  affections  are  all  bent 
To  marriage,  and  to  constant  love; 
Grim,  Robin  doth  thy  choice  approve; 


And  there's  the  priest  shall  marry  yon; 
Go  to  it,  and  make  no  more  ado : 
Sirrah,  sir  priest,  go  set  you  gone. 
And  join  both  her  and  him  anon ; 
But  ne'er  hereafter  let  me  take  you 
With  wanton  love-tricks ;  lest  I  make  yoo 
Example  to  all  stone-priests  ever. 
To  deal  with  other  men's  loves  never, 

Short.  VaUte  vof,  and  God  bless  me, 
And  rid  me  from  his  company  ! 
Come,  Grim,  111  join  you  hand  in  hand. 
In  sacred  wedlock's  holy  band. 
I  will  no  more  a  nuttiuf  go. 
That  journey  caused  all  this  woe. 

Grim,  Come,  let's  to  hand  in  hand  qoickly! 
Mr  Robert,  you  were  ever  one  of  the  honestest 
merry  devils  that  ever  I  saw. 

Joan,  Sweet  Gnm,   and  if  thou  lovest  me, 
let's  away ! 

Grim,  Nay,  now,  Joan,  I  spy  a  hole  in  yoor 
coat !  if  you  cannot  endure  the  devil,  you'll  ne- 
ver love  the  collier.  Why,  we  two  are  sworn 
brothers.  You  shall  see  me  talk  with  bnn  even 
as  famihariy  as  if  I  should  parbreak  my  mind 
and  my  whole  stomach  upon  thee. 

Joan,  I  prithee  do  not.  Grim. 

Grim,  Who,  not  I  ?  O  Lord,  Mr  Robert  Good- 
fellow,  I  have  a  poor  cottage  at  home,  whither 
Joan  and  I  will  jog  as  merrily!  We  will  make 
vou  no  stranger  if  you  come  thither.  You  shall 
be  used  as  devilishly  as  you  would  wish,  i'  ftitb. 
There  is  never  a  time  my  cart  cometh  from  Lon- 
don, but  the  collier  bringeth  a  goose  in  his  sack; 
and  that  with  the  giblets  wereof  is  at  your  service. 

Rob.  This  is  more  kindness.  Grim,  than  I  ex- 
pected. 

Grim.  Nav,  sir,  if  you  come  home,  you  shall 
find  it  true,  1  warrant  you.  All  my  whole  fa- 
mily shall  be  at  your  deviUhip's  pleasure,  except 
my  poor  Joan  here,  and  she  is  my  own  proper 
night-geer. 

Rob.  Gramercies,  but  away  in  haste ; 
The  night  is  almost  spent  and  past. 

Grim,  God  be  with  you,  sir;  111  nmke  as 
much  haste  about  it  as  may  be ;  for  and  tint 
were  once  done,  I  would  begin  a  new  piece  of 
work  with  you,  Joan.    [Exeunt  alt  but  Robin, 


^  /  take  him  for  909neJUnd,  I  wisa — So,  in  The  Return  from  Pomiunu,  A.  5.  S.  4 : 

''  1*11  make  thee  ran  this  lousy  case,  /  wis," 

Massinger's  City  Madam,  A.  4.  S.  4 : 

** T'u  more  comely, 

/  wis,  than  their  other  whim-whams.*' 

^  Ihad  need  i^a  Umg  spoon^—**  He  had  need  of  a  long  spoon,  that  eats  with  the  devil,"  is  a  pr»- 
rerbial  phrase.  See  Ray's  Proverbe,  p.  97.  So  Stepbano,  m  The  Tempeet,  A.  ?.  S.  t,  alhiding  to  tkit 
Proverb,  says,  **  This  is  a  devil,  and  no  monster :  I  will  leave  him  ;  I  have  no  long  spoon,**  See  also 
Comedy  ^  Errors^  A.  4.  S.  5;  and  Chaucer's  Squire'e  Tale,  v.  10916,  edit.  1776. 

''  Therefore  behoveth  him  ti/ut  Umg  tpone, 
That  shall  ete  with  a  fiend." 
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Rob.  Now,  joy  betide  this  merry  morn. 
And  keep  Grim's  forehead  from  the  bom ! 
For  Robm  bids  his  last  adieu 
To  Grim,  and  all  the  rest  of  you.  [Exit  Robin. 

Enter  Clikton  alone, 

Clin,  Bright  Lucifer,  go  couch  thee  in  the 
clouds, 
And  let  this  momine  (irove  as  dark  as  night ! 
That  I  unseen  may  bring  to  happ^  end 
The  doctor's  murder,  which  I  do  mtend. 
Th  early  yet,  he  is  not  so  soon  stirrinjg ; 
Bat  stir  he  ne'er  so  soon,  so  soon  he  dies : 
ril  walk  along  before  the  palace  gate ; 
Then  shall  I  know  how  near  it  is  to  day, 
He  shall  have  no  means  to  escape  away. 

lExit  Clintom. 

Enter  Castiliaxo. 

Cos.  My  trunk's  broke  open,  and  my  jewels 
gone! 
My  gold  and  treasure  storo !  my  house  despoilM 
Of  m1  my  furniture,  and  nothing  left ! 
No,  not  my  wife ;  for  she  is  stoPo  away  : 
But  she  bath  peppered  me,  I  feel  it  work — 
My  teeth  are  loosen'd,  and  my  belly  swell'd ; 
My  entrails  burn  with  such  distempered  heat, 
That  well  I  know  my  dame  hath  poison*d  me ; 
When  she  spoke  fairest,^  then  she  did  this  act. 
When  I  have  spol^en  all  I  can  imagine, 
I  cannot  utter  naif  that  she  intends ; 
She  makes  as  little  poisoning  of  a  man, 
As  to  carouse ;  I  feel  that  this  is  true : 

Enter  Clinton. 

Nay,  now  I  know  too  much  of  womankind. 
Zounds,  here's  the  captain !  what  should  he  make 

here 
With  bis  sword  drawn  ?  there's  yet  more  villainy. 

CUn,  The  morning  is  far  spent,  but  yet  he 
comes  not ! 
I  wonder  Marian  sends  him  not  abroad  ! 
Well,  doctor,  linger  time,  and  linger  life ! 
For  long  thou  shalt  not  breathe  upon  the  earth. 

Ca«.  No,  no,  I  will  not  live  amonsst  ye  long : 
Is  it  for  me  thou  wait'st,  thou  bloody  wretch  i 
Here  poaon  hath  prevented  thee  in  murder. 

Enter  Earl  Morgan,  St  Dunstan  with 
HoNOBiA  fainting^  and  Marian. 

Now  here  be  they,  suppose  earl  Lacy  dead ! 
$ee,  how  this  lady  grieveth  for  that  she  wisbeth ! 

Dun.    My  lord  of  London,  by  his  sudden 
death. 
And  all  the  signs  before  his  late  departure, 
Tis  very  proMble  that  he  is  poison'd. 

Mar,  Do  you  but  doubt  it !  credit  me,  my 

I  heard  him  say,  that  drink  should  be  his  last; 
I  heard  my  husband  speak  it,  and  he  did  it 

VOL.    III. 


Ca9,  Tliere  b  my  old  friend,  she  always  speaks 
for  me : 
Oh  shameless  creature,  was't  not  thy  device  ? 

JIfor.  Let  not  extremity  of ^ef  overwhelm  thee, 
My  dearest  Honorea !  for  his  death  shall  be 
Surely  reveng'd  with  all  severity 
Upon  the  doctor,. and  that  suddenly. 
Clin,  What  fortune's  this,  that  all  these  come 
this  way 
To  hinder  me,  and  save  thy  life  to-day  ? 

Hon,  My  gracious  lord,  this  doleful  accident 
Hath  rob^d  me  of  my  joy ;  and,  royal  earl, 
Though  in  thy  life  thou  didst  suspect  my  love. 
My  grief  and  tears  suspicions  shsul  remove. 
Mar,  Madam,  to  you,  and  to  your  father's 
love, 
I  owe  as  much  and  more  than  my  own  life. 
Had  I  ten  husbands  should  agree  to  do  it. 
My  gracious  lord,  you  presently  should  kuow  it. 
Cas,  Ay,  there's  a  girl :  think  you  I  did  not 
well 
To  live  with  such  a  wife,  to  come  from  hell. 
Mar,  Look,  look,  my  lord,  there  stands  the 

murderer ! 
Cat,  How  am  I  round  beset  on  every  side ! 
First,  that  same  captain  here  stands  to  kill  me ; 
My  dame  she  hath  already  poisoned  me ; 
Earl  Morgan  he  doth  threaten  present  death ; 
The  countess  Honorea,  in  revenge 
Of  Lacy,  is  extremely  incens'd  against  me : 
All  threatens,  none-shall  do  it,  for  my  date 
Is  now  expired,  and  I  must  back  to  hell. 
And  now,  my  servant,  wheresoe'er  thou  be. 
Come  quickly,  Akercock,  and  follow  me. 
Lordings,  adieu,  and  my  curs'd  wife  farewel, 
If  me  ye  seek,  come  follow  me  to  hell. 

\Tke  ground  opens,  and  he  falls  down 
into  it, 
Mor,  The  earth  that  opened,  now  is  clos'd 

again. 
Dun,  It  is  God*sjudgment  for  his  grievous  sins. 
Clin,  Was  there  a  quagmire,  that  he  sunk  so 

soon? 
Hon,  O  miracle !  now  may  we  justly  say. 
Heavens  have  reveng'd  my  husband's  death  this 
day. 
Mor.  Alas,  poor  Marian !  we  have  wroog'd 
thee  much 
To  cause  thee  match  thyself  to  any  such. 
Mar,  Nay,  let  him  go,  and  sink  into  the 
ground; 
For  such  as  he  are  bettei*  lost  than  found : 
Now,  Honorea,  we  are  freed  firom  blame. 
And  both  enrich'd  with  happy  widows  names. 

Enter  Earl  Lacy,  with  Forrest,  Musgrave. 

Loey.  O  lead  me  quickly  to  that  teouming  train. 

Which  weep  for  me,  who  am  reviv'd  again. 

Hon,  Marian,  I  shed  some  tears  of  perfect 

grief.  [Shefalleth  into  a  swoon, 

Mor,  Do  not  my  eyes  deceive  me  ?  liveth  my 

son? 
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Xocy.  My  lord  wid  fiUber!  both  alive  and 
well 
Recover'd  of  my  weakness;  wbere's  my  wife? 

Mar.  Here  is  my  lady,  your  beloved  wife; 
Half  dead  to  hear  of  your  ontimely  eod. 

Lacy.  Look  on  me,  Honorea ;  see  thy  lord : 
I  am  not  dead,  but  live  to  love  thee  still. 

Dun,  Tis  God  disposeth  all  things  as  he  will; 
He  raiseth  those  the  wicked  wbh  to  fall. 

Clin.  Zounds,  I  still  watch  on  this  inclosed 
ground; 
For  if  be  rise  again,  Til  murder  him. 

Hon.  My  lo^,  my  tongue's  notable  to  report 
Those  joys  my  heart  conceives  to  see  thee  live. 

Dun.  Give  God  the  glory ;  he  recovered  thee, 
And  wrought  this  judgment  on  that  cursed  man, 
That  set  debate  and  suife  among  ye  all. 

Mor.  My  lord,  our  eyes  have  seen  a  miracle, 
Which  after  ages  ever  shall  admire. 
The  Spanish  doctor,  standing  here  before  usy 
Is  suuk  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth. 
Ending  his  vile  life  by  a  viler  death. 

Lacy.  But,  gentle  Marian,  I  bewail  thy  loss, 
Tliat  wert  maid,  wife,  and  widow ;  all  so  soon. 

Mar.  Tis  your  recovery  that  joys  me  more 
Thau  grief  can  touch  me  for  the  fioctor's  death. 
He  never  lov'd  me  whilst  he  liv*d  with  me, 
Therefore  the  less  I  mouni  his  tragedy. 

Mor.  Henceforth  we'll  strictlier  look  to  stran- 
gers lives, 
How  they  shall  marry  any  English  wives  s 
Now  all  men  shall  record  this  fatal  day ; 
Lacy  revived,  the  doctor  sunk  in  clay. 

[The  trumpets  sounds  ex.  omnes  niii  Dunst. 

Dun.  Now  is  earl  Lacy's  boose  MM  full  of 
joy. 
He  and  his  lady  wholly  reconcil'd. 
Their  jars  all  ended  t  those  that  were  like  men 
Transformed,  torn'd  unto  their  shapes  again ; 
And,  gentlemen,  before  we  make  an  end, 
A  little  longer  yet  voor  patience  lend. 
That  in  your  fnendly  oensures  you  may  see 
What  the  infernal  synod  do  decree ; 
And  aiier  judge,  if  we  deserve  to  name 
Thisplay  of  oursy  rAeJDevt/ and  Ait  Dame.  [Exit. 

[It  thundert  and  lightenetk.  Enter  Pluto, 
Minos,  ^acus,  Ruadamantbus,  with 
Fury  bringing  in  Malbecco's  Ghott, 

P/tt.  Minos,  is  this  the  day  he  should  return, 
And  bring  us  tidings  of  bis  twelvemonth  spent? 

Eni^  Bblphagor  like  a  Devil,  with  horm  on 
hU  head,  and  Akbrcock. 

Min.  It  is,  great  king,  and  here  Belphagor 

comes. 
Plu.  His  visage  is  more  ghastly  than't  was 
wont. 
What  ornaments  are  those  upon  his  head? 

Bel,  Hell,  I  salute  thee !  now  I  feel  myself 
Kid  of  a  thousand  torments.    O  vile  earth. 


Worse  for  us  devils  than  hell  itself  for  men ! 
Dread  Pluto,  bear  thy  subject's  just  complaint 
[Belphagor  kneeUth  to  Pluto. 
Proceeding  finom  the  anpiish  of  my  soul ! 

0  never  send  me  more  mto  the  earth ! 

For  there  dwells  dread  and  horror  more  dian 
here. 
Flu.  Stand  forth,  Belphagor,  and  report  the 
truth 
Of  all  thines  have  betide  thee  in  the  world. 
BcL  When  first,  great  king,  I  came  into  the 
earth, 

1  chose  a  wife  both  young  and  beautiful, 
The  only  daughter  to  a  noble  earl : 

But  when  the  nicht  came  that  I  sboukl  her  bed, 
I  found  another  laid  tbere  in  her  stead ; 
And  in  the  morning  when  I  found  the  change, 
Though  I  deny*d  her,  I  was  forc'd  to  take  her. 
With  her  I  liv'd  in  such  a  mild  estate, 
Us'd  her  still  kindly,  lov'd  her  tenderiy ; 
Which  she  requited  with  such  light  r^rd. 
So  loose  demeanour,  and  dishonest  life, 
That  she  was  each  man's  whore  that  was  my  wife. 
No  hours  but  gallants  flock'd  unto  my  house,  * 
Such  as  she  fancied  for  her  loathsome  lust ; 
With  whom,  before  my  face,  she  did  not  spare 
To  play  the  strumpet :  Yea,  and  more  than  this, 
She  made  my  house  a  stew  for  all  resorts, 
Herself  a  bawd  to  others'  filthiness ; 
Which,  if  I  once  began  but  to  reprove, 
Oh,  then  her  tongue  was  worse  than  all  the  rest ! 
No  ears  with  patience  would  endure  to  bear  her, 
Nor  would  she  ever  cease  till  I  submit ; 
And  then  she  would  speak  me  fair,  but  wish  me 

dead. 
A  hundred  drifts  she  laid  to  cut  me  oflT, 
Still  drawing  me  to  dangers  of  my  life ; 
And  now  my  twelvemonth  being  near  expired, 
She  poison'd  me ;  and  lest  that  means  shoakl 

fail, 
She  entic'd  a  captain  to  have  murdered  me. 
In  brief,  whatever  tongue  can  tell  of  ill. 
All  that  may  well  be  spoken  of  my  dame. 

Aker.  Foot  Akeroock  was  fain  to  fly  her  sigjit; 
For  never  an  hour,  but  she  laid  on  me; 
Her  toi^e  and  fist  walk*d  all  so  nimbly. 

Flu.  Doth  then,  Belphagor,  this  report  of  thine 
Against  all  women  hold  in  general  ? 

Bel.  Not  so,  great  prince;  for,  as  'mofig»t 
otiier  creatures. 
Under  that  sex  are  mingled  good  and  bad. 
There  are  some  women  virtuous,  chaste,  and 

true; 
And  to  all  those  the  devil  will  give  their  due. 
But,  oh  my  dame !  bom  for  a  scoui^  to  mao, 
For  no  mortality  would  endure  that 
Which  she  a  thousand  times  hath  offered  me. 

Flu.  But  what  new  shapes  are  those  upoo 
thy  bead  ? 

BeL  These  are  the  ancient  arms  of  cudtoldiy; 
And  these  my  dame  hath  kindly  Ivft  to  me; 
For  which  Belphagor  shall  be  here  derided, 
Unlets  your  great  lufernai  nityesty 
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Do  soleimily  proclaim,  no  devil  shall  scorn 
Hereafter  still  to  wear  the  goodly  horn. 
Flu,  This  for  thy  service  I  will  erant  thee 
freely:  .  * 

AU  devils  shall^  as  thou  dost,  like  horns  wear, 
And  none  shall  scorn  Belphagor's  arms  to  bear. 
And  now,  Malbecco,  hear  thy  latest  doom ; 
Since  that  thy  first  reports  are  justified 
By  after-proofs,  and  womens  looseness  known, 
Otie  plague  more  will  I  send  opon  the  earth : 
Thou  shah  assume  a  lijght  and  fiery  shape. 
And  so  for  ever  live  within  the  world ; 


Dive  into  womens  thoughts,  into  mens  hearts; 
Raise  up  fiUse  rumoiirs,  and  suspicious  fears ; 
Put  strange  inventions  into  each  man's  mind ; 
And   for  these  actions  they  shall  always  call 

thee 
By  no  name  else  than  fearfnl  Jealousy. 
Go,  Jealousy,  be  eone,  thou  hast  thy  charge ; 
Gro,  range  about  the  world  that  is  so  large. 
And  now,  for  joy  Belphagor  is  returned. 
The  furies  shall  their  tortures  cast  away. 
And  all  hell  o'er  we'll  make  it  holy-day. 
[It  tkundereth  and  Ughtetuth,  jExeuntc 
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Robert  Davevport  if  a  writtr  of  whom  $earce  any  particulars  are  known,  ^Langhaine  toft 
he  wot  **  the  author  of  two  play»  in  the  reign  of  King  Charle$  the  Martyr ^  though  not  pubUshH  *ttU 
the  reign  of  King  Charlet  the  second,**  ifotwithstanding  this  authority ^  it  is  more  probable  thai  ke 
wrote  in  the  time  qf  James  the  firsts  as  iwopoetns  of  a  very  grave  cast  were  published  by  him  in  the 
year  1685,  the^  one  entitled,  "  A  Crowoe  for  a  Conqueror,  from  Rev.  xx.  19,"  and  the  oiher, 
^  Too  late  to  call  backe  Yesterday,  and  To-morrow  comes  not  yet.  The  words  fancied  in  a  dia- 
logue, supposed  betweene  a  Lorer  and  the  Day."  This  last  is  dedicated  to  his  noble  friends,  as  ke 
calls  them,  *Mr  Richard  Robijison  and  Mr  Michael  Bowyer ;  and  in  his  address  to  them,  he  sides 
both  the  poems  some  of  the  expence  of  his  time  at  sea.  From  the  address  prefixed  to  the  play  of 
King  John  and  Matilda,  s'^ned  R,  D.  he  appears  to  have  been  alive  in  the  year  1655,  when  that 
piece  was  first  published.     He  wrote, 

(1.)  '*  King  John  and  Matilda,  a  tragedy,  as  it  was  acted  with  freat  applause  by  her  mtyesties 
servants,  at  the  Cock'pit  in  Drury^lane,  1655.  4to.  It  was  published  for  Andrew  Pennycuieke, 
one  of  the  pefformers,  wito  says  he  was  the  last  wlio  played  the  character  af  Matilda, 

(9.)  ''  The  City  Night-Cap,  or  Crede  quod  habes  et  habes,  a  tragedy,  as  it  was  acted  with  great 
apvlauu  bv  her  majesties  servants,  at  the  Phanix  in  Drunf-lane,**    1661.    4to» 

^  Mr  Malone  says,  he  was  the  aut/tor  of  a  play  not  publahed,  called  The  Pirate. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONJE. 


DukeqfVzKOVA, 

Duke  ofVENicB,  Brother  to  Abstem ia. 

Duke  of  MiLAJf. 

Antonio,  the  Duki^s  Son, 

Lorenzo,  Husband  to  Abstem  ia. 

Philippo,  his  Friend. 

Looovico,  Husband  to  Dorothea. 

Lords  of  Verona. 

Senators  ^Venice. 

Pandulpho. 

Spinoso. 

Jaspro. 


JOVANI. 

Francisco,  Servant  to  LoDovico. 

Pah  bo,  a  Clown* 

Morbo,  a  Pander, 

A  Turk,  Slave  to  Antonio. 

Two  Slaves  to  Lorenzo. 

Officers  and  Servants, 


Abstemia,  Lorenzo's  Wife,  and  Sister  to  the 

Duke  ©/"Venice. 
Dorothea,  Lodovico's  wanton  Lady, 
TiMPANiNA,  a  Bawd, 
ladies. 


*  lAe€srfI>ramatickPoetSt^,lt6, 

^  Both  Robinson  and  Bowyer  were  players.  The  former  is  in  the  list  of  the  performers  ia  Sbak- 
Bpeare's  plays,  and  acted  in  the  Roman  Actor,  The  name  of  the  latter  is  to  be  found  amoi^vt  ^ 
IMMformers  m  T%b  Bondaum,  by  Massini^er,  JiCtir^  John,  and  MatUda,  &6. 

^  Attempt  to  Mcertain  the  order  of  Shakspeare's  plays. 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Philippo. 

Lor.  Thou  sha*t  try  her  once  more. 
PhU,  Fie,  fie ! 
Lor.  Thou  sbalt  do  't. 
If  thou  be'st  my  friend^  tliouMt  do  't. 

PhiL  Try  your  fair  wife  ? 
You  know  *tis  an  old  point,  and  wond'rous  fre- 
quent 
In  most  of  our  Italian  comedies. 
Lor.  What  do  I  care  for  that?  let  him  seek 
new  ones. 
Cannot  make  old  ones  better;  and  this  new 

point 
(Toung  sir)  may  produce  new  smooth  passages, 
Transcending  those  precedent.    Pray,  will  ye 
do't? 
Phil.  Pray,  fool  yourself  no  farther:   twice 
you  have  sway'd  me ;  . 
Twice  I  have  try*d  her;  and  'tis  not  yet,  ye 

.  know, 
Ten  days  since  our  reconciliation. 
How  will  it  shew  in  you,  so  near  a  kinsman 
To  the  dake ;  nay,  having  woven  yourself  into 
The  close-wrought  mystery  of  opinion, 
Where  you  remain  a  soldier,  a  man 
Of  brain  and  quality,  to  put  your  friend 
Again  on  such  a  business,  and  to  expose 
Your  fair  wife  to  the  tempest  of  temptation  ? 
And,  by  the  white  unspotted  cheek  of  truth, 
She  is 
Lor.  A  woman. 
Phil.  A  good  woman. 
Lor.  Pish. 

PhiL  As  &r  from  your  dutrust,  as  bad  ones 
are  from  truth. 
She  is  in  love  with  virtue :  would  not  boast  it. 
Bat  that  her  whole  life  is  a  well-writ  story, 
Where  each  word  stands  so  well  plac'd,  that  it 

passes 
lAqnisitive  detraction  to  correct. 


She*s  modest,  but  not  suUen,  and  loves  sHence; 
Not  that  she  wants  apt  words,  (for  when  she 

speaks, 
She  infiameslove  with  wonder)  but  because 
She  calls  wise  silence  the  soul's  harmony. 
She's  truly  chaste;  yet  such  a  Ibe  to  coyness, 
The  poorest  call  her  courteous;  and  which  it 

excellent, 
(Tho*  fair  and  younz)  she  shuns  to  expose  herself 
To  the  opinion  of  strange  eyes.     She  either 

seldom 
Or  never  walks  abroad  but  in  your  company; 
And  then  with  such  sweet  bashfulnesSyias  if 
She  were  venturing  on  crack*d  ice;  and  takes 

delight 
To  step  into  the  print  your  foot  hath  made. 
And  will  follow  you  whole  fields;  so  she  will 

drive 
Tediousness  out  of  doM  with  her  sweet  cha* 

racter. 
And  therefore,  good  my  friend,  forbear  to  tiy 
The  gold  has  past  the  fire. 

Lw'.  Thou  foolish  friend. 
Beauty,  like  the  herb  Larix,  is  cool  i'  th'  water. 
But  blot  i'  th'  stomach.     Women  are  smootb 

flatterers. 
But  cunning  mjurers. 

Phil.  Thou  wond'rous  yellow  friend. 
Temper  an  antidote  with  antimony. 
And  'tis  infectious :  mix  jealousy  with  marriage, 
It  poisons  virtue:  let  the  child  feel  the  stin^;. 
He'll  fly  the  honey-comb.    Has  she  one  action 
That  can  expose  you  to  distrust  f 

Lor.  Oh!  when  the  Elesander-leaf  looks  most 

green. 
The  sap  is  then  most  bitter.    An  appT0V*d  ap- 
pearance 
Is  no  authentic  instance ;  she  that  is  lip-holy. 
Is  many  times  heart-hoUow. — Here  she  comes. 

Enter  Abstemia. 

A  prayer>book  in  her  band !  oh  hypocrisy ! 


*  The  pfc>t  of  this  comedy  is  partly  taken  from  the  novel  of  The  CwrUue  Iw^^imiU  in  Don  Q«IM«, 
sad  partly  from  Boccace's  DecanuroHf  day  7,  novel  7. 
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[Datbhpost. 


How  feU*8t  thou  first  in  lore  with  woman  i  wilt 

try  ajgain, 
But  this  one  time  ? 

Phil.  Condition^  yoa  will  stand 
Ear-witness  to  our  conference,  that  you  may  take 
In  at  your  ear  a  virtue  that  will  teach 
Your  erring  soul  to  wonder. 
Lor,  He  would  wittal  me, 
With  a  consent  to  my  own  horns:  I  will. 
PU  give  thee  a  new  occasion :  there  lurks 
In  woman's  blood  a  vindicating  spirit. 

Ab,  I  came,  sir,  to  give  you  notice,    [dulpho, 
Count  Lodovico,  Stroimo,  Spinoso,  and  Pan- 
With  the  rest  of  the  coosilliadory,  certi^ 
They  are  setting  forth  to  meet  the  duke  your 

kinsman, 
Returning  from  Venice. 
Lor,  Oh,  there  he  lias  seen  the  duke*  your 
brother.  [company. 

Ab,  Yes,  sir,  and  they  stay  but  for  your 
Lor,  And  you're  doy'd  with  't — -- 

[Kickt  her,  and  exit,  *  She  weeps, 
FhiL  And  will  you  still  be  us*d  thus  ?  Oh, 
madam, 
I  do  confess  twice  I  have  batter'd  at 
The  fort  I  lain  would  vanquish,  and  I  know 
Ye  hold  out  more,  *cause  ye  would  seem  a  sol- 
dier. 
Than  in  hate  to  the  assailant.    I  am  again 
Inflam*d  with  those  sweet  fountains  from  whence 

flow 
Such  a  pair  of  streams :  Oh  strong  force  of  desire ! 
The  qualitjT  should  quench,  hath  set  on  fire. 
I  love  you  in  your  sorrows. 

Ab,  And  I  sorrow 
In  nothing  but  your  love.    Twice,  Philippo^ 
Have  I  not  beat  back  the  impetuous  storm 
Of  thy  incessant  rudeness?  Wilt  thou  again 
Darken  fair  honour  with  dishonesty  ? 
Thou  know*8t  my  lord  hath  long  and  truly  lov'd 

thee 
In  the  wisdom  of  a  friend,  in  a  fair  cause : 
He  wears  his  good  sword  for  thee,  lays  his  heart 
A  lodger  in  thy  bosom,  proclaims  thee  partner 
In  all  he  hath,  but  me :  Oh,  be  not  counterfeit : 
We  all  conclude,  a  diamond  with  clouds 
The  goldsmith  oasts  into  his  dust :  and  a  gen- 
tleman 
So  blemish'd  in  his  honour,  blots  his  name 
Out  of  the  herald's  book,  stands  a  lost  man 
In  goodness  and  opinion.    Oh,  Phiiippo, 
Make  me  once  more  so  happy  to  believe 
Tis  but  a  painted  passion. 
Lor,  Most  acute  witch ! 
FkU,  Come,  learn  of  your  city  wagtail ;  with 
one  eye 
Violently  love  vour  husband,  and  with  t*  other 
Wink  at  your  iriend. 

Xor.  I  will  not  trust  tou,  brother. 
FhU,  He  seeks ;  wiU  ye  not  have  him  find  ? 
cries  ye  out 
la  bit  mad  fits,  attraatptt;  rmib  at  all  vromen, 
Upon  DO  cause,  bat  because  you  are  one. 


He  gives  wound  upon  wound,  and  then  poms 

vinegar 
Into  your  ble^ing  reputation, 
Poison'd  with  bitter  calumny.    Pox  oa  him : 
Pile  a  reciprocal  reward  upon  him : 
I/f  t  ballad-mongers  crown  him  with  their  scorns : 
Who  buys  the  buck*s-bead  well  deserrea  tbe 

boms. 
Demur  not  on't,  but  clap  them  oo. 

Ab,  You  are,  sir, 
Just  like  the  ludian  hyssop,  prais'd  of  strangers 
For  the  sweet  scent,  but  hated  of  the  inhabitants 
For  the  injurious  quality.    Can  be  love  the  wife. 
That  would  betray  the  husband  ?    Hast  tboa  not 

seen  me 
Bear  all  his  injuries,  as  the  ocean  suflfers 
The  angry  bark  to  plough  thorough  her  bosom. 
And  yet  is  presently  so  smooth,  the  eye 
Cannot  perceive  where  the  wide  wound   was 

made? 
And  cannot  this  inform,  I  love  him  better 
In  hb  sour  follies,  than  you  in  your  sweet  llaN 

teries? 
If  Verona  hatk  observ'd  any  errors  in  me, 
I  well  may  call  for  erace  to  amend  them ; 
But  will  never  fall  from  ^race  to  befriend  you. 
PkU,  With  what  a  majesty  good  women  thuiK 

der! 
Lor,  H'  as  given  her  some  dose  nod  that  I  am 

here. 
Ab,  Rip  up  the  end  of  thy  intent,  and  see 
How  shame  and  fear  do  lurk  where  you  would 

walk, 
Like  a  pair  of  serpents  in  a  flow'nr  mend. 
Lust  sees  with  pleasure,  but  with  fear  doth  tread. 
Phil,  Verj  brave,  woman  ! 
Ab,  What  is  the  pleasure  thou  pnrsn*at?  Asia 
Finish'd  with  infinite  sorrows.    Read,  and  find 
How  barb'rous  nations  punish  it  with  death : 
How  a  minute's  sin  so  stolen,  tho'  in  the  face 
Sit  summer  calms,  all  smooth ;  yet  thou  wih  bear. 
From  the  eternal  alarm  of  thy  conscience. 
How  it  sets  within  thr  soul  continual  tempests, 
Thunder,  and  dismal  blackness !     Mark  hot  the 

course 
Of  the  holy-seeming  hollow  man,  and  see 
How  be  tluit  glories  Heaven  with  no  honour. 
Covets  to  glorify  himself  with  honesty. 
And,  to  put  you  past  your  liopes,  let  me  leave 

this  with  you ; 
Thou  may'st  hold  an  elephant  vrith  a  thread, 

eat  fire 
And  not  be  burnt,  or  catch  birds  with  desire; 
Quench  flame  with  oil,  cut  diamonds  with  du$, 
Pierce  steel  with  feathers :  this  thou  may'st  briag 

to  pass 
Sooner  than  hope  to  steal  tbe  husband's  iMt, 
Whose  wife  is  honest,  and  no  hypocrite.  [Xfif* 
Phil,  What  think  vou  now,  sir  ? 
Lor,  Why  now  I  do  think  it  possible  for  die 
worid  [nr; 

To  hare  an  honest  woman  in  it>    '    Ooeopyty 
I  muH  go  nett  Uic  dnkc. 
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PkiL  Fafe-ewelL 
Oh  jeaknisy !  bow  Dear  tboa  dwelFst  to  hel) ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Lodovtco,  Pandulpho,  Spinoso, 
Jaspeo,  JovANiy  andCUfwn. 

Lod.  The  d«ke  not  seven  leeguet  off !  my 
horse,  rogoes. 

Pan.  Our  negligence  deserves  just  blaMe; 
and  how 
Twill  please  his  grace  to  constme  it,  we  know 
not. 

Jas.  But  wbere's  yeor  fiur  chaste  wife,  my 
lord? 

LotL  Marry,  with  my  man  Francisco.    Oh 
that  fellow ! 
She  were  undone  without  htm ;  for  indeed 
She  takes  great  pleasure  in  hhn :  he  learns  her 

music 
To  hear  what  counsel  she  will  give  him  !  if 
He  but  screw  his  look  sometimes  with  the  pin, 
She  will  tell  him  straight  'twas  an  unchristiao 

look,  0 

I  love  him  dearly. 

SpL  But  can  your  honour  never  wooe  your 
lady 
To  a  more  sociable  affability  ?  She  will  not  kiss, 
Nor  drink,  nor  talk,  but  against  new  fashions. 

LmL  Ob,  sir,  she  is  my  crown :  nor  is  it  re- 
quisite 
Women  should  be  so  sociable.  I  have  had  such 
a  coil  with  her,  to  bring  her  but  to  look  out  at 
window !  When  we  were  first  married,  she 
would  not  drink  a  cup  of  wine,  unless  nine  parts 
ofit  were  wiiter. 

Omnet,  Adrair'd  temperance ! 

Xm/.  Nay,  and  ve  snew  all,  my  lords,  ye 
would  say  so.  T'other  day  I  brought  an  English 
geutteman  home  wkh  me,  to  try  a  horse  I  should 
sett  hioa :  he  (as  ye  know  their  custom,  tho*  it 
be  noneof  ours)  makes  at  her  lips  the  first  dash. 

Clown,  He  dash'd  her  out  of  countenance, 
Fm  sure  of  ttiat. 

hod.  She  did  so  pout  and  spit,  that  my  hot- 
brain'd  gallant  could  not  fort>ear  but  ask  tbe 
cause.     Quoth  she — 

Cham.  No,  ^ir,  she  spit  again,  before  quoth 
she  left  her  lips. 

lod.  I  think  she  did  indeed :  but  then  quoth 
she,  a  kiss,  sir,  is  sin's  earnest-penny.  Is't  not 
true,  Pambo? 

Ciewn.  Very  true,  sir.  By  the  same  token, 
quoth  be  to  her  again,  if  you  dislike  the  penny, 
lady,  pray  let  me  change  it  into  English  hali- 
pence ;  and  so  gave  her  two  for't. 

Lod,  But  how  she  vex*d  then !  then  she  rattled 
him,  and  told  him  roundly,  tbo'  confidence  make 
cuckolds  in  England,  dhe  could  no  coxcombs  in 
leak. 

CUmm,  But  did  ye  mark  how  bitterly  he 
ckw'd  it  with  a  roiddhnsr Jest? 

Lad.  What  was  that,  Ipr'y thee? 

CUmn.  Why,   qotfth  he  again.   Confidence 


midces  not  to  urany  cuckolds  in  Bndand,  but 
craft  picks  open  more  padlocks  in  Italy. 

Joro,  That  was  something  sharp.— ^--Bot  there 
she  oomes. 

EtUtr  DoaoTHtA  and  Fraitcisco. 

lA)d,  Ye  shall  see  how  I'll  put  ye  all  apon  her 
presently. 

CUmm.  Then  I  shall  take  my  turn. 

Dor.  Francis. 

Fran.  Madam. 

Dor.  Have  you  chang'd  the  ditty  you  last  set  ? 

Fran,  I  have,  n^am. 

Dor.  The  conceit  may  stand;  but  I  hope 
you  have  cloath'd  the  method  in  a  more  chns- 
tian-like  apparel. 

Fran,  I  have,  lady. 

Dor,  Pmyy  let  me  hear  it  now. 

Fran.  She  that  in  thete  days  look$Jbr  truth^ 
Seldom  or  never  Jinds,  in  sooth. 

Dor,  That's  wond'rous  well. 

Clown,  Yes,  in  sadness. 

Lod,    Peace,    sirrah;    nay,    she's    built   of 
modesty. 

Fran.  Even  as  a  wicked  kiss  defies  the  lips. 
So  do  new  fashions  fier  that  through  them  trips. 

Dor.  Very  modest  language. 

Fran.  She  that  doth  pleasure  use  f^r  what 
'twill  bring  her, 
Will  pluck  arose,  altha^  she  prick  her  finger. 

Dor.  Put  in  hurt  her  finger,  good  Francis ; 
the  phrase  will  be  more  decent. 

Pan,  Y'  are  a  wondrous  happy  man  in  one  60 
virtuous ! 

Lod,  Nay,  ye  shall  have  no  count  Lorenio  of 
me,  I  warrant  ye. 

Clown.  Nor  no  c»uut  Lorenzo*s  lady  of  your 
wife,  I  warrant  ye. 

Xerf.  Sweet  chick,  I  come  to  take  leave  of 
thee :  finger  in  nye  already  ! 
We  are  all  to  meet  the  duke  this  afternoon,  bird« 
Who  is  now  came  firom  Venice:  tliou  may'st 

walk 
And  see  the  count  Lorenao's  lady. 

J)or.  Alas !  slie's  too  merry  for  my  company. 

Jas.  Too  merry  !  I  have  seen  Insr  sad, 
But  very  seldom  merry. 

Dor.  I  mean,  my  lord. 
That  she  oan  walk,  tell  tales,  run  in  the  garAen. 

Clown,  Why,  then  your  ladyship  may  liold 
yourtongue,  say  nothing,  and  walk  in  the  orchard. 

Dor.  She  can  drink  a  cup  of  wiue  n«t  allay 'd 
with  water. 

Clown.  Why  Chen  yon  may  drink  a  cup  of 
water  without  wine. 

Dor.  Nay,  if  a  nobleman  come  to  see  her 
lord. 
She  will  let  him  kiss  her  too,  against  our  cnstom. 

Paw.  Why  a  modest  woman  may  be  kiss'd  by 
accident. 
Yet  not  give  the  least  touch  to  her  reputation. 

Lod,  Well  eoid,  touch  ^her  home. 
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Dor.  Nay,  but  they  may  not :  she  that  will 
kiss. 
They  say,  will  do  worse,  I  warrant  her. 

Jov,  Why  I  have  seen  yoa,  madam,  kiss*d 
against  your  will. 

Dor.  Aj^st  my  wilt  it  may  be  I  hare  been 
kiss*d  indeed. 

Clown.  Pshaw,  there's  nothing  against  a  wo- 
man's will ;  and  I  dare  be  sworn,  if  my  lady  kiss 
but  any  one  man,  'tis  because  she  cannot  do 
with  all. 

Lod.  Nay,  I  know  that  to  be  true,  my  lords  ; 
and  at  this  dine, 
Because  you  cannot  do  with  all,  pray  kiss  them 

in  order; 
Kiss  her  all  over,  gentlemen,  and  we  are  gone. 

Dor.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  'tis  against  our  na- 
tion's custom. 

Lod.  I  care  not;  let  naturals  love  nations : 
My  humour's  rov  humour. 

Spin.  I  must  have  my  turn  too,  then. 

jov.  It  must  go  round. 

Dor,  Fie,  fie. 

LoiL  Look  how  she  spits  now  ! 

Jot.  The  deeper  the  sweeter,  lady. 

Clown,  The  nearer  the  bone,  the  sweeter  the 
flesh,  lady. 

Dor.  How  now,  sauce^box  ! 

Clown,  Did  not  my  lord  bid  the  gentlemen 
kiss  you  all  over  ? 

Lor.  I  have  sweet  cause  to  be  jealous,  have  I 
not,  gentlemen  ?  no :  Crede  quodkabes,  et  habes 
still ;  he  that  believes  he  has  horns,  has  them. 
WiU  you  go  brine  my  horse,  sir? 

Clown.  I  will  bring  your  horse,  sir;  and  your 
horse  shall  brin^  his  tail  with  him.  [ixit. 

Lod,  Francis,  I  pr'ythee  stay  thou  at  home 
with  thv  lady:  get  thy  instrument  ready ;  thn 
melancholy  will  spoil  her:  before  these  lords 
here,  make  her  but  laugh,  when  we  are  gone — 

Fran.  Laugh  before  these  lords  when  they  are 
gone,  sir ! 

Lod.  Pish,  I  mean,  make  her  laugh  heartily 
before  we  come  home;  and  before  these  lords,  I 
promise  thee  a  lease  of  forty  crowns  per  annum. 

Fran.  Can  ye  tell  wliether  she  be  ticklish,  sir? 

Lod,  Oh,  infinitely  ticklish ! 

JFVaa.  I'll  deserve  your  lease,  then,  ere  you 
come  home,  I  warrant. 

Lod.  And  thou  shalt  ha*t,  i'fiiith,  boy. 

Enter  Clown, 

doom.  Your  horse  is  ready,  sir. 

Lod,  My  lords,  I  think  we  have  staid  with 
the  longest;  farewel,  Doll:  Crede  quod  habes, 
et  habes,  gallants. 

Pan.  Oup  horses  shall  fetch  it  up  again :  fare- 
wel, sweet  lady. 

Jas,  Adieu,  sweet  mistress :  and  whensoe'er  I 
'  marry. 
Fortune  turn  up  to  me  no  worse  card  than  you 
are. 

Clown,  And  whensoe'er  I  marry,  Venus  send 


me  a  card  may  save  Fortune  the  laboor,  and 
turn  np  herself.  [ExenL 

Dor.  How  now  ?  why  loiter  you  behind?  wbj 
ride  not  you  alon^  with  your  lord  ? 

Fran.  To  lie  with  your  ladyship. 

i>or.  How?  [bed. 

Fran,  lu  the  bed,  upon  the  bed,  or  uDderthe 

Dor.  Why,  how  now  Francis ! 

Fran.  This  is  the  plain  truth  on*t,  I  wodd  lie 
with  ye. 

Dor,  Why  Francis 

Fran.  I  know  too  that  you  will  lie  with  me. 

Dor,  Nay,  but  Francis 

Fran.  Plague  of  Francis !  I  am  neither  Funk 
nor  Francis, 
But  a  gentleman  of  Millain,  that  even  there 
Heard  of  vour  beauty,  which  report  there  gauded 
Witli  such  a  chastity,  the  glitteriag'st  sin 
Held  no  artillery  of  power  to  shake  it. 
Upon  which,  I  resolved  to  try  conclusions; 
Assum'd   this  name  and  fortune,  sought  Hm 

service : 
And  I  will  t^  ye  truly  what  I  guess  yoo. 

Dor.  You  will  not  ravish  me,  Francis? 

Fran.  No ;  but  unravel  ye,  in  two  Itiies  ei- 
perience  writ  lately : 

Fxtreams  in  virtue,  are  hut  clouds  to  vice : 
SheHl  do  i'  th'  dark,  who  is  t*  th*  day  too  nice 

Dor.  Indeed  ye  do  not  well  to  belye  roe  thes. 

Fran.  Come,  I'll  lie  with  thee,  wench,  sod 
make  all  well  again;  tho'  your  confident  ktfd 
makes  use  of  Crede  quod  habeSf  et  habes,  ud 
holds  it  impossible  for  any  to  be  a  cuckold,  ctf 
believe  himself  none :  I  would  have  his  ladf 
have  more  wit,  and  clap  them  on. 

Dor.  And,  truly  Francis,  some  women  oo« 
would  do't. 

JFran.  Who  can  you  chuse  more  conveoieot 
to  practise  with  than  me,  whom  he  doatsos? 
where  shall  a  man  find  a  friend  but  at  hooe? 
so  you  break  one  proverb's  pate,  and  give  cbe 
other  a  plaister :  Is*t  a  match,  wench  ? 

Dor.  Well,  for  once  it  is:  but  and  ye  do  aij 
more,  indeed 
III  tell  my  husband. 

Fran.  But  when  shall  this  once  be?  now^ 

Dor.  Now  ?  no  indeed,  Francis. 
It  shall  be  soon  at  night,  when  your  k>rd*s  cotf 
home. 

Fran.  Then  !  how  is  it  possible? 

Dor.  Possible!  women  can  make  any  of  that 
things  possible,  Francis:  now  many  casoalotf 
may  cross  us ;  but  soon  at  night,  my  lord,  T* 
sure,  will  be  so  sleepy,  what  with  his  joonc;, 
and  deep  healths  for  the  duke's  return,  thsl  be- 
fore he  goes  to  bed  (as  he  uses  still,  when  he  b* 
been  h^  a  drinking)  he  will  sleep  npoa  ike 
bed  in's  cloaths  so  sound,  bells  would  not  vt^ 
him,  rung  in  the  chamber.  ^   . 

Fran.  The  cuckold  slumbers;  and  tho* » 
wife  hit  him  o*  th'  forehead  with  her  heel,  k 
dreams  of  no  such  matter. 
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Dor,  Now  Pambo,  that  makes  him  merry  In 
his  chamber,  shall,  when  the  candle's  out,  and 
he-asleep,  brin^  you  into  the  chnmber. 
Fran,  But  will  he  be  secret  ? 
Dor,  Will  he,  good  soul !  I  am  not  to  try  him 

now. 
Fran,  '^foot,  this  is  brave. 
My  kind  lord's  Fool,  is  my  cunning  lady's  knave. 
Bot  pray  how  then  ? 

Ditr.  When  you  are  in  at  door,  on  right  be- 
fore you,  you  shall  feel  the  bed ;  give  me  but 
softly  a  touch,  I'll  rise,  and  follow  you  into  tiie 
ne![t  chamber :  boi  truly  and  you  do  not  use  me 
kindly,  I  shall  cry  out  and  spoil  all. 

Fran.    Use  you  kindly !    was  lady  e'er  us'd 

cruelly  i'  th*  dark  ?    Do  you  but  prepare  Pnmbo 

and  your  maid,  let  me  alone  with  lier  mistress : 

about  eleven  I  desire  to  be  expected. 

Dor,  And  till  the  clock  strike  twelve,  I'U  lie 

awake. 
Prim.  Now  ye  dare  kiss? 
Dor,  Once  with  my  friend,  or  so:   yet  you 
may  take  two,  Francb. 
Fran.  My  cast  is  ams-ace  then. 
Dor,  Duce-ace  had  got  the  game. 
Fran.  Why  then  you're  welcome.  Adieu,  my 

dainty  mistress. 
Dor,  Farewel,  kind  Francis.  [Ejceunt, 

Enter  Lorenzo,  at  from  horse. 

Lor,  I  have  given  them  all  the  slip,  the  duke 

and  all ; 
And  am  at  home  before  them  :  I  cannot  rest, 
Philippo  and  my  wife  run  in  my  mind  so : 
I  know  no  cause  why  I  should  trust  him  more 
Than  all  the  world  beside :  1  remember 
He  told   her  that  I  bought  the  buckVhead, 

therefore 
Deserv'd  the  horns :  altlio'  I  bid  him  try  her, 
Tet  I  did  not  bid  him  bid  her  with  one  eye 
Love  me,  and  with  the  other  wink  at  a  fnend. 
How  we  long  to  grow  familiar  with  affliction  ! 
And,  as  many  words  do  aptly  hold  concordance 
To  make  one  sentence,  just  so  many  causes 
Seem  to  agree,  when  conceit  makes  us  cuckolds. 

Enter  Philippo  and  Abstemia. 

And  here  comes  proof  apparent,  band  in  hand 

too; 
Now  tbetr  palms  meet,  that  grasp  begets  a  has* 
tard. 

PhiL  By  your  white  hand  I  swear't  was  only  so. 

Lor.  Poison  of  toads  betwixt  ye ! 

Ab,  Philippo,  you  have  fully  satisfy'd  me, 

Lor,  Insatiate  whore!  could  not  I  satisfy 
I  shall  commit  a  murder,  if  I  stay 
I'll  ^  forge  thunder  for  ye.    Oh  let  roe 
Never  more  marry !  what  plague  can  transcend 
A  wborish  wife,  and  a  ^rbdioos  ftiend  !  [Exit. 

Pkil,  By  the  onblemish'd  faith  then  of  a  gen- 
tleman; 
And  by  yonr  potent  goodness,  a  great  oath; 
(For  yoa  are  greatly  good ;)  by  troth  itself, 

'  VOL.   III. 


L  satisfy  ye? 


(For  still  I  swear  by  you,)  what  again  hath  past. 
Was  at  the  first  but  trial  of  your  chastity, 
Far  above  time  or  story :  as  I  speak  truth. 
So  may  I  prosper. 

Ab,  And  came  these  triab  from  your  breast 
only? 

PhiL  Only  from  ray  breast;  aB<l  by  the  sweet 
Excellent  blush  of  virtue,  there  is  in  you 
Plenty  of  cruth  and  goodness. 

Ab,  You  Imve  nobly 
Appeas'd  tlie  storm  o'ertook  you ;  and  you  are 
Again  a  good  man. 

£itfer  Lorenzo,  Pandi7lpho,  SpiNOSOy  Jaspro, 

JOVAVI. 

Lor.  Traitor  to  truth  and  friendship  ! 
Did  not  mine  honour  hold  me,  I  should  rip  out 
That  blushing  hypocrite  thy  heart,  that  hath  broke 
So  strong  a  tie  of  faith;  but  behold,  - 
How  much  of  man  is  in  me !  there  I  cast  them 
From  this  believing  heart,  to  the  iron  baud 
Of  law,  the  wrong'd  man*s  saint. 

Phil,  What  means  this? 

Pan,  My  lord,  here's  warrant 
For  what's  done,  immediate  from  the  duke; 
By  force  of  which  you're  early  i'  th'  morning 
Before  his  grace  to  answer  to  such  injuries 
The  count  Lorenzo  shall  alledge  agaiust  you. 

PhiL  Injuries!  Why,  friend,  what  injuries? 

Lor,  Can  ye  spell  stag,  sir  ?  'tis  four  letters 
with  two  horns. 
Good  gentlemen,  convey  htm  from  my  fury, 
For  fear  of  greater  mischief. 

PhiL  Thou  yellow  fool !  [Exit. 

Ab.  I  would  you  would  instruct  me,  noble  sir, 
Bot  how  to  understand  all  this. 

Lor,  Do  ye  see  her?  look  on  her  all,  and 
wonder : 
Did  ye  ever  see  so  foul  guilt  stand  underneath 
A  look  so  innocent  ? 

JoD,  1  should  have  pawn'd  my  blood  upon 
her  honour. 

Pan.  Colours  not  in  grain, 
Make  as  fair  shew,  but  are  more  apt  to  stain. 

Ab,  My  lord. 

Lor,  Ye  whore !        [Kicks  her.    She  swoons. 

Jas.  Look  to  the  lady. 

Lor.  Look  to  her !  hang  her :  let  me  send  her 
now 
To  the  devil,  with  all  her  sins  upon  her  head. 

SpL  Bear  her  in  gently,  and  see  her  guarded. 

Pan,  You  are  too  violent,  my  lord. 

Lor.  That  men  should  ever  marry  !   that  we 
should 
Lay  our  heads,  and  take  our  horns  up  out  of     ^ 
Women's  laps! 

Jov.  Be  patient,  good  sir. 

Lor.  Yes,  and  go  make  potguns. 

Jas.  Tjs  late,  and  sleep  would  do  you  good, 
my  lord. 

Lor   Sleep!  why,  do  yon  think  I  am  mad,  sir? 

Jas.  Not  1,  my  lord. 

Lor.  Then  you  do  lye,  my  lord,  . 

^  T 
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For  I  am  mad,  horo  mad  t  I  shall  be  acted 
In  our  theatres  of  Verona.    Oh !  what  poison's 
Like  a  false  fHend?    and  what  plague  more 

ruinous 
Than  a  lascivious  wife  ?  they  steal  our  joys, 
And  fill   us  with  afflictions!    they  leave  our 


Hedged  in  with  calumny :    in  their  hke  heaiti 
Cro<x>diles  breed,  who  make  grief  their  diagoiiei 
And,  in  betraying,  tears  still  thro'  their  eyes. 
Oh !  lie  that  can  believe  he  sleeps  secure 
In  a  false  friend's  oath,  or  in  a  bad  wife's  aims, 
Trusts  Circe*s  withcraft,  and  Calipso's  charms. 
Omnes,  Tis  late^  let's  to  the  court. 

[Exeunii 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

A  bed  thrutt  out ;  Lodovico  sleeping  in  his 
deaths :  Dorothea  in  bed.  Enter  Clown 
leading  in  Feancisco. 

Fran,  Softly,  sweet  Pambo:   are  we  in  the 
chamber  yet  ? 

Clomn.  Within  a  yard  of  my  lady,  and  ye  can 
beqoiet« 

Fran.  Art  sure  my  lord*s  asleep  ? 

Clown.  I  know  not,  I'll  go  and  ask  him. 

Fran,  No,  not  no,  do  not  wake  him;    we 
are  undone  then,  man. 

Clo»n.  Ha,  ha,  hn,  now  do  I  see  cuckold- 
making  is  as  ticklish  a  profession  as  cunny- 
catchins:  my  lord  was  so  paid  with  healths  at 
court,  he's  mat  enough. 

From.  But  still  J  pursue  wonder,  why  my  lady 
should  prescribe  this  strange^  nay  wond'rous  des- 
perate way  to  her  desires. 

Clown.  Is  that  a  question  to  ask  now  ?  would 
you  would  grope. out  tlie  bed;  for  I  sl^ep  in 
•mj  talk,  I  am  sure  of  that.    [Lodovico  coughs. 

Fran,  We  are  lost  forever:  did  he  not  cough? 

C/bvn.  Tis  nothins  but  the  last  cup  comes 
up  in  stew'd-broth':  ifeveryou  make  true  whore- 
matter,  I'll  be  bound  to  resign  my  place  up  to 
m  V  lord's  page :  sea-sick  before  you  come  to  th' 
sak  water !  let  me  go  in  your  st^. 

D^an.  No,  111  venture,  stood  a  gulph  between, 
Belching  up  a  tempest.    Oh  valiant  lost ! 
How  resohke  thou  go'st  to  acts  unjust ! 
Pambo,  good  night, 
Desire  drowns  fear,  in  presuppos'd  delight 

Clown,  Turn  of  your  left  hand,  'twill  lead  you 
to  the  devil,  to  my  lady,  I  should  say,  presently. 

[Extt. 

Fran.  Let  me  see : 
Four  steps  on  the  left  hand.    I  have  the  bed, 
And  on  this  side  she  lies.  'Sfoot,  there's  a  beard ! 
But  all's  well  ^et,  the  lies  on  this  side  sure. 
I  have  her :  'tis  her  Iwnd,  I  know  the  touch. 
It  melts  me  into  passion.    I  have  much  ado 
To  contain  my  wild  desires.  As  the  wiud  strains 
In  caverns  lock'd,  so  throi^b  my  big  swoln  veins 
My  blood  cuts  capers. 

l)or.  Who's  there? 

Fran.  Tib  I. 

Dor.  Francis! 

Fran.  Fortunate  Francis,  that  was  wrapp'd 
in's  motbtf's  smock. 


Dor,  Give  me  your  band,  Francis. 

Fran.  There  'tis.    I  melt  already ! 

Dor.  My  lord,  count  Lodovico,  awake. 

Fran,  I  am  lost  for  ever,  madam. 

Dor,  My  lord  !  my  lord ! 

Fran.  If  I  pull  too  hard,  I  shall  pull  her  oqt 
o'th'  bed  too. 

Dor.  Mv  lord,  will  ye  not  wake? 

Lod.  What's  the  matter?   what's  the  matter? 

Fran.  How  I  do  dwindle !  [rou 

Dor.  Pray,  hear  me,  sir ;   I  cannot  sleep  tiU 
Have  resolv  d  me  one  Uiing. 

Lod.  What  is't,  sweeth^rt? 

Dor.  Of  all  your  men,  which  do  you  love  best  ? 

Lod.  That's  a  strange  question  to  ask  at  mid- 
night! Francisco. 

Dor.  And  that  same  false  Francisco  io  your 
absence 
Most  lewdly  tempted  me  to  wrong  voar  bed. 

Fran.  Was  ever  woodcock  catcmVl  thus ! 

Lod.  Oh  rogue,  I'll  go  cut|s  throat  sleefaag. 

Dor.  Nay,  I  have  fitted  him  most  daintily. 

Fran.  Now,  now,  now,  now,  I  am  s|Htted. 

Dor.  I  seem'd,  sweetheart,  to  consent  to  hiiB— 

Fran.  A  plague  of  seemings :  I  were  best 
confess, 
And  beg  pardon. 

Dor,  And  to  make  him  sure  for  your  revsage, 
I  appointed 
About  this  hour,  the  door  left  ope  on  pmpose- 

Fran.  Ah! 

Dor.  To  meet  me  in  the  garden. 

Fran,  All's  well  again. 

Dor.  Now,  sweetheart. 
If  thou  would'st  but  steal  down  Uudier,  thou 

might'st 
Catch  him,  and  snap  the  fool  very  finely. 

Lod,  Oh  my  sweet  bird^aie !  wkul  n  weadt 
have  I 
Of  thee !  Crede  auod  habes,  et  kabes  lUH; 
And  I  had  thought  it  possible  to  have  beaa 
Cuckolded,  I  had  been  cuck«>lded. 
I'll  take  my  rapier  as  I  j|o,  sinah; 
And  the  nisbt  being  darS,  1*11  ^)eak  like  thie, 
As  if  thou  hadst  kept  thy  word.    Oh  villaia  I 
Nothing  vexes  me,  but  that  be  should  thiak 
I  can  be  a  ciickold,  and  have  such  a  ladr. 
Do  thou  lie  still,  and  I'll  bring  thee  his  bait 
For  thy  monkey's  breakfast. 

Dor,  And  would  you  part  nukindly,  and  aot 
kiss  me? 
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Lfd,  I  here  no  more  mannert  than  a  goose. 
Farewel, 
My  chaste  delicious  Doil.    What  may  his  life 
Be  compared  to,  that  meets  with  socb  a  wife !  [Ejt. 

Enter  C/bvti* 

Fran,  Pish,  Pambo. 

CUrnn*  Here,  boy. 

IVaii.  Go  meet  him  in  the  gardeiiy  and  hark. 

Clamn.  Excellent !  I'll  play  my  lady,  I  war- 
rant ye. 

From.  Do't  daintily. 

Clown,  ^Well,  I  may  hope  for  a  'sqoire's 
place;  my  father  was  a  costet^-monger.     {Exit, 

Fran.  Well,  now  I  see,  as  he  who  fain  would 
know 
The  real  strain  of  goodness,  may  in  her  read  it. 
Who  can  seem  chaste,  and  can  be  what  she  seems : 
So,  who  woald  see  hell's  craft,  in  her  may  read  it. 
Who  can  seem  too^  but  not  be  what  the  seems. 
In  brief,  put  him  to  school  (would  cheat  the 

de'il  of 's  right) 
To  a  dainty  smootb-fac'd  female  hypocrite.  [Ex. 

Enter  Lonovico  and  Clown. 

Lod.  Here's  a  wife,  Pambo ! 

Clown.  Now,  Crede  quod  habeif  et  habe$,  sir. 

Lod.  Why,  right  man ;  let  biro  believe  he  has 
boms,  and  he  has  'em. 

Clown,  To  discover  upon  the  pinch  to  ye  I 

Lod.  Ob !  you  kind  loving  husbands,  like  my- 
self. 
What  fortunes  meet  ye  full  but  with  such  wives ! 

Clown.  Fortune's  iW  fashion  of  hay-forki. 

Lod,  Sirrah  Pambo,  thou  shalt  seldom  see  a 
harsh  fellow  have  such  a  wife,  such  a  fortuuate 
wedding. 

Clown.  He  will  go  to  banging  as  soon. 

Lod.  No,  no;   we  loving  souls  have  all  the 
fortunes. 
There's  count  Lorenzo  for  example  now ; 


There's  a  sweet  coil  to-morrow  'bout  his  wife. 
He  has  two  servants  that  will  take  their  oaths 
They  saw  her  dishonest  with  hi0  friend  count 

Philippo ; 
Nay,  in  the  very  act.    Now  what  was't  brought 

her  to% 
But  his  dogged  usage  of  hor? 

Clown.  Nay,  she  never  liv'd  a  good  day  with 
him. 

Lod.  How  she  goes  flaunting  too !  she  moat 
have  a 
Feather  in  her  head,  and  a  cork  to  bar  heel. 

Clomt.  Ay,  that  sliews  her  light  from  head  to 
heel,  sir;  and  who  have  heavier  beads  than  they 
whose  wives  have  light  heels  f  that  fwther  con- 
founds her. 

Lod,  I  shall  so  laugh  to  bear  the  comical  his- 
tory of  the  great  count  Lorenzo's  boms ;  but  as 
I  have  such  a  wife  now,  what  a  villain  did  I  en- 
tertain to  teach  her  musick }  IVms  done  her  no 
good  since  he  canae,  that  I  saw. 

Clown.  Hang  lum,  h'ns  made  her  a  little  per- 
fect in  prick-song ;  that's  all ;  and  it  may  be, 
she  had  skill  in  tliat  before  you  married  her  too. 

Lod.  She  could  sing  at  the  first  sight,  by  this 
hand,  Pambo.    But  hark !  I  hear  somebody. 

Enter  FftANCisco. 

Clown.  Tis  he  sure ;  b'as  a  dreaming  whore- 
master's  pace.  Prav,  let  me  practise  my  lady's 
part,  and  coupterfeit  for  her. 

Lod.  Canst  thou  imitate  to  th'  lift*  ? 

Clown.  Can  I?    Oh  wicked  Francis! 

Lod.  Admirable  !    Thou  shalt  do't. 

Clown.  Pray,  be  vou  ready  with  your  rapier 
to  spit  him  then,  and  111  watch  him  a  good  turn, 
I  warrant  ye. 

Fran.  Here  they  are.  If  Pambo  now  comes 
off  with  his  part  neatly,  the  con^y  passes 
bravely.     Who's  there        ■    madam  ? 

Clown.  Francis? 

Fran.  The  same. 


^  fVdly  I  mmtf  kofefor  a  squints  floce ;  my  father  wa$  a  eoster-monger.-'A  eoeter-monger  is  a  seller  of 
apples;  and  on  ofplt^aqidre  was  formerly  a  cant  term  for  a  pimp. 

Erasmus'  Praise  qf  FoUy.    Sign.  P. 

^  Or  doo  yon  judge  peradvcntuve  Ihey  coalde  easily  fynde  in  their  hertes,  that  so  many  scriveners, 
so  many  registrers,  so  manie  notaries,  so  many  advocates,  so  many  promoters,  so  many  secretaries, 
so  many  moyleters,  so  asany  horsekepers,  so  many  gentlemen  of  housefaolde,  se  maa,y  af>pU  •qmera^ 
so  maBy  baiMles,  I  had  almost  spoken  a  softer  worde,  &c." 

FaiaUs^  and  notkint^  hut  FmOte,  by  Bamaby  Rich,  1606,  p.  34 : 

** Shee  shall  not  want  tibe  assistance  of  her  ruffians,  her  appie^mre$f  and  of  those  brothell 

qaeanes  that  lodge,  that  harbour,  and  that  retain  her." 

Ben  Jottson*s  Every  Man  in  hie  Hmmmr^  A.  4.  S.  10 :. 

<'  WeR,  good  wi^  bawd,  Cob's  wife,  and  you, 
That  make  yow  basband  such  a  hoddy  dodchr ; 
And  yo«,  young  affpU^mire,  and  oh!  cnckold-maker, 
I'll  bar  you  every  one  before  a  justice." 

Sec  also  Dekkar's^Bednas^Loiidaii.    Sign.  H.  2. 
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Clown.  I  think  tliis  place  lies  tooopea  to  the 
air,  Francis? 

Lod.  Delicate,  Panabo. 

Clown.  And  truly  there's  a  great  dew  fallen 
to-night ; 
The  grass  is  wond'rous  wet. 

Lod.  Sweet  rogue ! 

Clown.  Come,  Francis, 
And  let  us  sport  ourselves  in  yonder  rushes : 
Aud  being  set,  I*JI  smotlier  thee  with  busses. 

IamI.  Oh  villain ! 

Fran.  Hear  me,  lady ; 
It  is  enough,  my  lord  bath  now  a  iiriend 
In  these  dbhonest  days,  that  dares  be  honest. 

Lod.  How  is  this  f 

Clown,  Nay,  for  thy  lord^  he*B  a  mere  cox- 
comb, Francis. 

Lod.  Out,  rogue ! 

Fran.   Tis  but  your  bad  desires  that  tell 
you  so. 
Can  T  contain  a  heart  ?  or  can  that  heart 
Harbour  a  thought  of  injury  *gainst  him, 
Under  whose  wing  I  safely  stretch  my  pinions  ? 
Has  he  not  nobly  entertained  me  ?  stand  I  not 
Kext  neighbour,  save  yourself,  unto  his  heart  ? 

Lod.  Ay,  by  this  hand  dost  thou. 

Fran.  And  should  I  quit  him  thus  ?  No^  lady, 
no. 

Lod.  Brave  Frank  ! 

Fran.  I  am  too  wise  to  fall  in  love  with  woe, 
Much  less  with  woman.    I  but  took  advantage 
Of  my  lord's  absence  for  your  trial,  lady. 
For  fear  some  fellow  (far  hotter  rein'd  than  I) 
Might  have  sought,  and  sped :  and  I  would  be 

loath 
A  lord  so  loving 

lad.  Shalt  have  five  leases,  by  these  fingers. 

Fran.  Should  have  a  lady  ^Ise. 
Back,  lady,  to  your  yet  unblemished  bed ; 
Preseneyour  lionour,  and  your  lord's-^— calf  s- 
head.  [Aside. 

Clown,  Well,  Francis,  you  had  been  better — 
if  I  do  not  tell  my  lord  of  this ! 

Lod.  He  has  put  him  to*t  now. 

Fran.  Then  1  am  lost  for  ever ; 
You'll  turn  it  all  on  me,  I  know ;  but  ere 
I'll  live  to  wrong  so  good  a  lord,  or  stand 
The  mark  unto  your  malice,  I  will  first 
Fall  on  roy  sword  and  perish. 

Lod.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  man. 

Fran.  Ha,  who  are  you  ? 

Lod.  One  that  has  more  humanity  in  him, 
tlian  to  see  a  proper  fellow  cast  himself  away,  I 
warrant  thee.  Tis  I,  'tis  I,  man :  I  have  heard 
all. 

Clown.  And  'twas  I  play'd  my  lady,  to  have 
snapped  ye. 

Fran.  Has  she  been  then  so  good  to  tell  your 
honour  ? 
Now  am  I  worse  aflOicted  than  before. 
That  she  should  thus  ontrun  roe  in  this  race  of 
honesty 

Lod.  Nay,  sh'as  bobb'd  thee  bravely.    Sl/as 


a  thousand  of  these  tricks,  i'faith,  man:  but 
howsoever,  what  T  have  found  thee,.!  have  found 
thee.  Hark  in  thine  ear,  shalt  have  five  leases^ 
and  mine  own  nag,  when  th'ast  a  mind  Co  ride. 

Fran.  Let  me  deserve,  sir,  first. 

Lod.  Shalt  luive  them.     I  know  what  I  do,  I 
warrant  thee. 

Fran.  I  joy  in  such  a  lady. 

Lod.  Nay,  there's  a  couple  of  you,  for  a  wife 
and  a  friend.  Shalti>e  no  more  my  servant.  I 
had  thought  to  have  made  thee  roy  steward,  but 
thou'rt  too  honest  for  the  place,  tlrni's  the 
truth  on't. 

Clown.  His  superfluity  is  my  necessity :  Pray, 
let  me  ha't,  sir. 

Lod.  I  will  talk  with  thee  to-morrow,  Pambo : 
thou  shalt  have  something  too :  but  111  to  be<L 
Honest  Francis,  the  dearest  must  part,  I  see. 
I  will  so  hug  the  sweet  rascal,  that  thinks  every 
hour  ten,  till  I  come  yonder  !  Good  night, 
Frank. 

To  bed,  Pambo.  What  delight  in  life 
Can  equal  such  a  fiiend  and  such  a  wife  ? 
So,  my  dainty  Doll,  T  come  to  thee.        [Exit. 

Clown.  So  a  city  night-cap  go  with  the<^~But 
shall 
I  not  be  thought  on  for  my  n^ht's  service  ? 

Fran,  Oh  look  ye,  pray  forget  not  ye  had 
something. 

Clown.  Well,  and  pray  do  you  remember  I 
bad  nothing. 

Fran.  Nothing!  what's  that? 

Clown.  Nothing  before  I  had  something  I 
mean.     So  you  are  well  retum'd  from  Utopia. 

Fran,  You're  very  nimble,  sir;  good-morrow. 

[Exeunt. 

A  Bar  set  out.  Enter  the  Duke  of  Verona, 
Pandulpho,  Spinoso,  Jaspro,  Jovani,  Lo- 
renzo, Philippo,  Abstemia,  a  Guard,and 
two  Slavet, 

Ver.  Call  the  accus'd  to  th'  bar. 

Fhil.  We  appear. 
With  acknowledg'd  reverence  to  the  presence. 

Ver.  We  meet  not 
To  build  on  circumstances,  but  to  come  plainly 
To  the  business  that  here  plac'd  us.    Coiwn 

-  Lorenzo, 
You  have  free  leave  to  speak  your  griefs;  but 

this 
Desire  the  senate  to  observe,  and  nearly : 
I  come  here  not  your  kinsman;  neither,  i 
Looking  unto  the  greatness  of  your  blood. 
As  you  are  sister  to  the  duke  of  Venice ; 
But  as  an  equal  judge,  1  come  to  doom. 
As  circumstances  aud  proof  informs. 

Lor,  Thus  then, 
(Great  sir,  grave  lords,  and  honourable  auditors 
Of  my  dishonour)  I  affirm  'tis  known 
To  th'  signory  of  Verona,  the  whole  city. 
Nay,  the  great  multitude  without,  that  come 
This  day  to  hear  unwilling  truth,  can  witness, 
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How  since  my  maniage  with  that  woman  (weep'st 

thou? 
OL  truth,  who  woold  not  look  thee  in  a  woman's 

tears! 
But  showers  that  fall  too  late,  produce  dear  years) 
All  know  that  since  our    marriage,    I   have 

performed 
So  fiiiriy  all  judicial  wedlock-offices. 
That  malice  knew  not  how  at  ray  whole  actions 
To  make  one  blow  :  and  to  strike  home,  I  did 

rather 
Honour  her  as  a  saint,  sir,  than  respect  her 
As  she  was  my  wife  :  on  pilgrimage  I  sent 
All  my  endeavours  to  tlie  lair  seeming  shrine 
Of  her  desires,  where  they  did  offer  daily 
A  plenal  satisfaction,  which  she  seem*d 
Redproeally  to  return,  pay'd  back 
As  much  obedience  as  I  lent  of  love : 
But  then  the  serpent  stings,  when  like  a  dove 
Opinion  feathers  him :  ^  women's  sweet  words 
As  far  are  from  their  hearts  (though  from  their 

breasts 
They  fly)  as  lapwings*  cries  are  from  their  nests. 

Pan,  Oh  you  inveigh ! 

Lor,  I  would  appear  no  satyr. 
And  for  this  man  (how  fain  1  would  call  him 

friend !) 
I  appeal  to  the  whole  state,  if  at  the  fight 
Betwixt  Bizerta  gallies  and  your  grace. 
Wherein  you  pleasM  to  send  me  general  there, 
Tliat  he  deserv*d  (let  me  not  take  firom  him 
His  merit's  meet  confession)  but  I  was  there 
The  man  (the  erring  man)  thatcrown*d  his  merit 
With  approbation  and  reward  ;    brought  him 

home, 
Prefer'd  him  to  those  graces  you  heap*d  on  him : 
Wore  him  a  neighbour  to  my  heart,  as  lovers 
Wear  jewels,  left  by  their  dead  friends;  I  lock'd 

him 
Into  my  heart,  and  double-barr*d  him  there 
With  reason  and  opinion ;  his  extremities 
Fiisten*d  rae  more  unto  him,  whilst  like  an  arch 
Well  built,  by  how  much  tlie  more  weight  I  bore, 
I  stHud  the  stronger  under  him ;  so  lov'd  him,. 
That  in  his  absence  still  mine  ear  became 
A  sanctuary  to  his  injured  name. 

Ffr.  And  what  from  hence  infer  you  ? 

Lor,  That  'twas  base. 
Base  in  the  depth  of  baseness,  for  this  wife 
So  honour'd,  and  this  smooth  friend  so  belov*d. 
To  conspire  betwixt  them  my  dishonour. 

Fer.  How?  (thef^: 

Lor.  To  stain  my  sheets  with  lust,  a  mmute's 
To  brand  perpetually  three  feces;  a  husband's, 
A  wife's,  and  friend  s. 

Ab.  Oh,  good  my  lord. 
Cast  out  this  devil  from  you. 

Lor.  Oh,  good  my  lady. 
Keep  not  tlie  devil  within  you,  but  confess. 


Phil.  Hear  roe,   great  sir;  I  will  confess, 
Lorenzo, 
And  print  thee  down  the  fool  of  passion. 

Spin,  Speak,  sir. 

Phil,  lis  true,  this  boasting  man  did  thus 
erect  me 
In  his  opinion,  plac*d  me  iu  his  love, 
Grac'd  me  with  courtesies:   Oh  the  craft  of 

jealousy  ! 
As  boys,  to  take  the  bird,  about  the  pit 
Cast  wheat  and  chfiff,  contriving  a  neat  train 
To  intice  her  to  her  ruin :  so  this  friend 
Falser  than  city-oaths,  it  is  not  doubted. 
Having  so  far  indear'd  roe,  when  he  came 
To  enjoy  a  fair  wife,  guest  it  impossible 
For  me  to  share  with  him  in  all  things  else. 
And  not  in  her^  (for  fair  wives  oft  we  see 
Strike  discord  in  sweet  friendship's  harmony): 
And  having  no  way  to  insnare  me  so, 
To  separate  our  loves,  he  seriously 
Woo*d  me  to  try  his  wife. 

Lor.  Tis  false. 

Phil,  'lis  true. 
By  all  that  honest  men  may  be  believed  by. 
Three  several  times  I  try'd  her,  by  biro  uig'd  to't, 
Yet  still  my  truth  not  started,  kept  so  constant. 
That  till  this  hour  this  lady  thus  much  knew  not. 
I  bore  her  brave  reproofs :  Oh  when  she  spake. 
The  saints  sure  listened,  and  at  every  point 
She  got  the  plause  of  angels !  now  upon  this. 
This  jealous  lord  infers  (and  it  may  be  but 
To  shun  futurity)  that  I 
(His  betray*d  fnend)  could  not  hold  the  cop, 
But  I  roust  drink  the  poison.    No,  Lorenzo, 
An  honest  man  is  still  an  unmov'd  rock, 
Wash'd  whiter,  but  not  shaken  with  the  shock ; 
Whose  heart  conceives  no  sinister  device, 
Fearless  he  plays  with  flames,  and  treads  on  ice. 

Ver.  Cousin,did  you,  as  your  friend  here  affirms, 
Counsel  him  to  these  trials? 

Lor.  I? 

PlUl.  You  did.  [man, 

Lor.  Philippe,  thou  art  fallen  from  a  good 
And  hast  ta  en  leave  of  modesty :  let  these  my 

servants 
(That  incredulity  slMuld  be  induction 
To  my  more  certain  shame)  let  these  speak 
And  relate  what  tliey  saw :  they  grew  so  public. 
My  servants  could  discover  them. 

Pan.  Speak,  friends,  be  fearless ; 
And  what  you  know,  even  to  a  syllable. 
Boldly  confess. 

Ut  Slave.  Then  know,  great  sir,  as  soon  • 
As  e'er  my  lord  was  gone  to  meet  your  grace, 
Siguor  Philippo  and  my  lady  privately 
Went  up  to  her  bed-cbamher :  we  two  suspecting 
What  afterwards  we  found,  stole  softly  up. 
And  through  the  key-hole  (for  the  door  was 
lock'd) 


WomefCs  twet  words,  &c.— See  Note  19  to  Alexander  and  Can^pospe,  A.  S«  S.  2.  Vol.  L  p.  140. 
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We  um  my  ladj  and  coant  PhiKppo  there 
Upon  the  bed,  and  in  the  very  act. 
As  my  lord  before  affimi*d. 

Ab,  Canst  thou  hear,  Heaven, 
And  withhold  thy  thunder? 

Phil,  My  lorcls,  one  devil,  ye  know. 
May  possess  three  bodies. 

Ver.  Will  you  swear  this,  sir? 

tst  Slave,  I  will,  my  lord. 

Spin,  And  yo«  ? 

9d  Slaoc,  I  will,  and  dare,  sir. 

Lor,  Brave  rascals ! 

Ver.  Reach  them  the  book. 

Ab,  Ye  poor  deluded  men,  oh  do  not  swear ! 

Lor,  Think  of  the  chain  of  pearl. 

tst  Slave,  Give  us  the  book : 
That  we  affirm  tlie  truth,  the  whole  trath. 
And  nothrag  but  the  truth,  we  swear. 

Pan,  Believe  me,  I  am  sorry  for  the  lady. 

Phil,  How  soon 
Two  souls,  more  precious  than  a  pair  of  worlds, 
Are  levell'd  below  death ! 

Ab,  Oh  hark  !  did  you  not  hear  it? 

Omnet,  What,  lady  ? 

Ab,  This  liour  a  pair  of  glorious  towers  are 
fallen ; 
Two  goodly  buildings  beaten  with  a  breath 
Beneath  the  grave :  you  ail  have  seen  this  day, 
A  pair  of  souU  both  cast  and  kist  away. 

&>in.  What  censure  gives  your  grace  ? 

yer.  In  that  I  am  kinsman 
To  the  accuser,  that  I  might  not  appear 
Partial  in  judgment,  let  it  seem  no  wonder 
If  unto  your  gravities  I  leave 
The  following  sentence :  but  as  Lorenso  stands 
A  kinsman  to  Verona,  so  forget  not, 
Abstemia  still  is  sister  unto  Venice. 

Phil.  Misery  of  goodness! 

Ab,  Oh !  Lorenzo  Medico, 
Abstemia's  lover  once,  when  he  did  vow 
And  when  I  did  believe;  then  when  Abstemia 
Deny'd  so  many  princes  for  Lorenzo, 
Then  when  you  swore. — Oh  maids!  how  men 

can  weep ! 
Print  protestations  on  their  breasts,  and  sigh. 
And  look  so  truly,  and  tlien  weep  apin. 
And  then  protest  again,  and  again  dissemble ! 
When  once  enjoy'c^  like  strange  sights  we  grow 

stale, 
And  find  our  comforts  like  their  wonder,  fail. 

Phil,  Oh  Lorenzo! 
Look  upon  tears,  each  one  of  which  well  valued. 
Is  worth  the  pity  of  a  king ;  but  tlion 
Art  harder  tar  than  rocks,  and  canst  not  prize 
The  precious  waters  of  truth's  injur*d  eyes. 

Lor,  Please  your  grace  proceed  to  censure. 
Ver,  Thus  'tis  decreed,  as  these  lords  have  set 
down 
Against  all  contradiction :  Signor  Philippo, 
In  that  you  have  thus  grossly,  sir,  dishonour'd 
Even  our  blood  itseU^  m  this  rude  injury 


Liglits  on  oor  kinsoum,  bis  prerogative 
Implies  death  on  your  trespass;  but  your  merit, 
Of  more  antiquity  than  is  your  trespass, 
That  death  is  blotted  out,  and  in  the  place 
Baniebment  writ,  perpetnai  banishment 
(On  pain  of  death  (if  you  return)  for  evei) 
From  Verona,  and  her  signories. 

Phil.  Verona  is  kind. 

Pan.  Unto  you,  madam. 
This  censure  is  allotted :  Yoor  high  blood 
Takes  oflf  the  danger  of  the  law ;  nay  from 
Even  banishment  itself:  this  lord  yoor  bnabniid 
Sues  only  for  a  legal  fair  divorce, 
Which  we  thnik  good  to  grant,   the  efafsrch 

allowing : 
And  in  that  the  injury  chiefly  reflects 
On  him,  he  hath  free  licence  to  marry  when 
And  whom  he  pleases. 

Ab,  1  thank  ye. 
That  you  are  favourable  unto  my  love. 
Whom  yet  I  love  and  weep  for. 

Phil,  Farewell,  Lorenzo. 
This  breast  did  never  yet  harbour  a  thought 
Of  thee,  but  man  was  lu  it,  honest  man ; 
There's  all  the  words  that  thou  art  worth:  of 

your  grace 
I  humbly  thus  take  leave :  farewell,  my  lords : 
And  lastly,  farewell,  tlioa  fiiirest  of  many, 
Yet  by  far  man  unfortunate :  look  up 
And  see  a  crown  held  for  thee ;  win  it,  wad  die 
Love's  martyr,  the  sad  map  of  injury : 
And  so  remember,  sir,  your  injur'd  loily 
Has  a  brother  yet  in  Venice.  [Eril. 

Ab.  FareweU,  Lorenzo, 
Whom  my  soul  doth  love :  if  you  e'er  marry. 
May  you  meet  a  good  wifo,  so  good,  thait  you 
May  not  sas|>ect  her,  nor  may  she  be  worthy 
Of  your  sospicion :  and  if  you  hear  hereafter 
That  I  am  dead,  enquire  but  my  last  words, 
And  you  shaU  know  that  to  the  last  I  lov'd  yoo; 
And  when  yon  walk  forth  with  yoor  second  cboicf , 
Into  the  pleasant  fields,  and  by  chance  talk  of  oie, 
Imagine  that  you  see  me  lean  and  paie,       [bed 
Strewing  your  paths  with  flowers :  and  when  ia 
You  cast  yo«r  arms  about  her  happy  side. 
Think  you  see  me  stand  with  a  patient  look. 
Crying,  all  hail,  you  lovers,  live  and  prosper: 
But  may  she  never  live  to  pay  my  debts :  [We^ 
If  but  in  tliought  she  vrron^  you,  may  she  die 
In  the  conception  of  the  injury. 
Pray  make  roe  wealthy  with  one  kiss :  forewdl, 

sir: 
Let  it  not  grieve  yoo  when  yon  shaU  remember 
That  I  was  innocent :  nor  this  forget. 
Though  innocence  here  sufler,  sigh  and  groan, 
She  walks  but  thorow  thorns  to  find  a  throne. 

[EriL 

Ver,  Break  up  the  court;  and,  coosin,  lesrs 
this  reed; 
Who  stabs  truth's  bosom,  makes  an  anj^  bleed. 

Lor.  The  storm  upon  my  breast,  sir.   [£«««'• 
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ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lodovico^  Jaspro,  Jovani,  and  Clown, 

Lod,  Did  chronicle  ever  match  this  coi^ple^ 
geotlemeD  f 

Jbs,  You  make  us  wonder. 
That  hoth  should  seem  to  yield  to  the  temptation, 
And  both  so  meet  in  one  resolved  goodness. 
Unknown  to  one  another ! 

LotL  There  lies  the  jest  on't.  Sirrah,  Pambo, 
I  do  but  think,  an'  sm  bad  met  him  in  the  gar- 
den, bow  she  would  have  rattled  him. 

Clown.  And  ruffled  him  too,  sir :  ^  the  camo- 
mile would  have  been  better  for  it  maay  a  day 
after. 

Jov.  Such  an  honest-minded  servant  where 
shall  one  find  ? 

Lod.  Servant !  my  sworn  brother,  man ;  he's 
too  honest  for  an  office,  he'll  never  thrive  in't : 
ye  have  few  servants  will  deal  so  mercifiiUy  with 
their  lords. 

Je$.  A  wife !  why  she's  a  saint,  one  that  ever 
bears  a  good  sound  soul  about  her. 

Clown.  Yes,  when  she  wears  her  new  shoes. 

Jov,  Shall  we  see  her,  m  v  lord  ? 

Lod.  Where  is  she,  Pambo  ? 

Clown.  Walking  a  turn  or  two  i'  th'  garden 
wiih  Fraooisco,  sir :  I'll  go  call  her. 

Lad.  No,  no,  no ;  let  her  alone ;  'tis  pity  in- 
deed to  part  them,  they  are  so  well  match'd* 
Was  he  not  reading  to  her  ? 

Clown.  No,  sir,  she  was  weeping  to  him :  she 
heard  this  morning  that  her  comessor,  father 
Jacomo,  was  dead. 

Jtts.  Father  Jacomo  dead  ? 

Lod,  Why  now  shall  not  we  have  her  eat  one 
bit  this  five  days. 

Clqwn,  She'll  munch  the  more  in  a  comer; 
that's  the  puritan*s  fast. 

Lod.  Nay,  do  but  judge  of  her,  my  lords,  by 
one  thing :  whereas  most  of  our  dames  go  to 
coufession  but  once  a  month,  some  twice  a  quar- 


ter, and  some  but  once  a  year,  and  that  upon 
constraint  too,  she  never  misses  twice  a  week. 

Ja$.  'Tis  wonderful  I 

Jov,  Tis  a  sign  she  keeps  all  well  at  home : 
they  are  even 
With  the  whole  world,  that  so  keep  touch  with 
Heaven. 

Lod.  Nay,  I  uAd  ye,  ye  should  find  no  Philippo 
of  Francisco. 

Clown.  And  I  remember  I  told  your  honour 
you  should  find  no  Abstemia  of  mv  lady. 

Lod.  Nor  no  Lorenzo  of  myself:  be  was  ever 
a  melancholy  stubborn  fellow ;  he  kept  her  in 
too  much,  and  see  what  comes  on't !  I  give  my 
wife  her  will,  and  see  what  comes  on't  too ! 

Clown,  Nay,  sir,  there  is  two  oome  on't,  an' 
a  man  could  discover  'em. 

Lod.  Two  what,  I  pr'ythee? 

Clown.  It  may  be  two  babies,  sir ;  for  they 
come  commonly  with  givius  a  woman  her  will. 

Lod.  I'd  laugh  at  that,  'feith,  boy— But  who 
has  she  now  for  her  confessor  ? 

Clown.  She  looks  for  one,  they  call  him  father 
Antony,  sir;  and  he's  wish'd  to  her  by  ouulona 
Lussunosa. 

Enter  Dorothea  and  Fkancisco. 

Lod.  There's  another  modest  soul  too,  never 
without  a  holy  man  at  her  elbow !  But  here 
comes  one  out-weighs  them  all — ^Wby ,  how  now, 
chick,  weeping  so  rast?  This  is  the  mult  of  most 
of  our  ladies ;  painting,  weepiog  for  their  sins,  I 
should  say,  spoils  their  faces. 

Fran.  Sweet  madam ! 

Lod.  Look,  look,  look,  loving  soul,  he  weeps 
fiwr  company ! 

Clown.  And  I  shall  laugh  out-right  by-and-by. 

Dor.  Oh  that  good  man ! 

Lod.  Why,  bird? 

Ja$,  Be  patient,  lady. 

Dor.  Would  he  go  to  heaven  without  his  zeal- 
ous pupil? 


^  Tkg  (mmomite  woM  kaee  been  better  for  it. — ^Tbe  camomHe  is  said  to  grow  faster  the  mor«  it  is 
preaied  or  trodden  upon,  and  to  this  circumstance  the  clown  here  alludes.  Frequent  notice  is  taken 
of  this  property  in  the  plant  by  our  ancient  writers.  As  in  <'  Hemun  Actbiemie^  or  Tke  Famoue  PoetO' 
felt  ^tke  Pmire  Skepkeirdetm  JuUettOf"  1610,  p.  204,  5th  part : 

*[  Bat  as  gold  taken  out  of  the  burning  furnace,  is  farre  more  bright  and  fierce,  than  when  it  was 
■nt  Am  in;  mnd  as  Cainomellf  the  more  it  ie  trod  upon^  the  thicker  and  better  it  groweth:  even  so  we 
*ce  this  &ire  Archeresh  to  shew  more  cleare  and  beantifhll,  when  the  flame  was  once  past  and  gone 
teishe  had  bene  before." 

FInt  Pmrt  Heutf  IF.  A.  2.  S.  4 : 

**    ^  -fer  thongh  ike  emnomtte,  the  more  it  is  trodden  oa,  the  faeter  it  p'owe, yet  youth,  the  more  it  is 
^••ted,  the  sooner  it  wears." 
Sec  otiier  instances  in  the  Notes  of  Mr  3teaveiis  and  Dr  Farmer  on  |he  last  passage. 
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Clown,  It  may  be  lie  knew  oot  your  mind, 
forsooth. 

Dor.  He  knew  my  mind  well  enough. 

Clown,  Why  then  it  may  be  he  knew  you 
could  not  hold  out  for  the  journey  :  pray  do  not 
set  us  all  a  crying.  [Weeps, 

Lod,  Pr'ythee,  sweet  birds-nye  be  content. 

Dor.  Yes,  yes,  content !  when  you  too  leave 
my  company ! 
No  one  comes  near  me ;  so  that  were  it  not 
For  modest  simple  Francis  here 

Clown,  As  modest  as  a  gib-cat  at  midnight. 

Dor.  That  sometimes  r«ids 
Virtuous  books  to  me ;  were  it  not  for  him, 
I  might  go  look  content ;  but  'tis  no  matter^ 
Nobody  cares  for  me. 

Lod,  Nay,  pr'ythee,  Doll — pray,  gentlemen, 
comfort  her.  [Weeps. 

Clown.  Now  is  the  devil  writing  an  encomium 
upon  cunning  cuckold-makers. 

Fran.  You  have  been  harsh  to  her  of  late,  I 
fear,  sir. 

Lod.  By  this  hand  T  turned  nQt  from  her  all 
last  night :  what  should  a  man  dor 

Jos,  Come,  this  is  but  a  sweet  obedient  shower, 
To  bedew  the  lamented  grave  of  her  old  father. 

Clown.  He  thinks  the  deviPs  dead  too. 

Dor,  But  'tis  no  matter ;  were  I  such  a  one 
As  the  count  Lorenzo's  lady,  were  I  so  graceless 
To  make  you  wear  a  pair  of  wicked  boms. 

You  would  make  more  reckoning  of  me 

[Weeps. 

Lod.  Weep  again !  Shell  cry  out  her  eyes, 
gentlemen. 

Clown.  No,  I  warrant  you:  remember  the 
two  lines  your  honour  read  last  night: 

—  A  woman's  eye, 

*S  ApriVs  dust,  no  sooner  wet  hut  dry. 

Lod.  Good  pi^ney !  Frank,  pr*ythee  walk 
her  t'other  turn  i'  th*  garden,  and  get  her  a  sto- 
mach to  her  supper.  We'll  be  with  ye  pre- 
sently, wench. 

Dor.  Nay,  when  ye  please — But  why  should 
I  go  from  ye  ?  [away. 

Lod.  Loving  soul !  Pr'ythee,  Frank,  take  her 

Dor,  Pray  let  me  kiss  ye  first.  Come,  Francis, 

Nobody  cares  for  us. 

[At  the  door  Francis  kisses  her.  Exeunt. 

Lod.  Well,  there  goes  a  couple  t  where  shall 
a  man  match  you,  indeed  ?  Hark,  Pambo  ? 

Jas,  Did  you  observe  ? 
.    Jov.  They  kissM ! 

Jas,  Peace. 

Lod.  And  intreat  madona  Lussuriosa  to  sup 
with  us ;  as  you  go,  tell  her  my  lady's  never  well 
but  in  her  company. 


Clown.  What  if  your  honour  invited  the  count 
Lorenzo  ?  he'll  be  so  melancholy,  now  his  bdy 
and  lie  are  parted  1 

Lod.  Pray  do  as  you  are  bid,  kind  sir,  and  let 
him  alone :  I'll  have  no  cuckold  sup  in  my  house 
to-night. 

Clown,  'Tis  a  vei7  hot  evening;  your  honour 
will  sup  in  the  garden  then. 

Lod,  Yes,  marry,  will  I,  sir ;  what's  that  to  yon  ? 

Clown.  Why  your  honour  was  ever  as  good 
as  your  word :  Keep  the  cuckolds  out  of  door, 
and  lay  a  cloth  for  my  lord  in  the  arboui^  gen- 
tlemen. [Exit. 

Lod.  I  have  been  these  three  months  about  a 
project. 

JoD.  What  is 't,  my  lord  ? 

Lod,  Why,  I  intend  to  compose  a  pamphlet 
of  all  my  wife's  virtues,  put  them  in  print,  and 
dedicate  them  to  the  duke,  as  ortbodoxal  direo* 
tions  against  he  marries. 

Jas.  Twill  give  him  apt  instmctioos,^  when 
he  does  marry,  to  pick  out  such  a  woman. 

Lod.  Pick  her!  where  will  he  pick  her?  as 
the  English  proverb  says.  He  may  as  soon  find  a 
needle  %n  a  bottle  of  hay.  Would  I  knew  wliat 
sins  she  has  committee!,  I  would  set  them  down 
all  one  with  another ;  they  would  serve  as  foils 
to  her  virtues :  but  I  do  think  she  has  none : 
d'  ye  think  she  has  any,  gentlemen  ? 

Jov.  Oh,  none,  sir,  but  has  some ! 

Lod.  Ay,  piddling  ones,  it  may  be ;  as  when 
a  pin  pricks  her  finger  to  cry  at  sight  on%  and 
throw  't  away ;  but  for  other  matters 

Jas.  Now  I  think  on  't,  sir,  I  have  a  device 
newly  begotten,  that,  if  you  be  so  desiroos  to  be 
resolv'd  of  her  perfections,  'twill  be  an  apt  means 
for  your  intelligence. 

Lod.  That  will  be  excellent ;  and  then  my 
book,  grounded  upon  mine  own  experience,  the 
report  of  my  judgment  in  the  choice  of  a  woman, 
will  sell  them  off  ftEister  than  the  compositor  can 
set  the  letters  together. 

Jas.  We  will  discourse  it  as  we  go:  mean 
time,  sir, 
Let  this  prepare  the  path  to  your  constnictioo» 
Conceit  and  confidence  are  jugglers  bom ; 
One  grafts  in  air,  t'  other  hides  the  real  horn. 

L^.  Well,  he  that  believes  he  has  horns,  has 
horns; 
And  Crede  quod  hahes  et  habesy  shall  be  my 
motto.  [ExewU. 

Enter  Patjdulpho  and  Spikoso. 

Spin.  The  powers  of  Venice  upon  our  con- 
fines ! 

Pan.  Yes ;  signor  Philippo,  it  seems,  ^having 
possess'd  hiin 


^ kmnngDossess^d  Atm.-"That  is,  ac^iuitjilerf,  or  Uifiimud  him.  So,  in  Every  Mfan  ta  his  Hummr^ 

A.  1.  S.  5f  Bobadil  says,  ^  Possess  no  gentleman  of  our  acquaintance  with  notice  of  my  lodging." 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Honest  Man*s  Fortune^  A.  ?.  S.  l : 

**  Sir,  I  am  very  well  pos$est  of  it.*' 
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To  still  the  child :  but  being  frighted  with% 
He  crj'd  the  more. 
Xod.  He !  Frank,  thou  get'st  boys. 
Fran,  In  dreams,  it  'seems,  sir. 
Dor.   Whereat  I  cry'd,  methought,  pointing 
to  thee. 
Away,  you  naughty  man,  you  are  not  this  child's 
father. 
LotL  Meaning  the  child  Francisco  got. 
Dor.  The  same:  and  then  I  wak*d  and  kbs*d 

thee. 
Ornnes,  A  pretty  merry  dream ! 

Enter  Jaspro. 

Jas.  Your  servant  tells  me, 
Count  Lodowick,  that  one  father  Antony, 
A  holy  man,  stays  without  to  speak  with  you. 

Lod.  With  me,  or  my  lady  ? 

Jtts.  Nay,  with  you,  and  about  earnest  busi- 
ness. 

Lod.  I'll  go  send  him  up,  and  he  shall  inter- 
pret my  lady*8  dream.    Hist,  Jnspro.     [Exeunt, 

Dor.  Why,  husband  !  my  lord ! 

Fran,  Didst  mark  ?  '^  He  must  interpret. 

Clapm.  I  smell  wormwood  and  vinegar. 

Ven,  She  changes  colour. 

Dor,  He  will  not  sure  reveal  confession  ! 

Ver.  We'll  rise  and  to  our  lodgings :  I  think 
your  highness 
Keeps  better  hours  in  Venice  ? 

Ven.  As  all  do,  sir : 
We  many  times  make  modest  mirth  a  necessity 
To  produce  ladies  dreams. 

Iran.  How  they  shoot  at  us !  Would  I  were 
in  Milan ! 
These  passages  fry  me. 

Enter  Jaspro  and  Lodovico. 

Jot,  Here's  strange  juggling  come  to  light.       i 


Ver.  Ha, juggling! 

Jas.  This  fryer  hath  confess'd  unto  count  Lo- 
dowick, 
That  his  lady  here,  being  absoiv'd, 
Confess'd  this  morning  to  him  here  in  her  own 

house, 
Her  man  Francisco  here,  had  lain  with  her. 
At   which  her  lord   runs  up    and    down    th? 

garden 
Like  one  distracted,  cryinsj,  Ware  horns,  ho. 
Dor.  Art  mad?  Deny  it  yet;   1  am  undone' 

else. 
Clown.  Father  Tony  I 

Lad.  I  confess  it,  I  deny  it,  ay  any  thing,  I 
do  every  thing,  I  do  nothing. 

Ver.  The  fryer's  fallen  frantick;   and  being 
mad. 
Depraves  a  lady  of  so  chaste  a  breast, 
A  bad  thought  never  bred  there. 

Dor,  Tis  ray  misfortune  still  to  suffer,  sir. 
Lod.  Did  you  not  see  one  slip  out  of  a  cloak- 
bag  i'  th'  fashion  of  a  flitch  of  bacon,  and  run 
under  the  table  amongst  the  hogs  ? 
Ven.  He's  mad,  he's  mad. 
Clown,  Ay,  ay,  atythe-pig;  'twas  overlaid  last 
night,  and  he  speaks  nonsense  all  the  day  niler — 
Dor,  Sliall  I,  sir,  suffer  this,  in  mine  own  house 

too? 
Clown,  I'd  scratch  out  *s  eyes  first. 
Ver.  Since,  lady,  you  and  your  man  Francisco 
Are  the  two  injur'd  persons,  here  disrobe 
This  irregular  son  of  his  religious  mother, 
£xpose  him  to  apparent  blush  of  shame. 
And  tear  those  holy  weeds  off. 

Fran.  Now  you,  my  frantick  brother, 
Had  you  not  been  better  spar*d  your  breath  ? 
Dor.  And  ye  keep  counsel,  sir,  no  better, 
We'll  ease  you  of  your  orders. 

Clown.  Nay,  let  me  have  a  hand  in  't:  I'll 


**  three  venues,  French.    Three  different  set-to's,  boutBj  a  technical  term.**    Several  instances  are 
tbere  produced,  to  which  may  be  added  the  following : 

Ben  JoDSon's  Every  Man  in  his  Humour,  A.  1.  S.  5 : 

'<  Mat,  Bat  one  venue,  sir. 

"  Bob.  Venue  !  fie,  a  most  gross  denomination  as  ever  I  heard.'* 

The  Old  Law,  by  Massinger,  Middleton,  and  Rowley,  A.  3.  S.  2 : 

"  To  give  your  perfum'd  worship  three  venues, 
A  sound  old  man  puts  his  thrust  better  home, 
Than  a  spic'd  young- man." 

Green's  Hisiorie  of  Fryer  Bacon  and  Fryer  Bongay,  Sign.  G  4.  edit.  1630 : 

"  Why  stand'st  thou,  Sirlsby,  doubrst  thou  of  thy  life? 
A  Veny,  man,  faire  Margret  craves  so  much." 

Fennor's  Compter's  Commonwealth,  1617,  p.  21 : 

^  Thus  are  my  yonng  novices  strucke  to  the  heart  at  the  first  venny,  and  dares  come  no  more  for 
fcare  of  as  sharpe  a  repulse."   .         "^ 

'^  He  must  interpret, — Former  editions  read,  /  must  interpret.  Francisco  seems  to  allude  to  Lodo- 
▼»co'8  last  words.        S.  P. 
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tear  the  coat  with  more  seal  than  a  puritan 
would  tear  a  surplice. 

Fran.  See  what  'tis  to  accuse  when  you're 

road. 
Dor,  I  confess  again  to  you  now,  sir,  this  man 

did  lie  with  me. 
Clown,  And  I  brought  him  to  her  chamber 
too :  but  come,  turn  out  here. 
Duke.  Who's  this? 
Omnet,  Tis  count  Lodowick. 
iorf.  How  dreams,  sweet  wife,  do  fall  out  true ! 
Clqwn,  I  was  a  dream*d,  now  I  remember,  I 
was  whipp'd  thro'  Verona. 

Lod,  I  was  your  confessor : 
Did  not  I  enjoin  your  chaste  nice  ladyship 
A  dainty  penance  ? 

Ja$,   And  she  performed  it  as  daintily,  sir, 

we'll  be  sworn  for  that. 
Dor,  Oh,  good  sir,  I  crave  your  pardon  ! 
Lod.  And  what  say  you,  Francis  ? 
Fran.  You  have  run  best,  sir :  vain  'tis  to  de- 
fend; 
Craft  sets  forth  swift,  but  still  fails  in  the  end. 
Lod,  You  brought  him  to  her  chamber,  Pambo. 
Clown.  Good,  my  lord,  I   was  merely  in- 
veigled to  't. 
Lod,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  ye,  I  take  no 
notice  of  ye;  I  have  play'd  my  part  oflF  to  th* 
life,  and  your  grace  promis'd  to  perform  yours. 
Ver,  And  publicly  we  will  still  raise  their 
hone: 
WIm)  e'er  knew  private  sin  'scape  public  shame? 
You,  sir,  that  do  appear  a  gentleman, 
Yet  are  within  slave  to  dishonest  passions, 
You  shall  thro*  Verona  ride  upon  an  ass 
"With  voor  face  towards  his  back-part,  and  in 
Your  hand  bis  tail  'steadof  abndle. 

Clown,  *Snai1s,  upon  an  ass !  an  't  'ad  been 
upon  an  horse,  it  had  been  worthy,  gramercy. 

Ver,  Peace,  sirrah : 
After  that,  you  shall  be  branded  in  the  forehead, 
And  after  banish'd.    Away  with  him  ! 

Fran,  Lust  is  stiU  [ings, 

Like  a  midnight-meal :  after  our  violent  driuk- 
Tis  swallowed  greedily ;  but  the  course  being 

kept. 
We  are  sicker  when  we  wake  than  ere  we  slept. 

[Exit. 


Clown.  He  must  be  branded !  if  the  wbor^ 
master  be  burnt,  what  shall  become  of  the  pro> 
curer? 

Ver,  You,  madam,  in  that  you  have  cozeo'd 
sanctity. 
To  promise  her  the  vows  you  never  paid. 
You  shall  unto  the  monastery  of  matrons, 
A  nd  spend  your  days  reclusive :  for  we  conceive  it 
Her  greatest  plague,  who  her  days  in  lust  hath 

past 
And  soii'd,  against  her  will  to  be  kept  chaste. 
Dor,  Your  doom  is  just,  no  sentence  can  be 
given 
Too  hard  for  her  plays  fast  and  loose  with  Heaven. 
Lod.  I  will  buss  thee,  and  bid  fair  weather 

after  thee.     But  for  you,  sirrah 

Clown,  Nay,  sir,  'tis  but  Crede  quod  kahe$y  et 
habesy  at  most ;  believe  I  have  a  halter,  and  I 
have  one. 

Ver.  You,  sirrah,  we  are  possessed,  were  their 
pander. 

Clown.  I  brought  but  flesh  to  flesh,  sir,  and 
your  grace  does  as  much  when  you  bring  your 
meat  to  your  mouth. 

Ver,  You,  sirrah,  at  a  cart's  tail  shall  be  whip'd 
Thro'  the  city. 

Clown.  There's  my  dream  out  already ;  but 
since  tliere  is  no  remedy  but  that  whipping-cheer 
must  close  up  my  stomach,  I  would  request  a 
note  from  your  grace  to  the  carman,  to  intreat 
him  to  drive  apace :  I  shall  never  endure  it  ebe. 
Ver.  I  hope,  count  Lodowick,  we  have. satis- 
fied ye. 

Lod.  To  th'  full ;  and  I  think  the  cuckold 
catch'd  the  cuckold-makers. 

Ver.  Twas  a  neat  penance;  but  oh!  the  ait 
of  woman  in  the  performance ! 

Lod.  Pshew,  sir,  'tis  nothing:  bad  she  been 
in  her  ^nam's  place. 
Had  not  the  devil  first  began  the  sin. 
And  cheated  her,  she  would  have  cheated  hint 
Ver.  Let  all  to  rest;  and,  noble  sir,  i' ch' moi^ 
ning, 
With  a  small  private  train,  we  are  for  Milan. 
Vice  for  a  time  may  shine,  and  virtue  sigli ; 
But  truth,  like  heaven's  sun,  plainly  doth  reveal, 
And  aconite  or  crown,  what  darkness  did  con- 
ceal. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Antonio,  and  a  Stave,  one  in  the 
other^s  habit, 

Slav€.  But,  faith,  sir,  what's  your  device  in 
this? 
This  change  instonates  some  projects 
iln^  ShaUIteUthee? 


Thou  art  my  slave,  I  took  thee  (then  a  Turk) 
In  the  fight  tliouknow'stwemadebefore  E^ermo: 
Thou  art  not  in  stricter  bondage  unto  me 
Than  I  am  unto  Cupid. 

Slave.  Oh  then  you  are  going,  sir. 
To  your  old  rendezvous ;  there  are  brave  ropwf 
there :  [spief 

But  the  duke  observes  yon  narrowly^  and  sets 
To  watch  if  you  step  that  way." 
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Ant.  Why  therefore,  man, 
Thus  many  times  I  have  chaiig*d  habits  with  thee. 
To  cheat  suspicion;  and  prejudicate  nature 
(Mistress  of  mclinations)  sure  intended 
To  knit  thee  up  so  like  me,  for  this  purpose; 
For  th*ast  been  taken  in  my  habit  for  me. 
SlaT)e.  Yes,  and  have  had  many  a  French 

cringe 
As  I  have  walk'd  i'  th'  park ;  and,  for  fear  of 

discovery, 
I  have  crown'd  it  only  with  a  nod. 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Ant.  Th'art  a  mad  villain. 
But,  sirrah,  I  am  wondrousiy  taken 
With  a  sweet  face  I  saw  yonder;  thou  know*st 
where. 
Siave,    At  Venus-college,  the  court  bawdy- 
house. 
Ant.  But  this  maid,  howsoever  she  came  there, 
Isacquainted  so  with  Heaven,  that  when  I  thought 
Tobavequench'dmy  firantick  blood,  and  to  have 

pluck*d 
The  fruit  a  kin^  would  leap  at;  even  then 
She  beat  me  with  such  brave  thunder  off,  as  if 
Heaven  had  lent  her  tlie  artillery  of  angeb. 
Siave.  She  was  coy  then  ? 
Ant,  Coy,  man  !  she  was  honest ;  lefl  coyness 
to  court-ladies : 
She  spake  the  language  of  the  saints,  methought. 
Holy  spectators  sate  on  silver  clouds. 
And  cUppM  their  white  wings  at  her  well-plac*d 

words. 
She  piece-meal  puU*d  the  frame  of  my  iutentions, 
And  so  join'd  it  again;  that  all  the  tempest 
Of  blood  can  never  move  it. 


Slave.  Some  rare  phoenix !  what's  her  name } 
Ant.  Tis  Millicentn,  and  wondrous  aptly. 
For  she  is  mistress  of  a  hundred  thousand  holy 

heavenly  thoughts. 
Chastely  I  love  her  now,  and  she  must  know  it : 
Such  wondrous  wealth  is  virtue,  it  makes  the 

woman 
Wears  it  about  her,  worthy  of  a  king; 
Since  kings  con  be  but  virtuous,  farewel. 
A  crown  is  but  the  care  of  deceiv'd  lite; 
He's  kin^  of  men,  is  crown'd  with  such  a  wife. 
[hxit  Antonio,  and  the  Lord  after  him. 
Slave.  '<*Are  your  thoughu  leveird  at  that 

white  then  ? 
'^  This  shall  to  th'  duke  your  dad,  sir;  he  can 

never  talk  with  me. 
But  he  twits  me  still  with,  I  took  thee  at  that 

fight 
We  made  before  Palermo ;  I  did  command 
Men  as  he  did  there,  Turks  and  valiant  men  : 
And  tho'  to  wind  myself  up  for  his  ruin, 
That  I  may  fall  and  crush  him,  I  appear 
To  renounce  Mahomet,  and  seem  a  Christian; 
'Tis  but  conveniently  to  stab  this  Christian, 
Or  any  way  confound  him,  and  'scape  cleanly. 
And  one  expects  the  deed:  to  hasten  it, 
This   letter  came  even  now,    which  likewise 

certifies 
He  waits  me  three  leagues  off,  with  a  horse  for 

flight 
Of  a  Turkish  captain,  commander  of  a  gaily. 
He  keeps  me  as  his  slave,  because  indeed 
I  play'd  the  devil  at  sea  with  him ;  but  having 
Thus  wrought  myself  into  him,  I  intend 
To  give  him  but  this  day  to  take  his  leave 
Of  the  whole  world.     He  will  come  back  by 

twilight : 


'^  Are  yom  thoughts  levelFd  at  that  white  then  ?—To  levell  or  to  hit  the  white,  were  phrases  taken  from 
archery,  and  often  used  by  our  ancient  writers.  The  white  was  the  mark,  at  which  archers  practised 
when  they  learned  to  shoot. 

Massinger's  Emperor  <if  the  East,  A.  4.  S.  3 : 

"  the  nnmortality  of  my  fame  is  the  white  I  shoot  at" 

BeaniBODt  and  Fletcher's  Fottr  Monti  Representations  in  one,  Vol.  X.  p.  539,  edit.  1778 : 

'^  And  let  your  thoughts  flee  higher ;  aim  them  right, 
Sir,  you  may  hit ;  you  have  the  fairest  white." 

Euphnes  and  lus  Engkmdy  1582  : 

*' vertne  is  the  white  we  shoot  at,  not  vanitie."    P.  11. 

*' he  glamiced  from  the  marke  Euphues  shot  at,  and  hit  at  last  the  white  which  Philautos 

setup."    P.  18. 

**  An  archer  saye  vou  is  to  be  knowen  by  his  aime,  not  by  his  arrowe :  but  your  aime  is  so  ill,  that 
if  yon  knewe  howe  farre  wide  from  the  white  your  shaft  sticketh,  you  would  hereafter  rather  hreake 
yoar  bowe  then  bend  it"    Ibid.  p.  57. 

'^  This  diaU,  6cc, — In  this  speech  are  to  be  found  the  outlines  of  the  character  ofZanga,  so  admir- 
ably drawn  by  Dr  Young.  The  plot  of  The  Revenge  i»  however  said  to  have  been  taken  from  Mrs 
BeWsplay  of  Abdelatar,  which  was  borrowed  from  Mario ws  Lnsts  Dominion:  or.  The  LaseiviouM 
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I'll  wait  Iiim  with  a  pistol.    Oh  sweet  revenge ! 
Laugh,  our  great  prophet,  he  shall  understand. 
When  we  think  death  farthest  off,  he's  nearest 
hand. 

£n/er  Philippo. 

Phil.  You  and  I  roust  meet  no  more,  sir: 
There's  your  kick  again.     [Kicks  him. 
Slave.  Hold,  hold;  what  mean  you,  sir? 

JPAi7.  I  have  brought  your  kick  back,  sir 

[Shoots  him. 

Slave.  Hold,  roan,  I  am  not [Falls. 

Fhil.  Thou  hast  spoken  true,  thou  art  not 

What  art  thou  ? 

But  I  am  for  Verona.  [Exit. 

Slave.  Mine  own  words  catch  me ;  'tis  1  now 

understand. 

When  we  think  death  farthest  off,  he's  nearest 

hand.  [Dies, 

Enter  Loeehzo. 

Lor.  She  lives  not  sure  in  Milan  :  report  but 

wore 
Her  usual  habit,  when  she  told  in  Verona, 
81  le  met  Abstemia  here.    Oh,  Abstemia ! 
Jlow  lovely  thou  look'st  now  !  now  thou  appearest 
Chaster  than  is  the  morning's  modesty, 
That  rises  with  a  blush,  over  whose  bosom 
The  western  wind  creeps  softly :  now  I  remember 
How,  when  she  sat  at  table,  her  obedient  eye 
Would  dwell  on  mine,  as  if  it  were  not  well. 
Unless  it  look'd  where  I  look'd  :  Oh  how  proud 
She  WHS,  when  she  could  cross  herself  to  please 

me! 
But  where  now  is  this  fair  soul  ?  like  a  silver 

cloud 
She  hath  wept  herself,  I  fear,  into  th*  dead  sea. 
And  will  be  found  no  more :  this  makes  me  mad, 
'  B  To  rave  and  call  on  death ;  but  the  slave  shrinks, 
And  is  as  far  to  find  as  she*    Abstemia, 
If  thou  not  answer  or  appear  to  knowledge, 
That  here  with  shame  I  sought  thee  in  this  wood, 
I'll  leave  the  blushing  witness  of  my  blood,[Exit. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Milan,  Sebastiano, 
Sanchio,  and  the  Lord, 

Mil.  Followed  you  him  thus  far? 
jAtrd.  Just  to  this  place,  sir: 
The  sluve  he  loves  left  him';  here  they  parted. 
Mil.  Certain  he  has  some  private  haunt  this 
way. 


Seh,  Ha! private  indeed,  sir:  OfabeboM 

and  see 
Where  he  lies  full  of  wounds  ! 
Lord.  My  lord. 
Mil.  My  son  Antonio !  who  hath  done  this 

deed? 
iSctii.  My  lord  Antonio ! 
Mil.  He's  gone,  he's  gone !  warm  yet,  bleeds 
fresh ;  and  whilst 
We  here  hold  passion  play,  we  but  advantage 
The  fiying  murderer.     Bear  his  body  gently 
Unto  the  lodge.     Oh,  what  hand  hath  so  bid 
That  sunlike  face  behind  a  crimson  cloud  I 
Use  all  means  possible  for  life :  but  I  fear 
Charity  will  arrive  too  late.    To  horse, 
Disperse  thro'  the  wood,  run,  ride,  make  way, 
The  sun  in  Milan  is  eclips'd  this  day. 
Omnes,  To  horse,  ana  raise  more  pursuit 

[Eieuid. 

Enter  Lorenzo  with  his  sword  drawn. 

Lor,  Abstemia !    Oh  take  her  name,  yoQ 
winds,  upon  your  wings. 
And  thro'  the  wanton  region  of  the  air 
Softly  convey  it  to  her :  there's  no  sweet  suf- 

ferance. 
Which  bravely  she  pass'd  through,  but  is  a  thorn 
Now  to  my  sides :  my  will  the  center  stood 
To  all  her  chaste  endeavours :  all  her  actions, 
With  a  perfection  perpendicular. 
Pointed  upon  it.    She  is  lost !  oh,  she. 
The  well-built  fort  of  virtue's  victory  ! 
For  still  she  conquer'd :  since  she  is  lost,  then. 
My  friendly  sword,  find  thou  my  heart. 

Within,  Follow,  follow. 

Enter  the  Duke  o/* Milan,  Sanchio,  and 
Sebastiano. 

Mil,  This  way,  wliat's  he?  lay  hands  on  bin. 
Set,  The  murd'rer,  on  my  life,  my  lord,  ben? 
in  the  wood 
Was  close  beset,  he  would  have  slain  himselC 
Mil.   Speak,    villain,    art  thou   the  bloody 

murderer  ? 
Lor,  Of  whom? 
San.  His  dissembled  ignorance  speaks  him 

the  roan. 
Seh,  Of  the  duke's  son,  the  prince  Antoaio,  sir ; 
Twas  your  hand  that  kill'd  him. 
Lor,  Your  lordship  lyes,  it  was  my  sword. 
Mil.  Out,  slave! 
Ravens  shall  feed  upon  thee :  speak,  what  ct8» 


^B  To  race  and  call  on  death,  Sec, — So,  in  Cymbeline,  A.  5.  S.  3 : 

" 1,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd, 

Could  not  find  death,  where  I  did  hear  him  groan ; 
Nor  feel  him,  where  he  struck  :  being  an  n^y  monster, 
'TIS  strange,  he  hides  him  in  fresh  cups,  sofx  beds, 
Sweet  words ;  or  hath  more  ministers  than  we 
Tliat  draw  bis  knives  i'  th'  war,*' 
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Hadst  thou  with  one  unhappy  wound  to  cloud 
That  star  of  Milan  ? 

Lor,  Because  be  was  an  erring  star, 
Not  fix*d  nor  regular ;  I  will  resolve  nothing : 
I  did  it,  do  not  repent  it ;  and  were  it 
To  do  again,  I'd  do't. 
.  Omnet,  Blood-thirsty  villain ! 
Mil,  Leave  him  to  swift  destruction,  tortures^ 
and  death. 
Oh  my  Antonio !  how  did  thy  youth  stray, 
To  meet  wild  winter  in  the  midst  of  May) 
Lor»  Oh,  my  Abstemia !  who  cast  thy  fate  so 
bad, 
'^  To  clip  affliction,  like  a  husband  clad  ?  [  Exeunt, 

'Enter  Antokio  and  Abstemia. 

Ab,  Good  sir,  the  prince  makes  known  his 

wisdom. 
To  make  you  speaker  in  his  cause. 

Ant,  Me?   know,  mistress, 
I  have  felt  love*s  passions  equal  with  himself, 
And  can  discourse  of  love's  cause  :  had  you  seen 

him 
Wnen  he  sent  me  to  ye,  how  truly  he  did  look  ; 
And  when  your  name  siip'd  thro*  his  trembling 

lips, 
A  lorer*5  lovely  paleness  straight  possess'd  him. 
Ab.  Fie,  fie. 
Ant,  Go,  says  he,  to  that  something  more 

than  woman, 
(And  be  look'd  as  if  by  something  he  meant  saint,) 
Tell  her  I  saw  heaven's  army  in  her  eyes. 
And  that  from  her  chaste  heart  such  excellent 

goodness 
Came  like  full  rivers  flowing,  that  there  wants 

nothing 
Bat  hersofl  yielding  will,  to  make  her  wife 
Unto  the  prince  Antonio.     Oh,  will  you  fly 
A  fortune  which  great  ladies  would  pursue 
Upon  their  knees  with  prayers? 

Ab.  No,  Lorenzo, 
Had  law  to  this  new  love  made  no  denial : 
A  chaste  wife's  truth  shines  thro'  the  greatest 

trial. 

Enter  Morbo. 

Mor.  How  now,  what  makes  you  i'  th*  wood 
here?  Where's  my  old  lady? 

Ab.  I  know  not. 

Mor.  All  the  country's  in  an  uproar  yonder : 
tlie  prince  Antonio's  slain. 

AJnbo.  How ! 

Mor.  Nay,  no  man  can  tell  how ;  but  the 
murd'rer  witb's  sword  in's  band  is  taken. 

Ant,  Is  he  of  Milan  ? 

Mor.  No,  of  Verona :  I  heard  his  name,  and 
I  have  forgot  it. 

Ant.  I  am  all  wonder ;  'tis  the  slave  sure  ! 

Mor,  Loi>—Lox^— Lorenzo, 


Ab,  Ha,  Lorenzo !  What,  I  pray  ? 

Mor.  Lorenzo  Me — Medico  has  run  him  in 
the  eye,  some  thirty-three  inches,  two  barley- 
corns; they  could  scarce  know  him  for  the  blood, 
but  by  his  apparel.  I  must  find  out  my  lady ; 
he  us'd  our  house,  intelligence  has  been  given  of 
his  pilgrimage  thither :  I  am  afiraid  I  shall  be 
sing'd  to  death  with  torches,  and  my  lady  stew'd 
between  two. dishes. 

Ant.  Why  hath  this  thus  amazM  you,  mistress? 

Ab.  Oh  leave  me,  leave  me,  I  am  all  distrac- 
tion. 
Struck  to  the  soul  with  sorrow. 

Enter  Milan,  Lords,  and  Lorenzo  guarded. 

Ant.  See  where  they  come  ! 
My  father  full  of  tears  too  !  I'll  stand  by : 
Strange  changes  must  have  strange  discovery. 

Ab.  Tis  he :  heart,  how  thou  Teap'st !  Oh  ye 
deluded. 
And  full  of  false  rash  judgment !  why  do  ye  lead 
Innocence  like  a  sacrifice  to  slaughter  ? 
Get  garlands  rather,  let  palm  and  laurel  round 
Those  temples,  where  such  wedlock-truth  is  found. 

Lor.  Ha? 

Omnci.  Wedlock ! 

Ab.  Oh  Lorenzo !  thou  hast  sufler'd  bravely. 
And  wond'rous  far :  look  on  roe,  here  I  come 
Hurried  by  conscience  to  confess  the  deed : 
Thy  innocent  blood  will  be  too  great  a  burthen 
Upon  the  judge's  soul. 

Lor.  Abstemia! 

Ab.  Look,  look. 
How  he  will  blind  ye !  by  and  by  he'll  tell  ye 
We  saw  not  one  another  many  a  day ; 
In  love's  cause  we  dare  make  our  lives  away. 
He  would  redeem  mine:  'tis  my  husband,  sir; 
Dearly  we  love  together :  but  1  being  often 
By  the  dead  prince  your  son  solicited 
To  wrong  my  husband's  bed,  and  still  resisting. 
Where  you  found  him  dead,  he  met  me,  and  the 

place 
Presenting  opportunity,  he  would  there 
Have  forc'd  roe  to  his  will ;  but  prizing  honesty 
Far  above  proffer'd  honour,  with  my  knife, 
In  my  resistance,  most  unfortunately 
I  struck  him  in  the  eye :  he  fell,  was  found. 
The  pursuit  rais'd,  and  ere  I  could  get  home 
My  husband  met  me,  I  confess'd  all  to  him : 
He  excellent  in  love  as  the  sen-inhabitant. 
Of  whom  'tis  writ,  that  when  the  flatt'ring  hook 
Has  struck  his  female,  he  will  help  her  off, 
Altho'  he  desperately  put  on  himself; 
But  if  he  fiaiil,  and  see  her  leave  his  eye, 
He  swims  to  land,  will  languish,  and  there  die : 
Such  is  his  love  to  me ;  for  pursu'd  closely, 
He  bid  me  save  myself,  and  he  would  stay 
With  his  drawn  sword,  there  about  the  place,  on 
purpose 
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To  requite  my  loyalty,  tho'  with  his  deatli. 
Fear  forc'd  my  acceptance  then,  but  conscience 
Hath  brought  me  back  to  preserve  innocence. 

Seb.  The  circumstances  produce  probability. 

Lor.  By  truth  herself^  she  slanders  truth :  she 
and  I 
Have  not  met  these  many  months.     Oh  my 

Abstemia ! 
Thou  wouldst  be  now  too  excellenL 

Ant.  These  are  strange  turns. 

Mil.  Let  not  love  strangle  justice;  speak,  on 
thy  soul, 
Was  it  her  hand  that  slew  the  prince  ? 

Lor.  Not,  on  my  life ; 
Tis  I  have  deserv'd  deulh. 

Ab.  Love  makes  him  despemte. 
Conscience  is  my  accuser.    Oh  Lorenzo  ! 

[The  Duke  and  Lord%  wh'uper. 
Live  thou,  aud  feed  on  my  remembrance : 
When  thou  shalt  think  how  ardently  I  love  thee, 
Drop  but  a  pair  of  tears,  from  those  fair  eyes. 
Thou  odfer'st  truth  a  wealthy  sacrifice. 

Lor,  Did  ye  hear,  sir? 

MiL  No^  what  said  she  ? 

Lor.  She  ask'd  me  why  I  would  cast  myself 
away  thus. 
When  she  in  love  devised  tliis  trick  to  save  me. 

Sun.  There  may  be  juggling,  sir,  in  this;  it 
may  be  ' 
They  have  both  hands  i*  th*  deed,  and  one  in  love 
Would  suflFer  for't. 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Mil.  What  news  ? 

Lord.  The  dukes  of  Venice  and  Verona, 
With  some  small  train  of  gentlemen,  are  privately 
This  hour  come  to  th*  court. 

Mil.  Bear  them  to  prison, 
Until  we  have  given  such  entertainment,  sorrow 
Will  give  us  leave  to  shew :  until  that  time 
The  satisfaction  of  my  lost  son's  life 
Must  hover  *twixt  a  husband  and  a  wife. 

\Exeunt.  Manet  Antonio. 

Ant.  How  strangely  chance  to-day  runs !  the 
slave  kiird 
In  my  apparel,  and  this  fellow  taken  fbr't. 
Whom  to  my  knowledge  1  never  saw.    She  loves 

him 
Past  all  expression  dearly.    I  have  a  trick, 
Jn  that  so  mfinitely  dear  she  loves  him. 
Has  seal'd  her  mine  already;  aud  Til  put 
This  wondVous  love  of  woman  to  such  a  nonplus. 
Time  hath  produc*d  none  stranger.    I  will  set 
Honour  and  Love  to  fight  for  life  and  death. 
Beauty  (as  castles  built  of  cards)  witli  a  breath 
Is  levelPd  and  laid  flat. 

Enter  Philippo,  putting  on  a  disguise,  lays 
down  a  pistol. 

Phil.  Misery  of  ignorance ! 
It  was  the  prince  Autonio  I  have  slain,    [vell'd. 

Ant,  Ha !  the  clew  of  all  this  error  is  unrar 
This  is  the  valiant  gentleman  so  threatened  me ; 


He  met  the  lUve  doubtless  in  my  habit, 
And  seaPd  upon  him  his  mbtaken  spleen. 
If  it  be  so,  there  liangs  some  strange  intent 
In  those  accuse  themselves  for*t. 

rhil.  It  seems  some  other  had  laid  the  plot  to 
kill  him. 
This  paper,  I  found  with  hun,  speaks  as  mocfa. 
And  sent  to  the  intended  murderer, 
Happen'd  it  seems,  to  his  hands.     It  concurs ; 
For  they  say,  there  is  one  taken  for  the  f»<:t. 
And  will  do  me  the  courtesy  to  be  hang*d  for  me. 
[Antonio  takes  up  tkepisUU. 
There's  comfort  yet  in  that.    So,  so,  I  am  fitted. 
And  will  set  forward. 

Ant.  Goose,  there's  a  fox  in  your  way. 

Phil.   Betray'd ! 

Ant.  Come,  I  have  other  business  afoot;  I 
have  no  time  to  discover  'em  now,  sir.  See,  I 
can  enforce  yon ;  but  by  this  hand,  go  but  with 
me,  and  keep  your  own  counsel.  Garden-houses 
are  not  truer  bawds  to  cuckold-making,  than  I 
will  be  to  thee  and  thy  stratagem. 

Phil.  Th'  art  a  mad  knave ;  art  serious  ? 

Ant.  As  a  usurer  when  he's  telling  interestr 
money. 

Phil.  Whnte'er  thou  art,  thy  bluntness  begets 
belief.     Go  on,  I  trust  thee. 

Ant.  But  I  have  more  wit  than  to  trust  you 
behind  me,  sir;  pray,  get  you  before.  I  have  a 
friend  shall  keep  you  in  custody  till  I  have  pass*d 
a  project;  and  if  you  can  keep  your  own  coun- 
sel, I  will  not  injure  you.  And  this  for  your 
comfort,  the  prince  lives. 

Phil.  Living !  Thou  mak'st  ray  blood  dance. 
But  pr'ythee,  let's  be  honest  one  to  another. 

^11^.' Oh,  sir,  as  the  justice's  clerk  and  the 
constable,  when  they  share  the  crowns  that 
drunkards  pay  to  the  poor.  Pray  keep  fair  dis- 
tance, and  take  no  great  strides.  [Ejeemnt, 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Abstemia,  as  in  prison. 

Lor.  Can  then  Abstemia  forgive  Lorenzo  ? 

Ab.  Yes,  if  Lorenzo  can  but  love  Abstemia, 
She  can  thus  hang  upon  his  neck,  and  call 
This  prison  True  Love's  Palace. 

Lor.  Oh  let  kings 
Forget  their  crowns,  that  know  what  'tis  to  enjoy 
The  wond'rous  wealth  of  one  so  good.     Now 
Thou  art  lovely  as  a  young  spring,  and  comely 
As  is  the  well-spread  oedar ;  the  fair  fruit, 
Kiss'd  by  the  sun  so  daily,  that  it  wears 
The  lovely  blush  of  maids,  seems  but  to  mock 
Thy  souPs  integrity.    Here  let  me  fail ; 
And  with  pleading  sighs  beg  |>ardon. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ab.  Sir,  it  meets  you, 
Like  a  glad  pilgrim,  whose  destriog  eye 
Longs  for  the  long-wish'd  altar  of  his  vow* 
l3ut  you  are  far  too  prodigal  in  praise, 
And  crown  me  with  the  garlands  of  your  merit. 
As  we  meet  barks  on  rivers,  the  strone  gale, 
(Being  best  friends  to  us,)  our  own  swift  motion 
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Makes  os  believe  that  t'other  uimbler  rovrs ; 
Swift  virtae  thinks  small  goodoess  fastest  goes. 
hoT,  Sorrow  bath  bravely  sweetened  thee ! 

What  are  you  ? 
Ant,  A  displeasant  black  cloud.    Tho*  I  ap- 
pear dismal, 
I  am  wond'rous  fruitful.    What  cause  soever 
Mov'd  you  to  take  this  murder  on  yourself. 
Or  you  to  strike  yourself  into  the  hazard 
For  his  redemption,  'tis  to  me  a  stranger. 
But  I  coiiceive  you  are  both  innocent. 

lor.  As  new-born  virtue.     I  did  accuse 
My  innocence,  to  rid  roe  of  a  life 
Look'd  uglier  than  death,  upon  an  injury 
I  had  dooe  this  virtuous  wife. 

Ah,  And  I  accus'd 
My  iunocence,  to  save  the  belov*d  life 
Of  my  most  noble  husband. 

Ani.  Why  then  now  'twould  grieve  you, 
Death  should  unkindly  part  ye. 

Lor.  Oh  but  that,  sir, 
We  have  no  sorrow.    Now  to  part  from  her, 
(Since  Heaven  bath  new-married  and  new-made 

us,) 
I  bad  rather  leap  into  a  den  of  lions ; 
Saatcb  from  a  hungry  bear  her  bleeding  prey : 
I  would  attempt  desperate  impossibilities  . 
With  hope,  rather  than  now  to  leave  her. 
Ant,  This  makes  for  me. 
Ab,  And  rather  than  leave  you,  sir,  I  would 
eat 
Hot  coals  with  Portia,  or  attempt  a  terror 
Nature  would,  snail-like,  shrink  her  head  in  at. 
And  tremble  but  to  think  on. 

Ant,  Better  and  better ! 
If  yon  so  love  him,  what  can  you  conceive 
The  greatest  kindness  can  express  that  love  ? 
Ah,  To  save  his  life,  since  there  is  no  hope, 
Seeing  he  so  stroligly  has  confess*d  the  murder, 
We  shall  meet  the  liappiness  to  die  together. 
Ant,  Fire  casts  the  bravest  heat  in  coldest 
weather : 
rU  try  bow  ardently  you  bum ;  for  know, 
Upon  m^  faith,  and  as  I  am  a  gentleman, 
I  have  (in  the  next  room,  and  in  the  custody 
Of  a  true  friend)  the  man  that  did  the  deed 
YoQ  stand  accus'd  for. 
Ah,  Hark  there,  Lorenzo. 
har.  Will  you  not  let  him  go,  sir? 
Ant,  Tliat't  in  suspense.    But,  mistress,  you 
did  say 
You  durst  eat  coals  with  Portia,  to  redeem 
The  infinitely  lov'd  life  of  yonr  husband. 
Ah,  And  still  strongly  protest  it. 
Lor,  Oh  my  Abstemia ! 
Ant,  You  smH  redeem  him  at  an  easier.rate: 
I  have  the  murderer,  yoq  see,  in  hold. 
Lor.  And  we  are  bless'd  in  your  discovery  of 
him. 


Ant,  If  you  will  give  consent  that  I  shall  taste 
That  sense-bereaving  pleasure  so  familiar 
Unto  your  happy  husband* 

Ah.  How? 

Ant,  Pray  hear  me: 
Then  I  will  give  this  fellow  up  to  the  law. 
If  you  deny,  horses  stand  ready  for  us, 
A  bark  for  transportation;  where  we  will  live 
Till  law  by  death  hath  sever'd  ye. 

Jjir.  But  we  will  call  for  present  witness. 

-^n^Lookye^ [Skews  the  pUtoL 

Experienced  navigators  still  are  fitted 

For  every  weather.     Tis  almost  past  call 

To  reach  the  nimblest  ear:  yet  but  offer  it, 

I  part  ye  presently  for  ever.     Consider  it : 

The  enjoying  him  thou  so  entirely  lov'st 

All  thy  life  aher;  that  when  mirth-spent  time 

Hath  crown'd  your  beads  witli  honour,  you  may 

nit 
And  tell  delightful  stories  of  your  loves; 
And  when  ye  come  to  that  poor  minute's  'scape 
Crowns  my  desire,  ye  may  let  that  slip  by. 
Like  water  that  ne'er  meets  the  miller's  eye. 
Compare  but  this  to  th'  soon-forgotten  pleasure 
Of  a  pair  of  wealthy  minutes.    The  ^^  thriftiest 

lapidary 
Knows  the  most  curious  jewel  takes  no  harm 
For  one  day's  wearing.     Could  yon,  sir,  (did 

your  eye 
Not  see  it  worn)  your  wife  having  lent  your  cloak, 
(If  secretly  retum'd  and  folded  up,) 
Could  you  conceive,  when  you  next  look'd  upon't» 
It  had  neatly fnmish*d  out  a  poor  friend's  want? 
Be  charitable,  and  think  on't.   • 

Lor,  Do'st  hear,  Abstemia  ? 
Oh  shall  we  part  for  ever,  when  a  price 
So  poor  might  be  our  freedom  ? 

Ab,  Now,  Goodness  guard  ye ! 
Where  learnt  you,  sir,  this  language? 

Lor,  Of  true  love. 
You  did  but  now  profess,  that  you  would  die 
To  save  my  life ;  and  now,  like  a  forward  chap- 
man, 
Catch'd  at  thy  word,  thou  giv'st  back,  asham'd 
To  stand  this  easy  proffer. 

Ab,  Could  you  live, 
And  know  yourself  a  cuckold  ? 

Ant,  What  a  question's  that  ? 
Many  men  cannot  live  without  the  knowledge. 
How  can  ye  tell 

Whether  she  seems  thus  to  respect  your  honour, 
But  to  stay  till  the  law  has  choak'd  you  ? 
It  may  be  then  she  will  do't  with  less  intreaty. 

Lor.  Ay,  there,  there  'tis. 

Ab.  Tis  your  old  fit  of  jealousy  so  judges. 
A  foul  devil  talks  within  hjm. 

Lor,  Oh  the  art. 
The  wond'rous  art  of  woman !  ye  would  do  it 
daintily ; 
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You  woald  juggle  me  to  death;  you  would  per- 
suade me 
I  should  die  nobly  to  preserve  your  honour ; 
Tliat  dead,  ignobly  you  might  prove  dishonour- 
Forget  me  in  a  day,  and  wed  another. 
Jb.  Why  then  would  I  have  died  (or  you? 
Ant.  That  was  but  a  pro6fer, 
That  dying  you  might  idolize  her  love : 
Twould  have  put  her  oflf  the  better. 
'  Lor.  Oh  you  have  builded 
A  golden  palace,  strew'd  with  palm  and  roses, 
To  let  me  bleed  to  death  in  !  How  sweetly 
You  would  have  lost  me !    Abstemia,  you  have 

learn'd 
The  cunning  fowler's  art,  who  pleasantly 
Whistles  the  bird  into  the  snare.   Good  Heaven  ! 
How  you  had  strew'd  the  enticing  top  o*  th'  cup 
With  Arabian  spices !    But  you  had  laid  i'  th' 

bottom 
Ephesian  aconite.    You  are  love's  hypocrite; 
A  rotten  stick,  in  the  night's  darkness  born. 
And  a  fair  poppy  in  a  field  of  corn. 

Ab.  Oh  sir !  hear  me—  [Kneels, 

Lor,  Away ;  I  will  no  more 
Look  pearl  in  mud.  Oh  sly  hypocrisy !  Durst  ye 
But  now  die  for  me !  Good  Heaven !  die  for  me ! 
The  greatest  act  of  pain,  and  dare  not  buy  me 
With  a  poor  minute's  pleasure  ? 

Ab.  No,  sir,  I  dare  not :  there  is  little  pain  in 
death; 
But  a  great  death  in  every  little  pleasure. 
I  had  rather,  trust  me,  bear  your  death  with 

honour. 
Than  buy  your  Hfe  with  baseness.    As  I  am  ex- 

pos'd 
To  the  greatest  battery  Beauty  ever  fought, 
Oh  blame  me  not  if  I  be  covetous 
To  come  off  with  greatest  honour.    If  I  do  this 
To  let  you  live,  I  kill  your  name,  and  give 
My  soul  a  wound;  I  crush  her  from  sweet  grace. 
And  change  her  angel's  to  a  fury's  face. 
Try  me  no  more  then ;  but,  if  you  must  bleed, 

boast, 
To  preserve  honour,  life  is  nobly  lost. 

Lor,  Thou  wealth  worth  more  than  kingdoms, 
I  am  now 
Confirm'd  past  all  suspicion,  thou  art  far 
Sweeter  in  thy  sincere  truth,  than  a  sacrifice 
Deck'd  up  for  death  with  garlands.    *'  The  In- 
dian winds, 


That  blow  off  from  the  coast,  and  cheer  theauTor 
With  the  sweet  savour  of  their  spice?,  want 
The  delight  flows  in  thee.   Look  here,  look  herp. 
Oh  man  of  wild  desires !  We  will  die  the  martyrs 
Of  marriage;  and,  'stead  of  the  loose  ditties 
With  which  they  sub  sweet  modesty,  and  in- 

gender 
Desires  in  the  hot-room,  thy  noble  story 
Shall,  laurel-like,  crown  honest  ears  with  ^ry. 
Ant,  Murder,  murder,  murder ! 

Enter  tite  three  Dukes,  with  Lords, 

Mil.  Ha !  who  cries  murder  ? 
Phil.  As  y'are  a  gentleman,  now  be  true  to  me. 
Ab.  Sir! 
Ven,  Sister! 

Ver.  My  shame  I  art  thou  tliere?  ' 
Ven.  Oh  sister,  can  it  be 
A  prince's  blood  should  stain  that  white  hand? 
Ambo,  Hear  us. 

Ant,  No,  no,  no,  hear  me:   'twas  I  cry'd 
murder ; 
Because  I  have  found  them  both  staio'd  widi  the 

deed 
They  would  have  throttled  me. 

Lor.  Hear  us,  by  all 

Mil.  Upon  your  lives  be  silent.  Speak  on,  w: 
Had  they  both  hands  in  our  son*s  blood  ? 

Ant,  Two  hands  apiece,  sir. 
I  have  sifted  it:  they  both  have  kill'd  the  prince; 
But  this  is  the  chief  murderer.    Please  you  give 

me  audience ; 
Ye  shall  wonder  at  the  manner  how  they  kill'd 
him. 
Mil,  Silence! 

Ant.  He  came  first  to  tliis  woman,  and  (truth's 
truth) 
He  would  have  lain  with  her. 
Mil,  Her  own  confession. 
Ant.  Nay,  good  your  grace. 
Mil,  We  are  silent. 

Ant,  Coming  to  seize  upon  her,  with  the  first 
blow 
She  struck  his  base  intent  so  brave  a  buffet. 
That  there  it  bled  to  death.    She  said,  his  horse 
Would  teach  him  better  manners.     There  be 
died  once. 
Ver.  What  does  this  fellow  talk  ? 
Ab,  I  understand  him. 

Ant.  He  met  her  next  i'  th*  wood,  where  be 
was  found  dead : 


the  Indi4m  windsy  &c. — So,  Milton,  in  Paradise  Lost,  B.  4.  1. 159 : 

" As  when  to  them  who  sail 

Beyond  the  Cape  of  Hope,  and  now  are  past 

Mozambic,  off  at  sea  north-east  winds  blow 

Sabean  odors  from  the  spicy  shore 

Of  Araby  the  blest:  with  such  delay 

Well  pleas'd  they«lack  their  conrse,  and  many  a  league 

Chear'd  with  the  gratefbl  smell  old  Ocean  smiles." 
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With  the  passages  that  pate'd  upon  his  sister. 
Embassadors  were  dispaich'd  to  Bergamo, 
Where  then  his  forces  lay ;  who  thus  retum'd. 
That  he  came  not  a  public  foe  unto  Verona, 
Bat  to  require  justice  against  count  Lorenzo, 
To  approve  bis  sister  innocent. 

^in.  What  witness, 
Proo^  or  apparent  circumstance,  builds  lie 
His  bold  attempt  upon  f 

Pan,  Ue  sim,  besides 
The  honour  of  Philippo,  he  has  proof 
So  uoresistable  to  amrm  the  plot 
Of  count  Lorenso,  that  he  only  crav*d 
(Hostages  being  render*d  for  their  safe  returns) 
Here  in  the  senate  ciiainber  tlie  fair  trial 
Might  publicly  be  censured :  and  by  this 
They  are  at  hand. 

Enter  at  one  door  Duke  o^  Venice,  Philippo, 
and  Lords,  At  the  other,  Duke  o^ Verona, 
Jaspro,  Jovaki,  Lorenzo  guarded.  A  Bar 
Kt  out.     The  Ut  Slave. 

Ver.  Fair  sir,  the  presence  is  level'd  for  your 
li^evances. 

Yen.  First  summon   to  the  bar  the  count 
Lorenzo. 

Tan.  Lorenzo  Medico,  stand  to  the  bar. 

Lor.  I  do  stand  to  the  bar. 

Ven.  I  come  not  here,  witness  the  good  man's 
comfort, 
To  add  one  step  unto  my  territories;  and  tho*  I 

burden 
The  oei^hbour-bosom  of  my  confines  with 
The  weight  of  armour,  or  do  wound  your  breast 
(My  dukedom's  ncmr  next  neighbour)  with  the 

hoofs 
Of  war-appareird  horses,  'tis  not  to  seek 
For  martiad  honours,  but  for  civil  justice : 
Conceive  mine  liouour  wounded ;  a  eister*s  sliame 
It  an  unpleasant  spot  upon  our  arms ; 
Yet  that  we  come  not  here  to  sanctify 
A  sister^s  sin  ;  for  if  she  be  so  prov*d, 
Shame  sleep  within  her  epitaph,  and  brand  her; 
Let  bears  and  wolves  that  angel's  liice  confound. 
Gives  goodness  such  a  foul  unfriendly  wound : 
Bat  if  she  chaste  be  prov*d,  what  balm  can  cure 
A  wounded  name  ?  As  he  that  not  inflicts 
The  hitter  stroke  of  law  upon  the  strom|)et. 
Fattens  the  sad  afflictions  of  a  thousand: 
So  who  but  stains  an  honest  woman's  name. 
Plagues  are  yet  kept  for  him,  steel  is  no  defence, 
Fur  the  unciean  tongne  injures  innocence. 
I  affirm  my  sister  wrong'd,  wronged  by  this  man. 
This  that  has  wronged  pure  judgment,  and  thrown 

poison 
Upon  the  foce  of  truth ;  and  upon  him 
I  leek  a  sacisiaction. 

Lor.  I  reply ; 
The  law  must  give  yon  satisfoctioo. 
That  justly  did  divorce  us :  I  appeal 
To  the  whtole  consiliadory,  if  equal  law, 
la  her  progression,  went  a  step  astray, 
BiUier  by  proof  or  information. 

VOL.    III. 


Let  the  duke  speak  (not  as  he  is  my  kinsman) 

If  I  produced  not  legally  in  court, 

Besides  mine  own  assertion,  (which  even  reason 

Grounded  on  probability,)  two  of  my  servants. 

That  upon  oath  afiirm'd  they  saw  your  sister 

Even  in  the  very  act  of  sin  and  shame. 

With  that  Philippo  there  :  blume  me  not  then, 

sir, 
If  I  return  an  error  to  your  cause. 
Reason  (the  base  whereon  we  build  the  laws) 
You  injiu'e  in  this  action,  give  her  the  lye  : 
Who  dares  not  build  his  faith  upon  his  eye  } 
They  swore  what  they  did  ke ;  and  men  still 

fear, 
(Reason  concludes,)  wliat  they  not  see,  to  swear. 
Ver.  You  hear  my  kinsman's  answer. 
Fan.  And  'tis  requisite 
That  you  produce  your  author :  it  is  held 
Mere  maaness  on  a  hill  of  sand  to  build. 

FhiL  The  foundation-work  is  mine, 
And  that  I  answer :  he  builds  on  truth. 
The  good  man's  mistress,  and  not  in  the  sanc- 
tuary 
Of  this  injur'd  brother's  power,  but  the  mtegrity 
And  glory  of  the  cause :  I  throw  the  pawn 
Of  my  afflicted  honour,  and  on  that 
I  opanly  affirm  ybur  absent  lady 
Chastity's  well-knit  abstract;  snow  in  the  foil, 
Purely  refin'd  by  the  bleak  northern  blast, 
Not  freer  from  a  soil ;  the  thoughts  of  infants 
But  httle  nearer  Heaven ;  and  if  these  (princes 
Please  to  permit,  before  their  guilty  thoughts 
Injure  another  hour  upon  the  lady, 
My  right  drawn  sword  shall  prove  it. 

Lor.  Upon  my  knee,  sir, 
(How  my  soul  dances!)  humbly  I  intreat 
Your  grant  to  his  request:  fight  with  Philippo 
r  th'  midst  of  flame,  or  pestilence :  in  a  cave. 
Where  basilisks  do  breed. 

Ver.  We  must  take  counsel : 
The  price  of  blood  is  precious. 
Lor.  Blood  desires  burthen : 
The  price  of  truth  is  precious.    For  all  the  fights 
I  have  fought  for  you  on  land ;  the  fears  at  sea. 
Where  I  have  tugg'd  with  tempests,  stood  storms 

at  midnight, 
Out-star'd  the  flaring  lightning,  and  the  next 

morning 
Chas'd  the  unruly  stubborn  Turk  with  thunder ; 
For  all  the  bullets  I  have  bravely  shot. 

And  sent  death  singing  to  the  slaughter,  sir 

Ver.  Peace. 

Lor.  What  should  a  soldier  do  with  peace  ? 
remember 
Mine  honour  lies  a  bleeding,  and  in  mine  ^rours ; 
Her  wide  wound  inward  bleeds;  and  while  yoa 

cry  peace. 
Shame  wars  upon  my  name :  oh,  rather  kill  me, 
Than  cast  me  to  this  scandal. 
Spin.  The  doubtful  cause, 
With  such  a  dare  approv'd,  you  may  permit  it. 
Ver.  Your  request  is  granted,  cuz. 
Lor.  You  have  now,  sir,  breath'd 

2  U 
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Fresh  air  in  the  face  of  fainting  honour.  ' 

Rapiers  of  fair  equality. 

Ven,  Look  with  wliat  conning 
The  spider,  when  she  would  snare  the  fly,  doth 

weave ! 
With  neater  art  appearances  deceive. 
Stay,  as  you  said,  sir,  blood  is  a  precious  price : 
Let  me  but  see  the  men  produc'd,  who  swore 
They  saw  them  in  the  shameful  act ;  and  then 
Farewell  a  sister  and  her  honour. 

Fan,  Produce  your  servants,  sir. 

[Venice  tends  off" a  Lord, 

Lor,   Plague  of  this  change !  here's  one  of 
them ;  the  t'other. 
In  that  I  threatened  him  for  some  neglect, 
The  next  day  ran  away. 

Ven,  Did  you,  sir,  swear 
You  saw  our  sister  and  this  gentleman 
In  this  base  act  of  sin  ? 

Lor,  Fear  nothing. 

Itl  Slave.  To  deny  truth, 
Is  more  dangerous  than  to  displease  a  duke : 
I  saw  it,  and  did  swear  it. 

Enter  Lord,  and  Second  Slave, 

Ven,  But  here  comes  one 
Will  swear  you  saw  it  not,  and  are  forsworn. 

Ut  Slave,  'Sfoot,  Strarzo  ! 

Spin,  This  is  the  other  fellow  took  his  oath. 

yer.  What  come  you  here  to  say,  sir? 

2d  Slave,  That  we  swore  falsely,  may  it  please 
your  grace ; 
Hir^d  by  my  lord  with  gifts  and  promises : 
And  as  I  now  have  spoke  the  truth,  so  Heaven 
Forgive  my  former  perjury. 

Ver,  Hear  you,  cousin  ? 

lit  Slave   Would  you  would  say  something : 
I  have  nettles  in  my  breeches. 

Lor,  Now,  now,  I  hope,  your  eyes  are  open, 
lords ; 
The  bed  of  snakes  is  broke,  the  trick's  come  out. 
And  here's  the  knot  i'  th*  rush.    Good  Heaven, 

good  Heaven  [■ 
That  craft,  in  seeking  to  put  on  disguise, 
Should  so  discover  herself ! 
,  Ver,  Explain  yourself! 

Lor,  Now  see,  sir,  where  this  scorpion  lurks, 
to  sting 
Mine  honour  unto  death :  this  noble  duke 
By  nature  is  engng'd  to  defend  a  sister ; 
And  to  this  duke  so  engag'd,  this  malicious  lord 
(For  sin  still  hates  her  scourger)  makes  repair, 
And  prepossesses  hin  with  that  suppos'd  inno- 
cence 
Of  an  injur'd  sister,  which  he  had  hir*d  this  slave 
To  follow  him  and  affirm,  and  lavs  the  cause 
To  scruple^  and  to  conscience :  they  did  consent 
To  steal  belief  by  seeming  accident. 
Sin,  juggler-like,  casts  sin  before  our  eves; 
Craft  sometimes  steals  the  wonder  of  tne  wise. 
With  an  enoal  hand  now  weigh  me,  and  if  I  want 
A  grain  of  honour,  tear  me  from  your  blood, 
And  cast  me  to  contempt. 


Ut  Slave,  My  lord  would  have  niMte  an  o- 

cellent  state-sopliister. 
Ver,  In  what  a  strange  dilemma jodgneot  tats, 
Charm'd  to  her  chair  with  wonder ! 
Ven,  Shall  I  have  justice  f 
Pan,  Yes,  in  that  this  fellow  swears  for  the 
duke : 
Readi  him  the  book  ;  you  shall  see  kim  apin 
Take  the  former  oath. 

Ver,  This  doubt  must  be  so  ended : 
If  it  give  not  satisfoction,  send  back  oar  bostnge; 
Vou  have  fair  regress  to  your  forces:  bat 
The  blood  remains  on  yov;  aad  still  reoMmfacr 
The  price  of  blood  is  precioos. 
Phil,  Let  OS  end  it. 

Ven,  Oh,  what  a  combat  honoor  holds  with 
conscience ! 
Reach  him  the  book ;  and  if  tboa  false  do'st  say, 
May  thine  own  tongue  thine  own  foul  heart 
betray. 
Ut  Slave,  Amen,  say  I: 
Give  me  the  book ;  my  oath  must  end  all  then  I 
Spin.  It  must. 

Lor.  Now  you  shall  hear  him  swear 
•He  saw  them  ooth  in  the  base  act. 

Ut  Slave.  Nay,  I  swear 
They  are  now  both  seen  in  the  base  act. 
Cfmnet,  How's  this  ? 
Pan.  Tis  a  strange  oath. 
Ut  Slave,  Tis  true,  tho'. 
Lor,  True,  villain !  are  both  now  seen  in  the 

base  act  ? 
Ut  Slave,  Yes,  both. 
Lor.  Which  both? 
Ut  Slave,  You  and  I,  sir. 
Omnes,  How? 

Ut  Slave,  Both  you  and  I  are  seen  in  the  base 
act, 
Slandering  spotless  honour ;  an  act  so  base. 
The  barbarous  Moor  would  blush  at. 
Phil,  D'  ye  hear  him  now  ? 
Lor,  Out,  slave,  wilt  thoo  give  ground  too  ? 
fear  works  upon  *em : 
Did  you  not  both  here  swear,  i'  th'  senate-dianH 

her. 
You  saw  them  both  dishonest? 
tst  Slave.  Then  we  swore  true,  sir. 
Lor,  1  told  you  'twas  hot  fear. 
Ver,  Swore  ye  true  then,  sir,  when  ye  swore 
Ye  both  saw  them  dishonest? 

Ut  Slave,  Yes,  marry,  did  we,  sir; 
For  we  were  both  two  vithiins  whcii  we  saw  thcBQ) 
So  we  saw  them  dishonest. 
Ven.  Heaven,  thou  art  eooal ! 
Ut  Slave,   This  is  a  jealous  lord ;   bis  lady 
chaste, 
A  rock  of  crystal  not  more  dear ;  this  geatlenua 
Basely  abus'd;  this  great  priuce  dishonoured; 
And  so  we  kneel  for  mercy. 

Ver.  Yott  have  redeem'd  it : 
Depart,  prove  honest  men.    That  I  should  bear 
Dishonour  in  my  blood  ! 
Omnes.  MuclWinjur'd  lady ! 
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Ven,  Whfit  justice^  sir,  beiongs  antjo  tbe  in- 

Ver.  First,  witness  Heaven,  I  te«r  tbee  fVom 
mjr  blood, 
And  cast  thee  off  a  stranger:  assume  yoo,  sir, 
(Since  the  greatcansets  yoara,)  my  seat  of  justice, 
And  sentence  this  foul  homicide ;  it  must  be 
And  suddenly ;  he  will  infect  the  air  else, 
Proceed*  great  sir,  with  rigour,  whilst  I  stand  by^ 
And  do  adore  llie  sentence. 

Vet^,  Answer,  Lorenzo, 
Art  thou  not  guilty  ? 

Lor.  Give  roe  my  merit,  death; 
Princes  can  build  and  ruin  with  one  breath. 

Ven,  The  cause  may  seem  to  merit  death,  in 
.  that 
Two  souls  were  bakarded,  a  princess'  fame, 
A  duke  dishonoured,  and  a  noble  lord 
Wounded  in  reputation ;  but  since  she  lives. 
And  that  no  biood  was  spilt,  (tho*  something 

dearer,) 
Meicy  thus  far  stretches  her  silver  wing^ 
Over  your  trespass ;  we  do  banish  you. 
Both  from  our  dukedom's  limits  and  your  own : 
If  vott  but  set  a  daring  foot  upon  tliem. 
Whilst  life  lends  you  ability  to  stand, 
You  fall  into  the  pit  of  death,  unless 
You  shall  find  out  our  most  unfortunate  sister, 
And  bring  her  to  our  court. 

Lor.  You,  sir,  are  merciful ! 

Ver.  TIms  let  roe  add, 
In  tliat  yott  have  roade  impartial  justice,  sir,    , 
Princes  should  punish  vice  in  their  own  blood : 
Until  you  find  timt  excellent  injured  lady. 
Upon  this  gentlemnu,  who  hath  sufferM  tor  you, 
We  confer  your  lands,  revenues,  and  your  place : 
That,  during  three  days  stay  within  our  con- 
fines. 
It  shall  be  death  to  any  that  relieves  you, 
But  as  they  do  a  begg^  at  their  door : 
So  cast  him  from  our  presence. 

Lpt,  Your  dooms  are  just ! 
Oh  love,  tby  fii-st  destruction  is  distrust ! 

[Exeunt  Lokeszo,  Jaspro,  and  Jovani. 

Ver.    For  yoo,  fair  sir,  until  we  shall  hear 
tidings 
Of  your  mostrinjur'd  sister,  please  you  to  caU 
My  court  your  own ;  conceive  it  so ;  where  live: 
Two  partners  in  one  passion  we  will  be. 
And  sweeten  sorrow  with  a  symfwtby.  [Exeunt. 

Eater  Lodovico  like  0  Frier,  Jaspro,  and 

JOVAHI. 

Lod.  What,  am  I  fitted,  gallants  ?  am  I  fitted  ? 

Jot.  To  th*  life ;  able  to  4:heat  svspiciou,  and 
so  like 
Father  Antony  the  confessor,  that  I  protest 
There's  not  more  'semblance  in  a  pair  of  eggs. 

Jov.  An  apple  cut  in  half,  is  not  so  like. 

Xod.  Well,  of  lords,  you're  mad  lords  to 
counsel  me  to  this ;  but  now,  in  this  habit,  shall 
I  know  the  very  core  of  her  heart,  and  her  little 


piddling  sips,  which  will  shew  in  my  book  as 
foils  to  her  giant-bodied  virtues. 
Jos,  That  will  be  admirable ! 
Jov.  We'il  step  aside:  by  this  slie's  upon  com- 
ing. 
Ja$.  We  shall  know  all. 
LotL  Reveal  confession !  but  go  your  ways ; 
as  much  as  may  lawfully  be  reveal'd,  we'll  laugh 
at,  at  next  meeting. 
Ja$.  Come,  let's  be  gone.    But  once  upon  a 
time,  sir, 
A  beggar  fouiid  a  lark's  nest ;  and  o'eijoy'd 
At  his  sudden  glut,  for  he  thought  'cwas  full  of 

young  ones, 
Looking,  they  were  all  gone;   he  was  fbrc'd 

again  to  beg, 
For  he  found  in  the  lark's  nest  a  serpent's  egg ; 
So  much  good  d'ye,  sir. [Exeunt, 

Enter  Dorothea. 

Lod,  Well,  thou  surpassest  all  the  courtiers 
in  these  pretty  ones,  if^  a  man  had  the  wit  to 

understand  them 

Yonder  she  comes  i  I  can  hardly  forbear  blush- 
ing, 
But  that  for  discovering  myself. 
Eight  reverend  hnbit,  I  honour  thee 
With  a  sun's  obedience,  and  do  but  borrow  tliee, 
As  men  would  play  with  flies,  wlto,  i'tb'  midst 
Of  modest  mirtn,  with  care  preserve  themselves! 

Dor.  Hail,  holy  father! 

Lod.  Welcome,  my  chaste  daughter! 

Dor.  Death  having  taken  good  fother  Jacomo, 
Upon  the  plenal  and  approv'd  report 
Of  your  integrity  and  upright  dealing 

Lod.  Delicate  Doll ! 

Dor.  I  have  made  a  modest  choice  of  you, 
grave  sir. 
To  be  mv  ghostly  father;  and  to  you  I  full 
For  absolution. 

Lod.  Empty  then,  my  daughter, 
That  vessel  of  your  flesh  of  aU  the  dregs 
Which  (since  your  last  confession  cLear'd  you) 

have 
Taken  a  settled  habitation  in  you; 
And,  with  a  powerful  sweet  acknowledgment, 
Hunt  out  those  spirits  which  haunt  that  house 

offiesh. 
Tears  make  dry  branches  flourish  green  and 
freaii. 

Dor.  Since  last  I  confess'd,  then  I  do  confess 
My  first  sin  was,  that  mf  taylor  bringing  home 
My  last  new  gown,  havuig  made  the  sleeves  too 

flanting. 
In  an  unchristian  passion  I  did  bid 
The  devil  take  him. 

Lod.  Tliat  was  something  harsh,  dear  daughter; 
Yet  the  more  pardonable ;  for  it  may  be  your 

taylor 
Lies  in  .hell,  night  by  night.  Pray,  to  your  second. 

jPor.  Next,  in.  a  more  sava^^e  rage,  my  ehan^ 
ber-maid 
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*  Potting  a  little  saffiron  in  ber  starcb, 
I  most  unmercifully  broke  her  head. 

Lod,  Twas  rashly  done  too.     But  are  you 
sufe,  dear  daughter, 
The  maid's  bead  was  not  broke  before  ? 

jDor.  No,  no,  sir ;  she  came  to  me  with  ne*er 

a  crack  about  her. 
Lod.  These  will  be  brave  sins  to  mix  with  her 
virtues!  Why  they  will  make  no  more  shew  than 
three  or  four  bailiffii  amongst  a  company  of 
honest  men. — These  sins,  my  dore-like  daughter, 
are  out  of  contradiction  venial,  trivial^  and  light. 
Have  you  none  of  greater  growth? 
Dor.  Oh,  yes,  sir,  one  ! 
Lod,  Ouel  What  should  that  be,  I  wonder? 
JJor.  One  yet  remains  behind 
Of  weight  and  consequence :  the  same  order 
Heralds  prescribe  in  shews,  I  now  observe 
In  placing  of  my  sins ;  as  there  inferiors 
(Because  the  last  lives  freshest  in  our  memories)—- 
^  Far  fore  the  persons  of  great  note,  so  last 
My  great  sin  comes  to  obliterate  those  past 
Lod,   $h*as  trod  some  chicken  to  death,  I 

warrant  her. 
Dor.  Hear  me,  and  let  a  blush  make  you 
look  red ; 
Unseemlv  I  have  abnsM  my  husband's  bed. 
Lod.  Voo  did  ill  to  drmk  too  hard  ere  you 

went  to  bed. 
Dor.  Alas,  sir,  yon  mistake  me  t  I  have  lain 
With  another  man,  besides  my  husband, 
Lod.  How? 

Dor.  Nay,  the  same  way  I  use  to  lie  with  him, 
But  not  altogether  so  oflen. 

Lod.  Why  then,  crede  ouod  habes,  et  habe$^  I 
will  believe  I  have  horns,  tor  I  have  'em.  'Sfoot, 
a  woman,  I  perceive,  is  a  neat  herald ;  she  can 
quarter  her  husband's  coat  with  butcher's  arms 
at  pleasure.  But  I  have  a  penance  for  your 
pure  whoreship. — ^Yon  are  somewhat  broad  t  are 
you  not  with  child,  daughter  ? 

Dor,  Yes,  yes;  sure  'twas  that  night's  work. 
Jjod.  How  know  you  that  ? 
Dor.  Alas,  by  experience,  sir.    The  kind  fool 
my  husband 
Wishes  all  well ;  but  like  a  light  piece  of  gold. 
He's  taken  for  more  than  he  weighs. 

Lod.   With  child!    there's  charges  tooi    a 
t'other  side  there  should  follow 
A  zealous  exhortation  t  but  great  a^rs 
That  brook  no  stay,  make  me  be  brief,  remem* 

b'rin|^ 
Lawful  necessity  may  dispense  with  ceremony. 
Yon  are  ingenuously  sorry  ? 
Dor.  Yes,  indeed,  sir. 
Lod.  And  resolve  to  fall  no  more  so? 
Dor.  No,  in  truth,  sir. 


Lod.  I  then  pronounce  yon  here  absolv'd. 

Now  for  your  penance. 
Dor.  Any  thins. 

Lod.   As  the  net  in  yon  seems  strange,  so 
blame  me  not 
If  your  penance  be  as  strange.    Yon  may  won- 
der at  it; 
But  it  is  wonderoos  easy  in  performance; 
But  as  your  penance  1  injoin  it.    Nay,  now  I 

remember 
In  an  old  French  authentic  author,  bis  hook 
Titled,  Dt  SatUfactione^  I  read  the  same 
£njoin*d  a  lady  of  Dauphin.    Tis  no  holy  fiist. 
No  devout  prayer,  nor  no  zealons  pilgrimage; 
Tis  out  of  the  prescrib'd  road. 

Dor.  Let  it  be 
So  strange  story  ne'er  match'd  the  injunction, 
I  do  vow  the  plenal  strict  performance. 

Lod.  Listen  to  me. 
Soon  at  night  (so  rumour  spreads  it  thro*  the  city) 
The  two  great  dukes  of  Venice  and  Verona 
Are  feasted  by  your  lord,  where  a  mask's  in- 
tended. 
Dor.  Tliat's  true,  sir. 

Lod.  Now,  when  ye  all  are  set  round  aboot 
the  table, 
In  depth  of  silence,  you  shall  confess  these  words 
Aloud  to  your  husband ;  you  art  not  this  chiid't 

father  : 
And,  'cause  my  orders  bar  roe  such  inquisitioa, 
You  shall  say,  such  a  man  lay  with  roe, 
Naroing  the  party  was  partner  in  your  sin. 
D&r.  Good  sir ! 

Xcn/.*  Tliis  is  your  penance  I  injoin  yoo: 
keep  it. 
Yon  are  absolv'd  ;  break  it,  you  know  the  dag- 
ger of  it    Good-by. 
Dor.  Oh,  good  sir,  stay !  never  was  penance 

of  more  sliame  than  this. 
Lod.  You  know  the  danger  of  the  breach  as 
to  us : 
rris  the  shameful  loss  of  our  religious  orders^  if 
we  reveaL 
Dor.  For  Heaven's  sake. 
Enjoin  me  first  upon  my  knees  to  creep 
From  Verona  to  Loretto. 
IahL  That's  nothing. 

Dor.  Nothing  indeed  to  this.    Is  this  yoor 
penance. 
So  wond'rous  easy  in  performance  ? 
Lod,  Tis  irrevocable. 

Dor.  I  am  silent:  your  new  penance  nsy 
meet 
A  new  performance.    Farewd,  sir. 
You  are  the  cruel'st  e'er  confest  me  hefbrc. 
Lod.  And  this  the  trick  to  catch  a  neat  pore 
whore.  [EiaiMt. 


•  Putting  a  mU  aaffiim  m  her  Hwrch^-^te  Note  on  Albmnazar,  A.  9.  S.  1.  Dodsley's  OM  Fl*7*» 
Vol.  VL  edit.  1780. 
'  JFarfore-^u  e.  before.    Former  editions  read.  Far  mare,       S.  P. 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Abstemia. 

Ah.  Here,  mieerabley  despis'd  Abstemia, 
In  Milan  lee  thj  misery  take  breath, 
Wearied  with  many  safferings.    Oh  Lorenzo ! 
How  hr  in  love  I  am  with  my  afl9iction, 
fiecaose  it  calls  thee  fother !    Unto  this  house 
Where  genUeworoen  lodge,  I  was  directed ; 
Bat  I  here  discover 

Stiaoge  actions  closely  carried  in  this  house. 
Great  persons  (bat  not  good)  here  nightly  revel 
Id  sarfeits,  and  in  riots,  yet  so  carri^, 
That  the  next  day  the  place  appears  a  sanctuary 
Rather  than  sin's  foul  receptacle.    These  ways 
Have  to  me  still  been  strangers ;  but,  Lorenzo, 
Thou  cooldst  not  though  believe  it.  Oh  Jealousy ! 
Love's  eclipse,  tliou  art,  in  thy  disease, 
A  wild  mad  patient,  wond*rons  hard  to  please. 

Enter  Timpania  and  Morbo. 

Mar,  Yonder  she  walks  mumbling  to  herself. 
The  prince  Antonio  has  blest  her  with's  obser- 
vation; and  ye  win  her  but  to  him,  your  house 
bears  the  bell  away.    Accost  her  quaintly. 

TtM.  I  warrant  thee,  Morbo,  Madona  Tiro- 
pania  has  effected  wonders  of  more  weight  than 
a  iiiaidenhead.  Have  I  ruin'd  so  many  city-ci- 
tadels, (o  let  in  court-martialists,  and  shall  this 
country-cottage  hold  out  ?  I  were  more  fit  for  a 
cart  tlnm  a  coach  then,  i'feith. — How  now,  Mil- 
licent,  how  d'ye  this  morning? 

Ab.  Well,  I  do  thank  so  good  a  landlady. 

T$m.  But  hark  you,  Mill ;  is  the  door  ck>se, 
Morbo? 

Mar.  Asa  usurer's  conscience.  Grace  was 
coming  in,  till  she  saw  the  door  shut  upon  her. 

Tim.  I'll  set  Grace  about  her  business,  and  I 
come   to  her.    Is  here  any  work  for  Grace, 


'^  with  a  wannion  to  her?    We  shall  have  eave»- 
droppers,  shall  we  ? 

Ab.  Chasthy  guard  me!  bow  I  tremble  I 

Tim.  Come  hither,  mistress  Millicent.  Fie, 
how  you  let  your  hair  hang  about  your  ears  too ! 
How  do  you  like  my  house.  Mill  r 

Ab.  Well  indeed,  well. 

Tim,  Nay,  I  know  a  woman  may  rise  liere  in 
one  month,  and  slie  will  herself.  But  truth's 
truth :  I  know  you  see  sometliing,  as  they  say, 
and  so  forth.  Did  you  see  the  gallant  was  here 
last  till  twelve  ? 

A  b.  Which  of  them  mean  you  ?  here  was  many. 

Tm.  Which?  he  in  the  white  feather,  that 
supp'd  in  the  gallery,  was't  not  white,  Morbo  ? 

Mor,  As  a  lady's  hand,  by  these  five  fingers.    ' 

Tim.  White?  No,  no,  'twas  a  tawny,  now 
I  remember. 

Mor.  As  a  gipsy,  by  thb  hand.  It  look'd 
white  by  candle-light,  though. 

Tim.  "  That  lusty  springal,  Millicent,  is  no 
worse  man 
Than  the  duke  of  Milan's  son. 

Ab.  His  excellent  carriage  spoke  him  of  noble 
birth. 

Tim.  And  this  same  duke's  son  loves  you, 
Millicent. 

Ab.  Now  Heaven  defend  me ! 

Tim.  What,  from  a  duke's  son?  marry  come 
up  with  a  murrain,  from  whence  came  yon 
tro,  ha? 

Mar.  Thus  nice  Grace  was  at  first,  and  yoa 
remember. 

Tim.  I  would  have  ye  know,  housewife,  I 
could  have  taken  mj  coach,  and  fetch'd  him  one 
of  the  best  pieces  in  Milan,  and  her  husband 
should  have  look'd  after  me,  that 's  neigbboort 
might  have  noted,  and  cry'd  fiirewel  naunt» 
commend  me  to  mine  uncle. 


I  a  wmmUm  to  W.-— This  exprestion  occurs  in  PerieU$y  Prince  tf  Tjfre^  A.  2.  S.  1 3 

^*  Look  how  thou  stirrest  now : 

Come  away,  111  fetch  thee  with  a  iMnmloa.* 

Ben  Jonson's  DetU  i»  an  An : 

*^  And  a  cuckold  is. 

Where'er  he  put  his  head  with  a  nHmasoii, 

If  his  horns  be  forth,  the  devil's  companion!" 

"  Thai  Uu^  »fringal.-^Springal  (adolescens)  a  tfoutk^ Sumiibb* 

Spenser's  Fairy  Queen,  B.  5.  C.  10.  S.  6 : 

'*  Amongst  the  rest  which  in  that  space  befel. 
There  came  two  springals  of  fall  tender  yeers." 
WUybegmJMU    1606. 

"  Pray,  ye  maid,  bid  him  welcome,  and  make  much  of  him,  for  by  ^my  vay,  he's  a  good  proper 
ipringoU/' 
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Mor,  And  jet  from  these  perfumM  fortanes. 
Heaven  defend  you ! 

Ab,  Perfum'd  indeed. 

Mor,  Perfum'd  !  I  am  a  pander,  a  rogue,  that 
hangs  together  like  a  beegar's  rags  by  geometry, 
if  there  were  not  three  Ifcdies  swore  yesterday  that 
my  mistress  perfum'd  the  coach !  so  they  were 
fam  to  unbrace  all  the  nde^parts,  to  take  in 
fresh  air. 

Tim,  He  tells  you  true ;  I  keep  no  common 
company,  I  warrant  ye.  We  vent  no  breath'd 
ware  here. 

Ah,  But  have  ye  so  many  several  women,  to 
•nswer  so  many  men  that  come  ? 

Afar,  ril  answer  that  by  demonstration. 
Have  ye  not  observM  the  variation  of  a  cloud  ? 
sometimes  it  will  be  like  a  lion,  sometimes  like 
a  horsey  sometimes  a  castle^  and  yet  still  a  cloud. 

Ab,  True. 

Mi)r,  Why,  so  can  we  make  one  wench  one 
day  look  like  a  country-wench;  another  day  like 
m  citizen's  wife;  another  day  like  a  lady  ;  and  yet 
still  be  a  punk. 

Ab,  What  shall  b^ome  of  me  ?  Oh  the  curse 
Of  goodness,  to  leave  one  woe  for  a  worse ! 

E«/cr  Pnr  LIP  po.' 

Thil,  Morrow,,  sweet  madam.  Oh  look  how 
4ike  the  sun  behind  a  doud,  the  beanu  do  give 
intelligence  it  is  there  ! 

Tim.  Yon're  reciprocal  welcome,  sir. 

Phil,  What,  have  ye  not  brought  this  '*  young 
wild  haggard  to  the  hnre  yet  ? 

Tim,  Faith,  sir,  sfae^S  a  little  irregular  yet: 
l>iit  time,  that  turns  citizens  caps  into  court* 
periwigs,  will  bring  the  wonder  about. 

PJWK  Bless  yoo,  sweet  mistress ! 

*    Enter  Antonio  and  Slave, 

Aior\  ^fbot,here*stfaepriiice;  I  smell  thunder. 

Tim,  YoQr  grace  is  most  methodically  wet- 
Tome.  Yon  must  pardon  my  variety  of  phrase ; 
the  courtiers  e*en  cloy  us  with  good  words. 

Ani.  What's  he? 

Mor,  A  gentleman  of  Ferrara,  sir;  one  Pedro 
Sebastiavo. 

Ant,  And  do  ye  set  her  out  to  sale  ?  I  charg'd 
ye  reserve  for  mc  'akme. 

Tim.  Indeed,  sir. 

Ant.  Pox  of  your  deeds.—-        [Kickg  her. 

2\m.  Oh  my  sciatica ! 

Ant.  Sirrah,  you  perfuro'd  rascal ! 

iKicks  Philippo.     Tfiey  draw, 

Tim,  Nay,  good  my  lord. 


Mor,  Good  sir,  'tis  one  of  the  dpke*solHfliber. 
Fhil,  Let  him  be  of  the  devil's  chamber. 
Ant,  Sirrah,  leave  the  house,  or  1  will  send 
thee  out  with  thunder. 
Slave,  Good  sir,  'tis  madness  here  to  stand  him. 
PhiL  'Sfoot,  kickt  i   Pray  that  we  meet  no 
more  again,  sir ; 
Still  keep  heaven  about  you. 

Ab,  Whate'er  thou  art,  a  good  bmid  still  go 

with  thee. 
Ant.  Will  you  bestow  a  cast  of  your  profes- 
sions ? 
Afor.  We  are  vanish'd,  sir. 
Tim.  This  'ds  to  dream  of  rotten  passes, 

Morbo. 
Ab,  O  what  shall  become  of  me  ?    In  fab  eye 
Murder  and  lost  cotatend. 

Ant.  Nay,  fly  not,  yoo  sweet, 
[  am  not  angry  with  yoo;  indeed,  I  am  not. 
Do  you  know  me  ? 

Ab,  Yes,  sir,  report  bath  given  inteUigence 
You  are  the  prinoe,  the  duke's  son. 
Ant.  Both  in  one. 
.  Ab.  Report  sure 
Spoke  but  her  native  language :  You  are  none 
of  either. 
Ant,  How? 

Ab,  Were  yoo  the  prince,  you  would  not  sure 
be  slav'd 
To  your  blood's  passtoo.    I  do  crave  your  patdoa 
For  my  rough  language.    Truth  hath  a  forehead 

free. 
And  in  the  tow'r  of  her  integrity, 
Sits  an  unvanquishM  vii^gio.    Can  you  itnagiDe 
Twill  appear  possible  you  are  the  prince  ? 
Why  when  you  set  your  foot  first  in  this  boosc^ 
You  crush'd  obedient  daty  unto  death. 
And  even  then  fell  from  yon  your  respect. 
Honour  is  like  a  goodljr  old  boose,  wluch 
If  we  repair  not  still  with  virtue's  hand. 
Like  a  citadel  behig  madly  rais'd  on  sand. 
It  AiUs,  is  swalbw^,  and  not  found. 

Ant,  If  you  rail  upon  the  place,  pr'ytbee 
How  cam'st  thoy  hither? 
Ab.  By    treacherous   intelligence.      Honest 
men  so 
In  the  way  ignorant,  through  thieves  puriieus  go. 
Are  you  son  to  such  a  noble  father? 
Send  hhn  to's  grave  then 
Like  a  white  annond-tree,  full  of  glad  days, 
With  Joy  that  he  begot  so  good  a  son. 
Oh,  sir,  methinks  I  see  sweet  majesty 
Sit  with  a  mourning  sad  face  full  of  sorrows. 
To  see  you  in  this  place.    This  is  a  cave 


**  Yomtg  wild  haggard.— A  haggard gothawke  is  one  that  is  wild  and  hard  to  reclaim. 
Bc^kqfFamlconryy  4to.  1633.  p.  60. 

Massinger's  Maid  qf  Honour,  A.  9.  S.t: 

"  A  prond  haggmdy 
And  not  to  be  redaim'd !" 
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Of  soeqpumt  and  of  dmgons.  Oh  turn  back : 
Tottds  here  iogeixler;  'tis  the  steam  of  d4»Ui: 
The  very  air  poisons  a  good  man's  breath. 

Enter  Timpani ▲  and  Morbo. 

Ant,  Within  there! 

Uor.  Sir. 

Ant.  Is  mycaroach  at  door? 

TiM,  And  your  horses  too,  sir.    Ye  found  her 

pliant. 
Ani*  Y'are  rotten  hospitals  hong  with  greasy 

sattin ! 
Tm.  Ah! 
Uor.  Came  this  nice  piece  from  Naples,  witli 

a  pox  to  her  ? 
Tim.  And  she  has  not  Neapolitaniz*d  him,  FIl 

be  flead  for  *t. 

[Exeunt  Bawd  and  Pander, 
Ant.  Let  me  borrow  goodness  from  thy  lip. 

Farewel. 
Heve^s  a  new  wonder ;  I  have  met  heaven  in  bell. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Venice,  Verona,  Lqdovico^  Pamdul- 
PHO,  Jaspro. 

Ver,  Is  this  your  chaste,  religious  lady  ? 
Lod.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  let  it  be  carried 
with  a  silent  reputation,  for  the  credit  of  the 
conclusion.  As  all  here  are  privy  to  the  passage, 
I  do  desire  not  to  be  laugh'd  at,  till  after  the 
mask,  and  we  are  all  ready.  I  hare  made  bold 
with  some  of  your  grace's  gentlemen  that  are 
good  dancers. 

Vett  Tis  one  of  my  greatest  wonders,,  credit 
uie,  • 

To  think  what  way  she  will  devise  here  openly 
To  perform  her  so  strict  penance. 
Ven.  It  busies  me,  believe  me,  too. 
Ja$.  Ye  may  see  now,  sir,  how  possible  it  is 
for  a  cunning  lady  to  make  an  ass  of  a  lord  too 
confident. 

Lod.  An  ass !  I  will  prove  a  contented  cuck- 
old the  wisest  man  in's  company. 
Ver.  How  prove  you  that,  sir  ? 
Lod,  Because  he  knows  himself. 
Ver.  Very  well  brought  in. 
Is  all  our  furniture  fit,  against  the  morning, 
To  ^o  for  Milan  ? 
Jai.  Ready,  and  like  your  grace. 
Ver,  We  are  given  to  understand,  the  injur'd 
princess, 
Whom  count  Lorenzo  and  noble  Philippe 
Are  (nokoown  to  one  another^  gone  in  search  of, 
Hath  been  seen  there  disguis'd.     Strict  inqui- 
sition 
From  the  duke  himself  shall,  ere  many  days, 
Give  oar  hopes  satisfaction. 

Enter  Dorothea,    Ladies,   Francisco,    and 
Clown. 

Jet.  The  ladies,  sir.    Francisco  keeps  before, 
sir. 
And  Pambo  keeps  all  well  behind. 


Lod.  Yea,  there^s  devout  leohei^  between 
hawk  and  buzzard.  But  please  ye  set  the  ladies. 
The  mask  attends  your  ^•ce.  [  Exit. 

Ver.  Come,  ladies,  sit.    Madona  Dorothea, 
Your  ingenious  lord  hath  suddenly  prepared  us 
For  a  conceited  mask,  and  himself  it  seems 
Plays  the  presenter. 

Dor.  Now,  fie  upon  this  vanity  : 
A  profane  mask !  Chastity  keeps  us,  ladies. 

Ven.  What,  from  a  mask?   Whereon  grounds 
your  wish  ? 

Dor.  Marry,  my  lord,  upon  eiperience. 
I   heard   of  one,  once  brought  his  wife  to  a 

mask, 
As  chaste  as  a  cold  night ;  but,  poor  unfortunate 

fellow, 
He  lost  her  in  the  throng ;  and  she,  poor  sonl, 
Came  home  so  crush'd  next  morning  I 

Ven.  'Las,  that  was  iH : 
But  women  will  be  lost  against  their  will. 

Ver.  Silence,  the  masquers  enter. 

Enter  Lodovico,    Clown,  and  Masquers:    a 
Stag,  a  Ram,  a  Bull,  and  u  Goat. 

Clown.  Look  to  me,  master. 

Lod.  Do  not  shake,  tliey'll  think  th'art  out.-^ 

A  mask. 
Clown,  A  mask,  or  no  mask ;  no  mask  but  a 
by-clap ; 
And  yet  a  mask  yclep'd  a  city  night-cup. 

Lod.  And  conve 

Clown.   And  conveniently  for  to  keep  off 
scorns. 
Considerately  the  cap  is  hedg*d  with  boms. 
Lod,  We  insinuate. 
Clown.  Speak  a  little  louder. 
Lod.  We  insinuate. 

Clown.  We  insinuate  by  this  stag  and  ram  so 
pretty. 
With  goat  and  bull,  court,  country,  camp,  and 
city. 
Lod.  Cuckold. 
Clown.  Cuckold,  ray  lord. 
Lod.  'Tis  the  first  word  of  your  next  line. 

Clown.  Oh cuckold  begins  with  C.    And 

is't  not  sport } 
Then  C  begins  with  country,  camp  and  court: 
But  here's  the  fine  figary  of  our  poet, 
That  one  may  wear  tliis  night-cap,  and  not 
know  it. 
Dor.  Why,  chicken,  shall  they  make  such  an 
ass  of  thee?  good  your  grace,  can  a  woman  in- 
dure  to  see  her  loving  husband  wear  horns  in's 
own  house? 

Ver.  Prajr,  lady,  'tis  but  in  jest. 

Dor.  In  jest?  nay  for  the  jest  sake,  keep  then 

on,  sweet  bird. 
Clown,  Now  to  our  mask's  name;  but  first, 
be  it  known-n, 
When  I  name  a  city,  I  only  mean  Veronaf. 
Those  two  lines  are  extempore,  I  protest  sir;  1 
brought  them  in,  because  here  are  soo^  of  other 
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cities  in  tlie  room  that  might  '^sonff  pepper 
else. 

Ven,  You  have  fairly  ta'en  that  fear  off :  pray 
proceed. 

Lod,  Your  kindest  men. 

Clown,  Your  kiudest  men  roost  cuckolds  are, 
oh  pity ! 
And  where  ha?e  women  most  their  will,  oh  city ! 
Sick  for  a  night-cap,  go  to  cuckold's  luck ; 
Who  thrives  like  him,  who  hath  the  daintiest  duck 
To  deck  his  stall  ?  nay  at  the  time  of  rapping, 
When  you  may  take  the  watch  at  corners  napping ; 
Take  it  forsooth,  it  is  a  wondrous  hap, 
If  you  find  master  constable  witliout  his  cap ; 
So  a  city  night-cap ;  for  whilst  he  doth  roam 
And  fights  abroad,  his  wife  commits  at  home. 

Ven,  A  Verona  constable. 

down,  A  constable  of  Verona;  we  will  not 
Meddle  with  your  city  of  Venice,  sir : 
Therefore  'tis  fit  the  city,  wise  men  say, 
Should  have  a  cap  call'd  Cornucopia. 

Lod.  To  con 

Clown.  To  conclude  our  cap,  and  stretch  it 
on  the  tenter, 
n'is  known  a  city  is  the  whole  land's  center : 
So  that  a  city  night-cap,  ours  we  call, 
By  a  conclusion  philosophical. 
Heavy  bodies  tend  to  th  center  so  (the  more  the 

pity) 
The  heaviest  heads  do  butt  upon  the  city : 
And  to  oar  dance  this  title  doth  redound, 
A  city  nightrcap,  alias  cuckolds  round. 

Dor.  Cuckolds  round!    and  my  sweet  bird 
leads  the  dance ! 

Ver.  Be  patient,  madam,  'tis  but  honest  mirth : 
From  good  construction  pleasure  finds  full  birth. 

[Dance. 

Ver.  Jaspro,  ^fill  some  wine. 

Jm.  Tis  here,  sir. 

Ver.  Count  Lodovico ! 

Xorf.  Sir. 

Ver,  ril  iustantly  give  you  a  fair  occasion  to 
produce 
The  performance  of  her  penance. 

Lod.  1*11  catch  occasion  by  the  lock,  sir. 

Ver.  Here,  a  health  to  all ;  it  shall  go  round. 

Lod.  'TIS  a  general  health,  and  leads  the  rest 
into  the  field. 

Clown.  Your  honour  breaks  jests  as  serving- 
men  do  glasses,  by  chance.  [me,- 

Ver.  As  I  was  drinking,  I  was  thinking,  trust 
How  fortunate  our  kind  host  was  to  meet 
With  so  chaste  a  wife ;  tr6th  tell  me,  good  count 

Lodowick, 
Admit  Heaven  had  her. 


Lod.  Oh,  good  your  grac^«-do  not  wonad  me» 
Admit  Heaven  bad  her !  'las  what  should  Heaiea 
do  with  her? 
Ver.  Your  love  makes  you  thus  passionate ; 
but  admit  so : 
Faith,  what  wife  would  you  chuse  ? 
Lod,  Were  I  to  chuse  then,  as  I  would  I  were, 
so  this  were  at  Japan, 
I  would  wish,  my  lord,  a  wife  so  like  my  lady. 
That  once  a  week  she  should  go  to  contessioo ; 
And  to  perform  the  penance  she  should  ma. 
Nay,  should  do  nought  but  dream  on 't  tiU  *^ere 
done. 
Jof.  A  delicate  memento,  to  pat  her  in  mind 
of  her  penance. 

Dor.  Now  you  talk  of  dreams,  sweetheart, 
1*11  tell  ye  a  very  uuhappy  one ;  I  was  a  dream'd 
last  night  of  Fhmds  there. 
JLorf.  Of  Frank? 

Dor.  Nay,  I  have  done  with  him. 
Lod.  Now  your  grace  shall  see  the  devil  oat- 

done. 
Ver.  Pray  let  us  hear  your  dream. 
Dor.  Bless  me  !  I  am  e'en  asham'd  to  tell  it  : 
but  'tis  no  matter,  chick, 
A  dream  a  a  dream,  and  this  it  was : 
Methought,  sweet  husband,  Francis  lay  with  me. 
Lod.  The  best  friend  still  at  home,  Fraucisco. 
Could  the  devil,  sir,  perform  a  penance  neater, 
And  save  his  credit  better  ? — On,  chick ;  a  dream 
is  but  a  dream. 
Dor,  Methought  I  proVd  with  child,  sweet* 

heart. 
Lod,  Ay,  bird  ? 
Fran,  Vox  of  these  dreams. 
Dor.  Methought  I  was  brought  to  bed,  nod 
one  day  sitting 
I'  tb'  gallery,  where  your  masking  suits  and  viz- 

ards  hang. 
Having  the  child  methought  upon  my  knee. 
Who  &ould  come  thitlier  as  to  play  at  foils, 
But  thou,  sweetheart,  and  Francis  ? 
Lod,  Frank  and  I !  Does  your  grace  mark  tlmt? 
Ver.  I  do,  and  wonder  at  her  neat  conveyance 

on't. 
Dor.  '^Ye  had  not  pky'd  three  veoies,  but 
melhouglit 
He  hit  thee  such  a  blow  upon  the  forehead. 
It  swell'd  so,  that  thou  couldst  not  see. 
Lod.  See,  see ! 

Dor.  At  which  the  child  cry'd,  so  that  I  cookl 
not  still  it; 
Whereat,  methought,  I  pray'd  thee  to  put  oo 
The  hat  thou  wor'st  but  now  befijre  the  dake, 
thinking  thereby 


■>  Smffpefper  eUe—l  e.  might  take  offence  or  be  affronted.  TV  take  pepper  im  the  mme^  was  for- 
merly a  cant  phrase  for  being  affronted  or  irritaUrd ;  as  in  Tarltoi|>  Nams  emi  t(f  Ihugmtmff^  l$90p 
p.  10 :  "  MjfUe  bearing  him  name  the  Baker,  tooke  itraigkt  pepper  in  the  noee,  and  starting  up  tkrev 
off  his  cardmals  roabes." 

'^  Keftadiwfpfay'd«AiteMfiie»--Le.  says  BfrSteevens  (Note  to  Aforyiric^ 
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Then  be  came  noblier  ap  to  her,  and  told  her. 
Marriage  was  his  intent ;  but  she  as  nobly 
(Belike  to  let  him  know  she  was  married) 
Told  him,  in  an  intelligible  denial, 
A  chaste  wife's  truth  shiuM  thro*  the  greatest 

trial: 
There  the  prince  died  again. 
XodL  There's  twice ;  beware  the  third  time. 
Ant»  The  third  time,  be  came  here  to  them 
both  in  prison, 
Brought  a  pistol  with  him,  would  have  forc*d 

her  again ; 
Bat  had  re  seen  how  fairly  then  she  slew  him. 
You  woald  have  shot  applauses  from  your  eyes : 
Ob  she  came  up  so  bravely  to  that  prince, 
Hot  potent  Lust,  (for  she  slew  no  prince  else,) 
With  such  a  valiant  discipline  she  destroy'd 
That  "debosh'd  prince.  Bad  Desire;  and  tlien, 

by  him 
So  bravely  too  fetchM  off,  that  (to  conclude) 
Betwixt  them  they  this  wonder  did  contrive. 
They  kill'd  the  pnnce,  but  kept  your  son  alive. 
[Discovers  himself. 
Mil.  Antonio ! 
Omues.  The  prince ! 

Vtn,  Come  home,  my  sister,  to  my  heart. 
Ffr.  And  now  Lorenzo  is  again  my  belov*d 

kinsman. 
Ant.  Ob,  sir,  here  dwells  virtue  epitomiz*d. 
Even  to  an  abstract,  and  yet  that  so  large 
Twill  swell  a  book  in  folio. 

Lod.  She  swells  beyond  my  wife  then : 
A  pocket-book,  bound  in  decimo  sexto, 
M'jll  hold  her  virtues,  and  as  much  spare  paper 

left 
As  Tvill  furnish  fire  tobacco*shops. 
Mil.  Bat  here's  the  wonder ;  who  is  it  was 
slain 
In  your  apparel  ? 
Phil.  I  will  give  tliem  all  the  slip. 

[offers  to  go. 

Ant.  Here's  a  gentleman  of  Ferrara 

Phil.  As  yoo  are  noble— 
Ant.  That  saw  them  fight :  it  was  the  slave 
was  slain,  sir, 
I  took  before  Palermo :  he  that  kiird  him, 


Took  him  but  fi^r  a  gentleman  his  equal ; 
And,  as  this  eye-witness  says,  he  in  my  apparel 
Did  kick  the  t'other  first. 

Phil.  Nay,  upon  my  life,  sir. 
He  in  your  apparel  gave  the  first  kick :  I  saw 

them  fight. 
And  I  dare  swear  the  toother  honest  gentleman 
Little  thought  he  had  slain  any  thing  like  the 

prince ; 
For  I  heard  him  swear,  but  half  an  hour  before. 
He  never  saw  your  ^race. 

Mil.  Then  he  kill'd  him  fairiy  ? 

Phil.  Upon  my  life,  ray  lord. 

Ven.  V  other  had  but  his  merit  then :  who 
dies, 
And  seeks  his  death,  seldom  wets  others'  eyes. 

Ant.  Let  this  persuade  you  I  believe  yon 
noble; 
I  have  kept  my  word  with  you. 

Phil.  You  have  out-done  me,  sir, 
Tn  this  brave  exercise  of  honour :  but  let  me, 
In  mine  own  person,  thank  .you. 

Omnes.  Philippo  f 

Phil.  Unwittingly  I  did  an  ill  (as 't  happen'd) 
To  a  good  end :  that  slave  I  for  you  kill'd 
Wanted  but  time  to  kill  you :  read  that  paper. 
Which  I  found  with  him,  I  thinking  by  accident 
You  had  intercepted  it.    We  all  have  happily 
Been  well  deceiv'd ;  you  are  noble,  just,  and 

true ; 
My  hate  was  at  your  cloaths,  my  heart  at  you. 

Ver.  An  accident  more  strange  hath  seldom 
happen'd. 

Lor.  Philippo,  my  best  friend,  'twixt  shame 
and  love. 
Here  let  me  lay  thee  now  for  ever. 

Ab.  Heaven 
Hath  now  plain'd  all  our  rough  woes  smooth 
and  even. 

Mil.  At  court,  large  relation  in  apt  form 
Shall  tender  past  proceedings ;  but  to  distinguish 
(Excellent  lady !)  your  unparallel'd  praises 
From  those  but  seem,  let  this  serve:  bad  women 
Are  nature's  clouds,  eclipsing  her  fair  shine ; 
The  good,  all-gracious,  saint-like,  and  divine. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


**  Deboskd.'See  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  Th*  Tenq^,  A.  $.  S,  2. 
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Thomas  Killeorew,  one  of  the  sont  of  Sir  Robert  Killegrew,  chamberlain  to  the  QneeUf  wm 
horn  at  Hanworth^  in  the  county  of  Middlesex,  in  the  month  of  February,  1611.  Although  ki$ 
writings  are  not  wanting  in  those  requisites  which  confer  reputation  on  an  author,  yet  he  has  heen 
indebted  for  his  fame  more  to  the  jests  for  which  he  was  as  much  admired  by  his  sovereign  as  he  mm 
feared  by  the  courtiers,  than  to  any  of  his  several  publications.  He  seems  to  have  been  early  mtended 
for  the  couft ;  and  to  qualify  him  for  rising  there,  every  circumstance  of  his  education  appears  to 
have  been  adapted.  In  the  year  1635,  whue  upon  his  travels,  he  chanced  to  be  at  Loudon,  and  an 
eye-witness  of  the  celebrated  imposture  of  exorcising  the  devil  out  of  several  nufis  belonging  to  s 
convent  in  that  town.  Of  this  transaction  he  wrote  a  very  minute  and  accurate  *  account,  stilliM 
MS,  in  the  Pepysian  library  at  Magdalen  College,  Cambridge,  He  was  appointed  page  ffkdiumr 
to  King  Charles  the  First,  and  faithfully  adhered  to  his  cause,  until  the  death  of  his  master;  ifier 
which,  he  attended  his  son  in  hts  exile;  to  whom  he  was  highly  acceptable,  on  account  qfhissaaal 
and  convivial  aualifications, — He  married  Mrs  Cicilia  Cr(fts,  one  of  the  maids  cfhonour  to  Qaeok 
Henrietta,  With  this  lady  he  had  a  dispute  on  the  subject  of  jealousy,  at  which  Thomas  Caress  wet 
present,  and  wrote  a  poetn,  introduced  into  the  Masque  of  Codum  BritanDicum^  and  afterwards  § 
copy  of  verses  on  their  nuptials,  printed  in  his  'works, 

tn  the  year  1651,  he  was  sent  to  Venice  as  resident  at  that  state,  although,  says  ^Lqrd  Cimtth 
don,  *'  the  King  was  much  dissuaded  from  it,  but  afterwards  his  Majesty  was  prevailed  a^xm,  onbf 
to  gratify  him  (Killegrew),  that  in  that  capacity  he  might  borrow  money  of  English  merchants  for 
his  own  subsistence;  which  he  did,  and  nothing  to  the  honottr  of  his  master;  but  was  at  last  com- 
pelled to  leave  the  republic  for  his  vicious  behaviour  ;  of  which  the  Venetian  ambassador  conmlainei 
to  the  King,  when  he  came  afterwards  to  Paris,** — On  his  return  from  Venice,  Sir  John  Demhem 
wrote  a  copy  of  verses,  printed  in  his  ^  works,  bantering  the  foibles  of  his  friend  Killegrew;  who, 
from  his  account,  was  as  little  sensible  to  the  inconveniences  of  exile  as  hu  royal  master.  His  el* 
tachment  to  the  interests  of  Charles  the  Second  continued  unabated  until  the  restoration,  when  he 
was  appointed  groom  of  the  bed-chamber,  and  became  so  great  a  favourite  with  his  Majesty,' that  he 
was  admitted  into  his  company  on  terms  of  the  most  unrestrained  familiarity,  and  at  times  mhe% 
audience  was  refused  to  the  first  ministers,  and  even  on  the  most  important  occasions, — It  does  not 
appear  that  he  availed  himself  of  his  interest  with  the  King,  either  to  amass  a  fortune,  or  toadvonct 
himulfin  the  state;  we  do  not  find  that  lie  obtained  any  other  prrferment  than  the  post  of  master 
of  the  revels,  which  he  held  with  that  of  groom  of  the  bed^c/tamber,  Oldys  says,  he  was  King's  jester 
at  the  same  time;  but  although  he  might,  and  certainly  did  entertain  his  Majesty  in  that  capacity, 


»  No.  8383.  *  Carew'i  Poems,  1772,  p.  129. 

s  Life  iff  Lord  Clarendon,  p.  116.  ^  P.  41,  6dit.  1719. 
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ii  can  scarce  be  imagined  to  liave  been  in  cofitequence  cf  any  appointment  of  that  kind.    He  died  at 
Whitehall  on  the  19th  of  Marchy  1682,  having  in  his  life-time  published  the  following  plays  : 

(1.)  *'  The  Prisoners :  a  Tragi-Comedy.  Written  at  London,  and  acted  at  the  Fhanix  in 
Drury  Lane** 

(2.)  "  Claracilla  :  a  Tragi-Comedy.    Written  in  Rome,  and  acted  at  the  Phanix  in  Drury  iMne.*' 
[Both  these  plays  were  printed  iA  12mo.  1641,  with  verses  prefixed  by  H.  Benet,  afierwardt 
the  celebrated  Earl  of  Arlington,  Robert  Waring,  and  William  Cariwright.j 

(3.)  "  The  Princess  ;  or,  Love  at  first  Sight :  a  Tragi-Comedy,     Written  in  Naples," 

(4.)  «  The  Parson*s  Wedding  :  a  Comedy.     Written  at  Basil,  in  Switzerland.** 

(5.)  «  The  Pilgrim :  a  Tragedy.     Written  in  Paris:* 

(6.)  "  The  First  Part  of  Cicilia  and  Clorinda ;  or,  Lorve  in  Arms :  a  tragi-Comedy.  Written 
in  Turin." 

(7.)  "  The  Second  Part  of  Cicilia  and  Clorinda;  or.  Love  in  Arms :  a  Tragicomedy.  Written 
in  Florence.** 

(8.)  "  ThomoMo  ;  or.  The  Wanderer  ;  a  Comedy.     Written  in  Madrid.** 

(9.)  **  The  Second  Part  of  Thomaso ;  or.  The  Wanderer.     Written  in  Madrid.** 

(JO.)  «  The  First  Part  of  Bellamira,  her  Bream  ;  or.  The  Love  of  Shadows  :  a  Tragi-Comedy. 
Written  in  Venice.** 

(11.)  •*  The  Second  Part  of  Bellamira,  her  Dream  ;  or.  The  Love  of  Shadows :  a  TragirComedy. 
Written  in  Venice.** 

[All  the  above  plays  were  printed  together  in  one  volume,  foGo,  1664.1 

Thomas  Killegrew  had  two  brothers,  both  dramatic  writers,  viz.  Sir  \Villiam  Killegrew,  author 
ofOemwsdes,  Pandora^  SeliDdra,  and  The  Siege  of  Urbin  ;  and  Dr  Henry  Killegrew,  a  clergymdn, 
author  of  a  play  called  The  Conspiracy,  printed  in  \to.  1638,  and  afterwards  altered,  and  printed 
in  folio,  1653,  under  the  title  of  Pallantos  and  Eudona. 

Dr  Henry  Killegrew  was  father  to  Mrs  Anne  Killegrew,  a  young  lady  celebrated  for  her  wit, 
beauty,  and  virtue,  and  who  was  the  writer  of  several  poems,  very  highly  esteemed  by  Mr  Dryden* 
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Mr  Carelsss,  a  Gentleman,  and  a  Wit, 

Mr  Wild,  a  GtntUman,  Nephew  to  the  Widow. 

Mr  Jolly,  an  humorous  Gentleman,  and  a 

Courtier. 
Obtain,  a  leading  Wit,full  of  designs. 
Larson,  a   Wit  also,  but  overreached  by  the 

Captain  and  his  Wanton. 
Mr  Constant,  >  two  dull  Suitors  to  the  Lady 
Mr  Sad,  y     Widow  and  Mrs  Pleasa  n  t. 

Crop  the  Brownist,  a  Scrivener. 

Lady  Wild,  a  rich  (and  somewhat  youthful) 
Widow. 


Mrs  Pleasant,  a  handsome  young  Gentlewor 

man,  of  a  good  fortune. 
Mrs  Secret,  her  (indifferent  honest)  Woman* 
Lady  Loveall,  an  oldStallionrhuntiHg  Widow, 
Faithful,  her  (errant  honest)  Woman, 
Mrs  Wanton,  the  Captain* s  livery  Punk,  mar* 

ried  to  the  Parson  by  corfederacy* 


Bawds,  Servants, 
Drawers,  Fiddlers, 
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SCENE  I. 

JEnUr  the  Captain  in  choler,  and  Wanton. 

Capt.  No  more ;  V[\  sooner  be  recoacilM  to 
iwant  or  sickness,  than  that  rascal ;  a  thing,  that 
my  charity  made  sociable;  one,  that  when  I 
smird  would  fawn  upon  me,  and  wag  his  stem, 
like  starv'd  dogs ;  so  nasty,  the  company  cried 
foh  upon  him;  he  stunk  so  of  poverty,  ale,  and 
bawdry.  So  poor  and  despicable,  when  I  re- 
liev'd  him,  he  could  not  avow  his  calling  for 
want  of  a  cassock,  but  stood  at  comers  of  streets, 
and  whisper'd  gentlemen  in  the  ear,  as  they 
pass*d,  and  so  deliver*d  his  wants  like  a  message; 
which  being  done,  the  rogue  vanished,  and  would 
dive  at  Westminster  like  a  dabchick,  and  rise 
again  at  Temple-gate.  The  ingenuity  of  the 
rascal,  his  wit  being  snufl  by  want,  burnt  clear 
then,  and  furnish*d  him  with  a  bawdy  jest  or 
two,  to  take  the  company ;  but  now  the  rogue 
shall  find  he  has  lost  a  patron. 

Wan,  As  I  live,  if  I  had  thought  you  would 
have  been  in  such  a  fury,  you  should  never  have 
known  it. 

Capt.  Treacherous  rogue!  he  has  always 
rail'd  against  thee  to  me,  as  a  danger  his  friend- 
ship ought  to  give  me  warning  of;  and  nightly 
cry'd.  Yet  look  back,  and  hunt  not,  with  good- 
oature  and  the  beauties  of  thy  youth,  that  false 
woman;  but  hear  thy  friend,  that  speaks  from 
sad  experience. 

Wan,  Did  he  say  this? 

Capt,  Yes,  and  swears  ye  are  as  insatiate 
AS  the  sea,  as  covetous,  and  as  ungrateful ;  that 
you  have  your  tempests  too,  and  calms,  more 
'dangerous  than  it. 

Wan,  Was  the  slave  so  eloquent  in  his  malice  ? 


Capt.  Yes,  faith,  and  urg'd,  you  (for  your 
part)  were  never  particular,  and  seldom  sound. 

Wan.  Not  sound !  why,  be  ofier'd  to  msrry 
me,  and  swore  he  thought  I  was  chaste,  I  was 
so  particular;  and  prov'd  it,  that  consent  was 
full  marriage,  bv  tlie  first  institution ;  and  tbo«e 
that  love,  and  fie  together,  and  tell,  have  ful- 
filled all  ceremonies  now. 

Capt.  Did  he  offer  to  marry  thee  ? 

Wan.  Yes,  yes. 

Capt.  If  ever  then  I  deserv'd  fipom  thee,  or  if 
thou  be'st  dear  to  thyself,  as  thou  hast  any  thin; 
thou  hop*st  shall  be  safe  or  sound  about  thee,  t 
conjure  thee,  take  my  counsel ;  marry  him,  to 
afflict  him. 

Wan.  Marry  him  ? 

Capt.  If  I  have  any  power  I  shall  prevail. 
Thou  know'st  he  has  a  fat  benefice,  and  leave 
me  to  plague  him,  till  he  give  it  me  to  be  rid  of 
thee. 

Wan.  Will  you  not  keep  me  then  ? 

Capt.  I  keep  thee  !  pr*ythee,  wilt  thou  keep 
me  ?  I  know  not  why  men  are  such  fools  to  pay: 
we  bring  as  much  to  the  sport  as  women.  Ke^p 
thee !  I'd  marry  thee  as  soou ;  why,  that*s  wed* 
ding  sin  :  no,  no  keeping  I :  that  you  are  not 
your  own,  is  all  that  prefers  you  before  wives. 

Won,  I  hope  this  is  not  real. 

Capt.  Art  thou  such  a  stranger  to  my  humoor? 
why,  I  tell  thee,  I  should  hate  thee  if  I  could 
call  thee  mine,  for  I  loath  all  women  within  mr 
knowledge ;  and  'tis  six  to  four,  if  I  knew  thy 
sign,  I'd  come  there  no  more ;  a  strange  mistress 
makes  every  night  a-new,  and  these  are  your 
pleasing  sins.  I  had  as  lieve  be  good,  as  sin  by 
course. 

Wan*  Then  I  am  miserable. 


'  This  play  was  oriffinally  represented  wholly  by  women. 
Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  XII.  edit.  1780. 


See  Dialogue  on  Plays  and  Pkfrh 
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CttpL  Not  so,  if  you*ll  be  iDStmcted,  and  let 
me  pass  like  a  stranger  when  you  meet  me. 

Wan.  But  have  you  these  humours  ? 

Capt.  Yes,  faith;  yet  if  you  will  observe  them, 
tboagh  you  marry  him,  I  may  perchance  be  your 
friend;  but  you  must  be  sure  to  be  coy ;  for  to 
toe  Uie  hunting  b  more  pleasant  than  the 
^quarry. 

Wan,  But,  if  I  observe  this,  will  you  be  my 
friend  hereafter  ? 

Capt,  Finn  as  the  day.    Hark,  I  hear  him ; 

(The  Parum  calls  within ;!  I  knew  he  would  fol- 
ow  me,  I  gave  him  a  small  touch  that  waken'd 
his  guilt.  Resolve  to  indear  yourself  to  him, 
which  you  may  easily  do,  by  taking  his  part 
when  I  have  vex*d  him.  No  dispute ;  resolve  it, 
or  as  I  live  here  I  disclaim  thee  for  ever. 
Wan.  T'ls  well,  sometliing  I'll  do. 

[Exit  Wanton. 
Capt,  Open  the  door,  I  say,  and  let  me  in ; 
your  favourite  and  his  tytlies  shall  come  no 
more  here. 

Enter  Parson. 

Par,  Yes,  but  he  shall ;  'tis  not  you,  nor  your 
brac*d  drum,  shall  fright  me  hence,  who  can 
command  the  souls  of  men.  I  have  read  divine 
Seneca;  thou  know'st  nothing  but  the  earthly 
part,  and  canst  cry  to  that,  ^  Faces  about. 

Capt,  Thou  read  Seneca!  thou  steaKst  his 
cover,  to  clothe  tliee,  naked  and  wicked,  that 
for  money  wouldst  sell  the  share  of  the  twelve, 
and  art  allowed  by  all  that  know  thee,  fitter  to 
have  been  Judas,  than  Judas  was,  for  treachery. 

Par,  Hail,  do  rail,  my  illiterate  captain,  that 
can  only  abuse  by  memory  ;  and  should  I  live 
till  thou  couldst  read  my  sentence,  I  should 
never  die. 

Capt.  No,  ingrateful,  live  till  I  destroy  thee ; 
and,  thankless  wretch,  did  all  my  care  of  thee 
deserve  ncthiug  but  thy  malice,  and  treacherous 
speaking  darkly  still  ?  with  thy  fine,  no,  not  he, 
when  any  malicious  discourse  was  made  of  me; 
and  by  thy  false  faint,  no,  faith  ;  confess,  in  thy 
denials,  whilst  thy  smiling  excuses  stood  a 
greater  and  more  dangerous  evidence  against 
me,  than  my  enemy's  affidavits  could  have  done. 

Par,  ril  lye  for  never  a  lean  soldier  of  you 
all. 


Capt,  I  have  for  thee,  slave,  when  I  have 
been  wonderr*'""-*-^aRJigeping  company  with 
such  a  face;  K  '''^^  as  knew  thee 

not;  all  which  th  .fV'd,  as  they  did 

me ;  they  are  so  su  ^M  cozen  a  jury,  and 

a  judge  that  had  wit  *#uld  swear  thou  lyedst, 
sliould  thou  confess  what  I  know  to  be  true,  and 
award  Bedlam  for  thee ;  'tis  so  strange  and  so 
new  a  thing,  to  find  so  much  rogue  lodge  at  the 
sign  of  the  fool. 

Par,  Leave  this  injurious  language,  or  I'll 
lay  ofiT  my  cassock ;  for  nothing  shall  privilege 
your  brag^er's  tongue  to  abuse  me,  a  gentleman, 
and  a  soldier  ancienter  than  thyself. 

Capt,  Yt?s,  thou  wer't  so ;  and  now,  I  think 
on't,  1*11  recount  the  cause,  wliich,  it  may  be, 
tliou  hast  forgot,  through  thy  variety  of  sins ;  it 
was  a  hue  and  cry,  that  followed  thee  a  scholar^ 
and  found  thee  a  soldier. 

Par,  Thou  ly'st ;  thou  and  Scandal  have  but 
one  tongue ;  hers  dwells  with  thy  coward's 
teeth. 

Capt,  Oh!  do  you  rage?  nay,  I'll  put  the 
cause  in  print  too :  I  am  but  a  scurvy  poet,  yet 
I'll  make  a  ballad  shall  tell  how  hke  a  faithful 
disciple  you  follow'd  your  poor  whore,  till  her 
martyrdom  in  the  suburbs. 

Par,  I'll  be  reveng'd  for  this  scandal. 

Capt.  Then  shall  succeed,  thy- flight  from  the 
university,  disguis'd  into  captain,  only  the  out- 
side was  worse  buff,  and  the  inside  more  atheist 
than  they;  furnbh'd  with  an  insolent  faith,  un- 
charitable heart,  envious  as  old  women,  cruel 
and  bloody  as  cowards ;  thus  arm'd  at  all  points, 
thou  went'st  out,  threatning  God,  and  tremb- 
ling at  men. 

Par,  I'll  be  reveng'd,  thou  poor  man  of  war, 
I'll  be  reveng'd. 

Enter  Wanton. 

Wan.  And  why  so  bitter?  Whose  house  is 
this  ?  Who  dares  tell  this  story  ? 

Capt.  Why,  sweet,  hath  he  not  treacherously 
broke  into  our  cabinet,  and  would  have  stol'u 
thee  thence?  by  these  hilts,  I'll  hang  him;  and 
then  I  can  conclude  my  ballad  with,  take  warn- 
ing all  Christian  people  6y  the  same :  I  will,  you 
lean  slave;  I'll  prosecute  tliee,  till  thou  art  fain 
to  hide  in  a  servitor's  gown  again,  and  live  upon 


^  Quarty — i.  e.  The  Game.  Quarry  is  a  term  both  of  hunting  and  falconry.  The  allnsion  here  is 
to  the  former.  Qurnrie  (as  referring  to  the  latter),  according  to  Latham's  explanation,  **  is  taken 
fbr  the  fowle  which  is  flowne  at,  and  slaine  at  any  time,  especially  when  young  hawks  are  ik>wne 
thereunto." 

'  Face$  a6Mrf.— So,  in  Every  Man  in  his  Hum&w,  A.  S.  S.  1 : 


SetrnfMlLady,  A.  5: 


^'  Good  captain,  faces  about.*' 

**  Cutting  Morecraft /aces  aftovf." 
And  in  The  Knight  4^  the  Burning  PeHle,  Ralph,  exercismg  his  men,  says : 

<*  Double  your  files ;  as  you  were ;  faces  about,** 
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enunbB  with  the  robin  red-breasts  that  haunt  the 
hall,  TOur  old  raess-mates.  Do  jou  snarl  ?  I'll 
do'ty  I  willy  and  put  tbee  to  fight  with  the  dogs 
lor  the  booes  that  but  smell  of  meat ;  those  that 
your  hungrj  students  hare  polish'd  with  their 
teeth. 

Wan,  If  you  do  this,  good  captain,  lieutenant, 
and  company,  (for  all  your  command,  I  think,  is 
within  your  reach,)  I  say,  if  you  d»re  do  this,  I 
shall  sing  a  song  of  one  that  bade  stand,  and 
made  a  carrier  pay  a  dear  rent  for  a  little  ground 
apon  his  majesty's  highway. 

CapL  How  now,  mistress  Wanton !  what*s 
this  ?  what's  this  f 

Par.  This !  'tis  matter  for  a  jury ;  I'll  swear, 
and  positively.  I'll  hang  thee,  I'll  do't,  by  this 
band,  let  me  alone  to  swear  the  jury  out  of 
doubt. 

Capt.  But  you  are  in  jest,  mistress  Wanton, 
and  will  confers  (I  hope)  this  is  no  truth. 

Wan^  Yes,  sir,  as  great  a  truth,  as  that  jrou 
are  in  Your  un-pay'd-for  scarlet.  Fool!  didst 
think.  Id  auit  such  a  friend,  and  his  stay'd  for- 
tune, to  rely  upon  thy  dead  pay,  and  hopes  of  a 
second  covenant? 

Capt,  His  fortune !  what  is't  ?  th'  advowson  of 
Tyburn  deanry  ? 

Par.  No,  nor  rents  brought  in  by  long  staff- 
speeches,  that  asks  alms  with  frowns,  till  thy 
looks  and  speech  have  laid  violent  bands  upon 
men's  charity. 

Wau.  Let  him  alone ;  I'll  warrant,  he'll  never 
be  indicted  for  drawing  any  thing  but  his  tongue, 
against  a  man. 

Cept.  Very  good. 

Par.  Dear  mistress  Wanton,  you  have  won 
ipy  heart,  and  I  shall  live  to  doat  upon  you  for 
abusing  this  impetuous  captain.  Will  you  listen 
to  my  old  suit  f  will  you  marry  me,  and  vex  him? 
say,  dare  vou  do't  without  more  dispute? 

Capt.  'I'was  a  good  question  ;  she  that  dares 
marry  thee,  dares  do  any  thing;  she  may  as 
•afoly  lie  with  the  great  bell  upon  her,  and  his 
clapper  is  less  dangerous  than  thine. 

Wan.  Why,  I  pro^  ? 

Capt.  What  a  miserable  condition  wilt  thou 
come  to  ?  his  wife  cannot  be  an  honest  woman ; 
and  if  thou  should'st  turn  honest,  would  it  not 
vex  thee  to  be  chaste  and  pox'd,  a  saint  without 
a  nose?  what  kalendar  will  admit  thee,  by  an 
incurable  slave  that's  made  of  rogues  flesh  ?  con- 
sider that. 

Wan.  Why,  that's  something  yet;  thou  hast 
nothing  but  a  few  scars,  and  a  little  old  fame  to 
trust  to,  and  that  scarce  thatches  your  head. 

Capt.  Nay  then  I  see  thou'rt  base,  and  this 


Sot  not  accident.    And  now  I  do  not  gnidge 
m  thee ;  go  together,  'tis  pity  to  part  yoO| 
whore  and  parson,  as  consonant 

Wan,  As  whore  and  captain. 

Capt.  Take  her,  I'll  warrant  her  a  breeder; 
I'll  prophesy  she  sliaU  lie  with  thy  whole  congre- 
gation, and  bring  an  heir  to  thy  parish,  one  that 
thou  may'st  enclose  the  common  by  his  tide, 
and  recover  it  by  common  law. 

Par,  That's  more  than  thy  dear  dam  could 
do  for  thee,  thou  son  of  a  thousand  fathers,  all 
poor  soldiers,  rogues,  that  ouelit  mischief,  no 
midwives  for  their  birth.  But  I  cry  thee  mercy, 
my  patron  has  an  estate  of  old  iron  by  his  side, 
with  the  farm  of  old  ladies  he  scrapes  a  dirtj 
livine  from. 

Wan.  He  earn  from  an  old  lady !  hang  him, 
he's  only  wicked  in  his  desires ;  and  for  adukefy 
he  cannot  be  condemu'd,  tliough  he  should  have 
the  vanity  to  betray  himself.  God  forgive  nje 
for  belying  him  so  oflen  as  I  have  done ;  the 
weak-chin^d  slave  liir'd  me  once  to  say,  I  was 
with  child  by  him. 

Capt,  This  is  pretty,  farewell ;  and  may  tlie 
next  pig  thou  farrow'st  have  a  promising  face, 
without  the  dad's  fool  or  gallows  in't,  Smt  all 
may  swear,  at  first  sight,  that's  a  bastard;  and  it 
shall  go  hard  but  I'll  have  it  call'd  mine.  I  hare 
the  way,  'tis  but  praising  thee,  and  sweariug 
thou  art  honest  before  I  am  ask'd :  yon  taught 
me  the  trick. 

Par.  Next  levee  111  preach  against  thee,  and 
tell  them  what  a  piece  you  are ;  your  drum  and 
borrowed  scarf  shall  not  prevail,  nor  shall  you 
win  with  cliarras  half  ell  long  (bight  ferret  rib- 
band) the  vouth  of  our  parish,  as  you  have  done. 

Capt.  No,  lose  no  time,  pr'ythee  study  and 
learn  to  preach,  and  leave  railing  against  the  sur- 
plice, now  thou  hast  preach'd  thyself  into  lineo. 
Adieu,  Abigal;  adieu,  heir  apparent  to  SirOlivef 
Marr-text;  to  church,  go;  111  send  a  beadle 
shall  sing  your  Epithalamium. 

Par.  Adieu,  my  captain  of  a  tame  band ;  FIl 
tell  your  old  lady,  how  you  abused  her  breath, 
and  swore  you  eam'd  your  money  harder  than 
those  that  dig  in  the  mines  for't.  [Exit  Captain,] 
A  fart  fill  thy  sail,  captain  of  a  •  gaily  foist.— 
He's  gone :  come,  sweet,  let's  to  church  imme- 
diately, that  I  may  go  and  take  my  revenge;  m 
make  hiin  wear  thin  breeches. 

Wan.  But  if  you  should  be  such  a  roan  as  be 
says  you  are,  what  would  my  frieiMls  say,  vbefl 
they  hear  I  have  cast  myself  away  ? 

Par.  He  says !  hang  him,  lean,  meroeoaiy, 
provant  rogue ;  I  knew  his  beginning,  when  he 
made  the  stocks  lousy,  and  swannd  so  with 


*  GaUjf  foist.-^A  gaUff  foist  was  the  name  of  a  pleasure-boat,  or  one  used  on  particular  days  kt 
pomp  and  state.  The  Lord  Mayor's  and  Company's  barges  were  sometimes  formerly  called  Tkt  CMy 
GmlUyfntts.  Ste  Wood's  South  East  Vitw  qf  the  City^  and  Part  ^  Soutkwark,  oi  U  apptmei  ahmi  ^ 
ytar  1599. 
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▼ennin,  we  were  afraid  he  would  have  brought 
that  curse  upon  tl«  county — He  says !  but  what 
matters  what  he  says?  a  rogue,  by  sire  and 
dam !  his  father  was  a  broad  fut  peddler,  a  what* 
do-ygn-lack,  sir,  that  haunted  good  houses,  and 
stofe  more  than  he  bought;  his  dam  was  a  gypsy, 
a  pilfering  canting  Sibyl  in  her  youth,  and  she 
suffered  in  her  old  age  fur  a  witch :  poor  Strom- 
well,  the  rogue  was  a  perpetual  burthen  to  her, 
she  carried  Tiirn  longer  at  her  back  than  in  her 
beliv ;  he  dwelt  there,  till  she  lost  him  one  night 
in  the  great  frost  upon  our  common,  and  tltere 
he  was  found  in  the  morning  candy'd  in  ice :  a 
pox  of  their  charity  that  thaw*d  him ;  you  might 
smell  a  rogue  then  in  the  bud :  he  is  now  run 
away  from  his  wife. 

Wan.  His  wife? 

Tar.  Yes,  his  wife ;  why,  do  you  not  know 
be*8  married  according  to  the  rogues  liturgy  ?  a 
Jeft-banded  bridegroom;  I  saw  him  take  the 
ringfrom  a  tinkers  dowager. 

Wan.  Is  this  possible  ? 

Far.  Yes,  most  possible,  and  you  shall  see 
how  V\\  be  reveng  d  on  him ;  I  will  immedi- 
ately g(>  seek  Uie  ondioance  against  reformadoes. 

Wan.  What  ordinance? 

Far.  Why,  they  do  so  swarm  about  the  town, 
and  are  so  destructiire  to  trade  and  all  civil  go- 
vernment, that  the  state  has  declared,  do  person 
shall  keep  above  two  colonels  and  four  captains 
(of  what  trade  soever)  in  lus  familv ;  for  now  the 
war  is  done,  broken  breech,  wood-monger,  rag- 
man, butcher,  and  link-boy,  (comrades  that 
made  up  the  ragged  regiment  in  this  holy  war,) 
think  to  return  and  be  admitted  to  serve  out 
their  times  again. 

Wan.  Your  ordinance  will  not  touch  the  cap- 
tain, for  he  is  a  knovia  soldier. 

Par.  He  a  captain  \  an  apocryphal  modem 
one,  that  went  convoy  once  to  Brainford  with 
those  troops  that  conducted  the  contribution- 
paddings  in  the  late  holy  war,  when  the  city  ran 
mad  after  their  russet  Levites,  apron-rogues,  with 
horn  hands.  Hang  him,  he's  but  the  sign  of  a 
soldi«r ;  and  I  ho|^  to  see  him  haug'd  for  that 
commission,  when  the  king  comes  to  his  pUce 
again. 

Wan,  You  abuse  him,  now  he*s  gone ;  but— 


Par.  Why,  dost  thou  think  T  fear  him  ?  no, 
wench,  I  know  him  too  well  for  a  cowardly  slave, 
that  dares  '  as  soon  eat  his  fox,  as  draw  it  in 
earnest ;  the  slave's  noted  to  make  a  conscience 
of  nothing  but  fighting. 

Wan,  Well,  if  you  be  not  a  good  man,  and  a 
kind  hushand 

Par.  Thou  know'st  the  proverb,  as  happy  as 
the  parson's  wife,  daring  her  husband's  hfe. 


SCENE  n. 

Enter  Mittrets  Pleasant,  Widow  Wild  her 
Aunt,  and  Secret  her  Woman,  above  in  the 
musick-room,  at  dreuing  her  ;  a  glass,  a  tahle^ 
and  she  in  her  ttight'CMaths, 

Plea,  Secret,  give  me  the  glass,  and  see  who 
knocks. 

Wid.  Niece,  what,  shut  the  door?  as  I  live, 
this  musick  was  meant  to  you,  I  know  my  ne- 
phew's voice. 

Plea,  Yes,  bat  you  think  his  friend's  has 
more  musick  in't. 

Wid,  No,  faith,  I  can  laugh  with  biai,  or  so, 
but  he  comes  no  nearer  than  my  lace. 

PUa.  You  do  well  to  keep  your  smock  betwixt. 

Wid.  Faith,  wench,  so  wilt  thou  and  thou 
beest  wise,  from  him  and  all  of  them ;  and  be 
rul'd  by  me,  we'll  abuse  all  the  sex,  till  they  pot 
a  true  value  upon  us. 

Pka,  But  dare  you  forbid  the  travel'd  gentle- 
man, and  abuse  them  and  yo\ir  servant,  and 
swear,  with  me,  not  to  marry  in  a  twelve^month, 
though  a  lord  bait  the  hook*,  and  hang  out  the 
sign  of  a  court  Cupid,  whipt  by  a  country  widow? 
then  I  believe  we  may  have  mirth  cheaper  than 
at  the  price  of  ourselves,  and  some  sport  with 
the  wits  that  went  to  lose  themselves  in  France. 

Wid.  Come,  no  dissembling,  lest  I  tell  your 
servant,  when  he  returns,  how  much  you're  ta- 
ken with  the  last  new  fashion. 

Sec.  Madam,  'tis  almost  noon,  will  you  not 
dress  yourself  to-day  ? 

Wid,  She  speaks  as  if  we  were  boarders; 
pry  thee,  wench,  is  not  the  dinner  our  own? 
sure  my  cook  sliall  lay  by  my  own  roast  till  my< 
stomach  be  op* 


^  As  MM  eat  hkfax. — A  fox  was  formerly  a  cant  word  for  a  sword. 

So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  BarthBlomew  Fair,  A.  2.  S.  6 : 
**  What  would  you  have,  sister,  of  a  fellow  that  knows  nothing  but  a  basket  hilt  and  an  M/ps  hn't  ?** 

Pkilaster,  by  Beaamont  and  Fletcher,  A.  4 : 

<'  I  made  my  father's  old  fox  fly  about  his  ears.'' 
Hmry  V,  by  Shakspeare,  A.  4.  S.  4 : 

" Thou  dy'st  on  point  of  fox. 

See  Mr  Sleevens's  Note  on  the  latter  passage,  where  many  passages  of  oor  ancient  writers  are  pro- 
ceed to  prove  the  explaoatioa. 
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Plea.  But  there  may  be  conipaDj,  and  they 
'will  say,  we  take  too  long  time  to  trim.  Secret, 
give  me  the  flowers  my  servant  sent  me,  lie 
sware  'twas  tlie  first  the  wench  made  of  the  kind. 

Wid.  But  when  he  shall  hesir  you  had  musick 
sent  you  to-day,  'twill  make  him  appear  in  his 
old  cloaths. 

Plea.  Marry,  I  would  he  would  take  excep- 
tion, .  he  should  not  want  ill  usage  to  rid  me  of 
his  trouble.  As  I  live,  custom  has  made  me  so 
acquainted  with  him,  that  I  now  begin  to  think 
him  not  so  displeasing  as  at  first;  and  if  he  fall 
not  out  with  me,  I  must  with  him,  to  secure 
myself.  Sure  (aunt)  he  must  find  sense  and 
reason  absent;  for  when  a  question  knocks  at 
his  head,  the  answer  tells  that  there  is  no  body 
at  home.  I  ask'd  him  th*  other  day,  if  he  did 
not  find  a  blemish  in  his  understanding ;  and  he 
sware  a  great  oath,  not  he.  I  told  him  'twns 
very  strange,  for  fool  was  so  visible  an  eye-sore, 
that  neither  birth  nor  fortune  could  reconcile  to 
me. 

Wid.  Faith,  methinks  his  humour  is  good, 
and  his  purse  will  buy  good  company,  and  I  can 
laugh  and  he  merry  with  him  sometimes. 

Plea.  Why,  pray  (aunt)  take  him  to  yourself, 
and  see  how  merry  we  will  be.  I  can  laugh  at 
any  body's  fool,  but  mine  own. 

Wid.  By  my  troth,  hot  tliat  I  have  married 
one  fool  already,  you  should  not  have  him. 
Consider,  he  asks  no  portion,  and  yet  will  make 
a  great  jointure ;  a  fool  with  these  conveniences, 
a  kind  loving  fool,  and  one  that  you  may  govern, 
makes  no  ill  husband,  niece :  there  are  other  ar- 
guments too,  to  bid  a  fool  welcome,  which  you 
will  find  without  teaching;  think  of  it,  niece; 
you  may  lay  out  your  affection  to  purchase  some 
dear  wit,  or  judgment  of  the  city,  and  repent, 
at  leisure,  a  good  bargain,  in  this  fool. 

Plea.  Faith,  aunt,  fools  are  cheap  in  the  but- 
chery, and  dear  in  the  kitchen ;  they  are  such 
unsavoury  insipid  things,  that  there  goes  more 
charge  to  the  sauce  than  the  fool  is  worth,  ere  a 
woman  can  confidently  serve  him,  either  to  her 
bed  or  board :  then  if*^  he  be  a  loving  fool,  be 
troubles  all  the  world  a  days,  and  me  all 
nighL 

Sec.  Friendship-love,  madam,  has  a  remedy 
for  tlmt. 

Plea.  See,  if  the  air  of  this  place  has  not  in- 
clined Secret  to  be  a  bawd  already.  No,  Secret, 
you  get  no  gowns  that  way>  upon  my  word :  if  I 
marry,  it  shall  be  a  gentleman  that  has  wit  and 
honour,  though  he  has  nothing  but  a  sword  by 
his  side;  such  a  one  naked  is  better  than  a  fool 
with  all  his  trappings,  bells,  and  baubles. 

Wid.  Wliy,  as  I  live,  he*s  a  handsome  fellow, 
and  merry :  mine  is  such  a  sad  soul,  and  tells 
me  stories  of  lovers  that  d^'d  in  despair,  and  of 
the  lamentable  end  of  their  mistresses,  (accord- 
ing to  the  ballad^)  and  thinks  to  win  me  by  ex- 
ample. 

Plea,  Faith,  mine  talks  of  nothing  but  how 


long  he  has  lov*d  me;  and  those  that  know  roe 
not,  think  I  am  old,  and  still  finds  new  causes 
(as  he  calls  them)  for  his  love.  I  ask'd  him  the 
other  day  if  I  changed  so  fast  or  no. 

Wid.  But  what  tliink'st  thou.  Secret ;  my  ne- 
phew dances  well,  and  has  a  handsome  house  m 
the  Piazza. 

Plea,  Your  nephew !  not  I,  as  I  live :  be 
looks  as  if  he  would  be  woo*d;  Til  warrant  you, 
he'll  never  begin  with  a  woman  till  he  has  lost 
the  opinion  of  himself;  but  since  yon  are  so 
courteous,  V\\  speak  to  his  friend,  and  let  htm 
know  how  you  suffer  for  him. 

Wid.  Him !  marry,  God  bless  all  good  wo- 
men from  him.  Why,  he  talks  as  if  the  dairy- 
maid and  all  her  cows  could  not  serve  his  turn : 
then  they  wear  such  bawdy  breeches,  'twould 
startle  an  honest  woman  to  come  in  their  com- 
pany, for  fear  they  should  break,  and  put  her  to 
count  from  the  faM  of  them ;  for  1*11  warrant,  the 
year  of  the  Lord  would  sooner  out  of  her  bead 
than  such  a  sight. 

Plea.  I  am  not  such  an  enemy  now  to  fab  hu- 
mour as  to  your  nephew's.  He  rails  against  oar 
sex,  and  thinks,  by  beating  down  the  price  of  a 
woman,  to  make  us  despair  of  merchants :  but, 
if  I  had  his  heartrstrings  tied  on  a  true  lover's 
knot,  I  would  so  firk  him,  till  he  (bund  physic 
in  a  rope. 

Sec,  He's  a  scurvy-tongu'd  fellow,  I'm  sore 
of  that ;  and  if  I  could  have  got  a  staff,  I  bad 
mark'd  him. 

Wid.  What  did  he  do  to  thee,  Secret? 

Plea,  Why,  he  swore  he  had  a  better  opinioo 
of  her  than  to  think  she  had  her  maidenhead: 
but  if  she  were  that  fool,  and  had  preserv'd  the 
toy,  he  swore  he  would  not  take  the  pains  of 
fetching  it,  to  have  it.  I^onfess,  I  would  fab 
be  reveng'd  on  them,  because  they  are  so  blown 
up  with  opinion  of  their  wit. 

Wid,  As  I  live,  my  nephew  travels  stilL  The 
sober  honest  Ned  Wild  will  not  be  at  home  this 
month. 

Plea.  What  say  you?  will  you  abuse  them 
and  all  the  rest,  and  stand  to  my  first  proposi* 
tion? 

Wid.  Yes,  faith,  if  it  be  but  to  bury  my  servant. 
Sad;  for  he  cannot  last  above  another  fall ;  aod 
bow,  think  you,  will  your  servant  take  it? 

Plea.  Mine !  Oh,  God  help  me,  miners  a 
healthy  fool.  I  would  he  were  subject  to  pioe* 
and  take  things  unkindly ;  there  were  some  oope 
to  be  rid  of  him ;  for  I'll  undertake  to  use  hua 
as  ill  as  any  body. 

Wid,  As  I  live,  I  am  easily  resdy'd;  for  if  I 
would  marry,  I  know  neither  who  nor  what  bo- 
mour  to  chose. 

Sec,  By  my  troth,  madam,  you  are  bard  to 
please,  else  the  courtier  might  have  serv'd  torn. 

Wid.  Serve  turn !  Pr'ythee  what  haste.  Se- 
cret, that  (  should  put  myself  to  bed  with  one  I 
might  make  a  shift  with  ?  When  I  marry,  thoa 
sb^tcry;  Ay  marry,  madam,  tldthuhmbiBd, 
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iriiiout  blushing,  wench,  and  none  of  your  so- 
H^iusbands.     Vet,  he  might  half  overcome  my 
•ion,  I  confess. 
flea.  Overcome !  I  think  so :  he  might  have 
ijia  city  his  way  ;  for  when  he  saw  you  were 
ilv'd  he  should  not  eat  with  you,  he  would 
himself  down  as  if  he  meant  to  besiege  us, 
had  vow'd  never  to  rise  till  he  had  taken  us 


lift  and  because  our  sex  forbade  force,  he  meant 
Mo  it  by  famine.  Yet  you  may  stay,  and  miss 
ftfeter  market :  for,  hang  me,  I  am  of  Secret's 
ifikioD,  he  had  but  two  faults ;  a  handsome  fel- 
li%  and  too  soon  deny'd. 

Wid.  *ri8  true,  he  was  a  handsome  fellow, 
9ti  a  civil,  that  I  shall  report  him ;  for  as  soon 
ajjt  was  given  him  to  understand,  I  desir*d  he 
IMkld  come  no  more,  I  never  saw  him  since, 
ICby  chance. 

^Ua,  Why  did  you  forbid  him  ?    . 
■   Wid.  There  were  divers  exceptions ;  but  that 
llich  angered  me  then,  was,  he  came  with  the 
lihl's  Inters  patents,  as  if  he  had  been  to  take 
'  ^a  wife  for  his  majesty's  use. 

Jtiea.  Alas !   was  that  all  ?    Why,  'tis  their 

3  at  court,  a  common  course  among  them  : 
was  it  not  one  the  king  had  a  great  care  of? 
Wben   my   motlier  was  alive,    I  had  such    a 

Set  from  the  court  directed  unto  me,  I  bid 
I  pay  the  post,  and  make  the  fellow  drink  ; 

«ttph  be  took  as  ill  as  I  could  wish,  and  has 

hin  ever  since  such  a  friendly  enemy 

Wid.  Nay,  as  I  live,  she  was  for  the  captain 
^  tMt  his  scarf  and  feather  won  her  heart. 

.  Ac.  Truly,  madam,  never  flatter  yourself; 
,  Aflbe  gentleman  did  not  like  you  so  well,  as  to 

pAyou  to  the  trouble  of  saying  no. 

.  mlea.  Lord,  bow  I  hated  and  dreaded  that 

tttli  and  buff-coat ! 

'  ^.  Why,  mistress  Pleasant,  a  captain  is  an 
r  hlDurable  charge. 

[  Mid.  PrVthee,  Secret,  name  them  no  more. 
[^Cifenel  and  captain,  commissioner,  free-quar- 
'  Ml^  ordnance  and  contribution  ;  when  Buff  ut- 
f  ll^these  words,  I  tremble  and  dread  the  sound : 
^  hfllgbts  me  still  when  I  do  but  think  on  them. 


Cuds  body,  they're  twigs  of  tlie  old  rod,  wench, 
that  whipt  us  so  lately. 

Plea.  Ay,  ay,  and  they  were  happy  days, 
wench,  when  the  captain  was  a  lean  poor  hum- 
ble thing,  and  the  soldier  tame,  and  durst  not 
come  within  the  city,  for  fear  of  a  constable  and 
a  whipping-post,  'f  hey  know  the  penal  statutes 
give  no  quarter.  Then  Buff  was  out  of  counte- 
nance, and  skulk'd  from  alehouse  to  alehouse ; 
and  the  city  had  no  militia  but  the  sheriff's  men. 
In  those  merry  days,  a  bailiff  trode  the  streets 
with  terror,  when  all  the  chains  in  the  city  were 
rusty  but  Mr  Sheriff's ;  wh^n  the  people  knew 
no  evil  but  the  constable  and  bis  watch.  Now, 
every  committee  has  as  much  power,  and  as  lit- 
tle manners,  and  examines  with  as  much  igno- 
rance, impertinence,  and  authority,  as  a  con- 
stable in  the  king's  key.  [People  talking  without. 

Wid.  See,  who's  that  so  loud  ? 

Sec.  The  men  you  talk'd  of,  newly  come  to 
town. ^  [Exeunt  omnes. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Jack  Constant,  Will  Sad,  Jolly, 
and  a  Footman  :  *^they  comb  t/ieir  heads,  and 
talk. 

Jol.  Remember  our  covenants,  get  them  that 
can,  all  friends;  and  be  sure  to  dispatch  the 
plot,  to  carry  them  into  the  country,  lest  the 
brace  of  new-come  monsieurs  get  them. 

Con.  Those  tlesli-flies  !  I'll  warrant  thee  from 
them:  yet  'twas  foolishly  done  of  me  to  put  on 
this  gravity.  I  shall  break  out,  and  return  to 
myself,  if  you  put  me  to  a  winter's  wooing.      * 

Sad.  A  little  patience  does  it;  and  I  am 
content  to  suffer  any  thing  till  tliey're  out  of 
town.  Secret  says,  they  think  my  pale  face 
proceeds  from  my  love. 

Jol.  Does  she?  That  shall  be  one  hint  to  ad- 
vance your  designs  and  my  revenge  ;  for  so  she 
be  cozen'd,  I  care  not  who  does  it,  for  scorning 
me,  who  (by  this  hand)  lov'd  her  parlously. 


* they  comh  their  Jieads,  and  talk. — ^This  custom,  stransre  as  it  would  now  appear,  was  the  con- 

E  practice  of  gentlemen  in  the  last  century.  When  on  visits,  either  of  ceremony  or  business,  or 
io  company  of  ladies,  and  at  public  places,  their  constant  amusement  was  to  comb  their  hair  or 
and  the  fashion  continued  until  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne. Drydcn  alludes  to  it,  in  the  Pro- 
to  Almamor  and  Aimahide : 

"  But,  as  when  vizard  masque  appears  in  pit, 
Straight  every  man,  who  thmks  himself  a  wit. 
Perks  up  ;  and  managing  his  comb  with  grace. 
With  his  white  wig  sets  off  his  nut-brown  face,'* 

.f^  Mincing,  in  The  Way  qfthe  World,  says : 

<<  The  gentlemen  stay  but  to  comlj,  madam^  and  will  wait  on  yoo." 


instances  I  am  indebted  for  to  Mr  Steevens. 
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Foot.  Sir,  what  shall  I  do  with  the  horses? 

Sad.  Carry  them  to  Brumsted's. 

Foot,  What  shall  I  do  with  your  worship's? 

JoL  Mine?  Take  him,  hamstring  him,  kill 
him,  any  thing  to  make  him  away,  Test,  having 
such  a  conveniency,  I  be  betra/d  to  another 
journey  into  the  country.  Gentiemeo,  you  are 
all  welcome  to  my  country-house.  Charingcross, 
I  am  glad  to  see  thee,  with  all  my  heart. 

Con,  What !  not  redoncil*d  to  the  country 
yet? 

Sfld.  He  was  not  long  enough  there,  to  see 
the  pleasure  of  it.   * 

Jol,  Pleasure !  what  is*t  calFd  ?  walking,  or 
hawking,  or  shooting  at  butts  ? 

Con.  You  found  other  pleasures,  or  else  the 
story  of  the  meadow  is  no  eospel. 

JoL  Yes,  a  pox  upon  the  necessity !  Here  I 
could  as  soon  have  taken  the  cow,  as  such  a 
milk-maid. 

Sad,  The  wine  and  meat's  good,  and  the 
company.  ^ 

Jol.  when,  at  a  Tuesday  meeting,  the  coun- 
try comes  in  to  a  match  at  two  shillings  rubbers, 
where  they  conclude  at  dinner  what  shall  be 
done  this  parliament,  railing  against  the  court 
and  pope,  after  the  old  £liz&beth-way  of  preach- 
ing, till  they  are  drunk  with  zeal ;  and  then  the 
old  knight  of  the  shire  from  the  board*s-end,  in 
his  coronation-breeches,  vies  clinches  with  a  si- 
lenced minister,  a  rogue  that  rail'd  against  the 
reformation,  merely  to  be  eas'd  of  the  trouble 
of  preaching. 

Con,  Nay,  as  I  live,  now  yon  are  to  blame, 
and  wrong  him.    The  man's  a  very  able  man. 

Jol.  You'll  be  able  to  say  so  one  day  upon 
your  wife's  report.  I  would  he  were  gelt,  and 
all  that  hold  his  opinion.  By  this  good  day,  they 
get  more  souls  than  they  save. 


Sad,  And  what  think  you  of  the  knight's  sob? 
I  hope,  he's  a  fine  gentleman,  when  his  gKcs 
suit  and  his  blue  stockings  are  on ;  and  the  wel* 
comest  thing  to  Mrs  Abigail,  but  "  Tib  aiai 
Tom  in  the  stock. 

Jol,  Who,  Mr  Jeoffiry  ?  Hobinol  the  secac^ 
By  this  life,  'tis  a  very  veal,  and  he  licb  fca 
nose  like  one  of  them.  By  his  discourse,  yoa'd 
guess  he  had  eaten  nothing  but  hay.  I  wonder 
he  doth  not  go  on  all  four  too,  and  hold  op  las 
leg  when  he  stales.  He  talks  of  nothing  butt  ibe 
stable.  The  cobler's  black-bird  at  the  comer 
has  more  discourse.  He  has  not  so  muchastbe 
family-jest,  which  tliese  Condons  use  to  inherit  f 
I  pos'd  him  in  "  Booker's  Prophecies,  till  he 
confess'd-  he  had  not  master'd  his  almanack  yet. 

Coft,  But  what  was  that  you  whisper'd  tofaiK 
in  the  hall  ? 

Jol,  Why,  the  butler  and  I,  by  the  interees- 
sion  of  March-beer,  had  newly  reconcil'd  hiaw 
his  dad's  old  cod-piece  corslet  m  the  hail,  which, 
when  his  zeal  was  up,  he  would  needs  dw 
down,  because  it  hung  upon  a  cross. 

Con,  But  what  think  you  of  my  neighbor  2 
I  hope,  her  charity  takes  you. 

Jol.  Yes,  and  her  old  waiting-woman's  devo- 
tion. She  sigh'd  in  the  pew  behind  me-  A 
Dutch  skipper  belches  not  so  loud,  or  so  soar. 
My  lady's  miserable  sinner,  with  the  white  eyfS» 
she  does  so  squeeze  out  her  prayers,  and  lo 
wring  out,  ifave  mercy  upon  us.  I  warrant  her, 
she  has  a  waiting-woman's  sting  in  her  conadesce. 
She  looks  like  a  dirty-soul'd  bawd. 

Con,  Who  is  this,  ray  lady  Freedom's  wontn, 
that  he  describes  ? 

Jol,  The  same:  the  independent  lady.  I 
have  promis'd  to  send  her  a  cripple  or  two  by 
the  next  carrier.  Her  subject-husband  woukl 
needs  shew  me  his  house  one  morning.    I  oe^ 


^^  Tib  and  Tom  in  the  8toek.^TennB  at  the  game  of  Gleek;  which  she  is  supposed  to  Irre 
immoderately.      8.  P. 

"*  Booker's  PropAecw*.— William  Lilly  gives  the  following  account  of  John  Booker,  the  person  here 
mentioned  :--he  "  was  born  in  Manchester,  in  the  year  1601 ;  was  in  his  youth  well  instructed  ia  the 
Latin  tongue,  which  he  understood  very  well.  He  seemed,  from  his  infancy,  to  be  designed  for  »- 
trology ;  for,  from  the  time  he  had  any  understanding,  he  would  be  always  poring  on,  and  stndyiac 
afananacks.  He  came  to  London  at  fitting  years,  and  served  an  apprenticeship  to  an  haberdasher  i> 
Lawrence  Lane,  London :  but  either  wantmg  stock  to  set  up,  or  disliking  the  calling,  he  left  te 
trade,  and  taught  to  write,  at  Hadley,  in  Middlesex,  several  scholars  in  that  school.  He  wrotf  ««•• 
gulariy  well,  both  secretary  and  Roman.  In  process  of  time,  he  served  Sir  Christopher  Clctber«t 
knight,  alderman  of  London,  as  his  clerk,  being  a  city  justice  of  peace.  He  also  was  clerk  to  Sir 
Hugh  Hammersley,  alderman  of  London  :  both  which  he  served  vrith  great  credit  and  esthBsfioOf 
and,  by  that  means,  became  not  only  well  known,  but  as  well  respected,  of  the  most  eminent  aS^as 
of  London,  even  to  his  dying-day. 

"  He  was  an  excellent  proficient  in  astrology ;  whose  excellent  verses  upon  the  twelve  mmAh 
framed  according  to  the  configurations  of  each  month,  being  blessed  with  success  according  to  1»» 
predictions,  procured  him  much  reputation  all  over  England.  He  was  a  very  honest  man ;  abbfltrd 
any  deceit  in  the  art  he  studied ;  had  a  curious  fancy  in  judgine  of  thefts,  and  as  successfiil  in  mold- 
ing love-questions.  He  was  no  mean  proficient  in  astronomy  ^  ne  understood  much  in  physic ;  «>' ' 
great  admirer  of  the  antimonial  cup ;  not  unlearned  in  chymistry,  which  he  loved  well,  but  (fid  ^^ 
practise.    He  died  in  1667." 
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irisited  such  an  hospital ;  it  stank  like  Bedlam ; 
•ad  all  the  servants  'were  carrying  pultices,  ju- 
hipB,  and  ghsters,  and  several  remedies  for  all 
diseesea  bat  his.  The  man  sigh'd  to  see  bis  es- 
tate crumbling  away.  I  couoseird  him  either 
10  give  or  take  an  ounce  of  ratsbane,  to  cure  his 


Com.  She  is  my  cousin ;  but  he  made  such  a 
complaint  to  roe,  I  thought  he  had  married  the 
eompaDy  of  Surgeons-ball:  for  his  directions  to 
*ie  tor  several  things  ibr  his  wife's  use,  were  fit- 
to*  for  an  apothecary's  shop  than  a  lady's  closet. 
Jol.  I  advis'd  him  to  settle  no  jointure  but 
Imt  old  stills,  and  a  box  -of  instruments,  upon 
Iter.  She  hates  a  man  with  all  his  limbs.  A 
nooden  leg,  a  crutch,  and  Jistula  in  ano,  wins 
%ti  heart.  Her  gentleman-usher  broke  his  leg 
iMt  dog-days,  merely  to  have  the  honour  to 
Ivre  her  set  it:  a  foul  rank  rogue !  and  so  full 
C^Mlt  hamours,  that  he  pos'd  a  whole  college 
«f  oU  women  with  a  ^rangrene,  which  spoil  d 
tile  iest,  and  his  ambhn^  before  my  lady,  by 
app^ing  a  hand-saw  to  his  gart'ring  place ;  and 
Mw  the  rogue  wears  booted  bed-staves,  and  de- 
stroys all  toe  young  ashes  to  make  him  legs. 

&d.  I  never  saw  such  a  nasty  aOfectiou :  she 
woaM  ha*  done  well  in  the  incurable,  a  hand- 
aaid  to  have  waited  on  the  cripples. 

Jo/.  She  converses  with  naked  men,  and 
iMBidles  all  their  members,  tho'  never  so  il! 
feifected,  and  calls  the  fornication  charity.  AW 
her  discourse  to  me  was  flat  bawdry ;  which  I 
could  not  chide,  but  spoke  as  flat  as  she,  till  she 
tebuk'd  me,  calling  mine  beastliness,  and  hers 
natural  philosophy.  By  this  day,  if  £  were  to 
marry,  i  would  as  soon  have  chosen  a  drawn 
whore  oat  of  mine  own  hospital,  and  cure  the 
sios  of  her  youth,  as  marry  a  she-chirurgeon ; 
oot  that,  for  her  sins  in  her  first  husband's  days, 
cores  all  the  crimes  of  her  sex  in  my  time.  I 
would  have  him  call  her  Chiron,  the  Centaur's 
own  daughter,  a  chirui^eon  by  sire  and  dam, 
Apollo's  own  colt.  Sbe's  red-bair'd  too,  like 
that  bonny  beast  with  the  golden  mane  and 
iiniing  tail. 

Sad,  You  had  a  long  discourse  with  her,  Jolly : 
what  was't  about? 

Jol,  I  was  advising  her  to  be  divorc'd,  and 
QVry  the  man  in  the  almanack:  'twould  be 
iw  pastime  for  her  to  lick  him  whole. 

Sid.  Bj  this  day,  I  never  saw  such  a  mule  as 
W  hasband  is,  to  near  with  her  madness.  The 
Ittose  b  a  good  house,  and  well  fumish'd. 

hL  Yes;  but  'tis  such  a  sight  to  see  great 
Preach  beds  full  of  found  children,  sons  of 
botcbelors,  priests  heirs,  Bridewell  orphans: 
tlwre  they  lie  b^  dozens  in  a  bed,  like  sucking 
nbbits  io  a  dish,  or  a  row  of  pins ;  and  then 
^  keep  a  whole  dairy  of  milch-whores  to 
ncklethem. 

Sad,  She  is  successful,  and  that  spoils  her, 
vid  makes  her  deaf  to  counsel.  I  bade  him 
poiioD  two  or  three,  to  disgrace  her;  for  the 


vanity  and  pride  of  their  remedies  make  those 
women  more  diligent  than  their  charity. 

JoL  I  Hsk'd  him  why  he  married  her ;  and  he 
confess'd,  if  he  had  been  sound,  be  had  never 
had  her. 

Con,  He  confess'd,  she  cur'd  him  of  three 
claps  before  he  married  her. 

JoL  Yes ;  and  I  believe  some  other  member 
(thougb  then  ill-affected)  pleaded  more  than  his 
tongue ;  and  the  rogue  is  like  to  find  her  bust* 
ness  still ;  for  he  flies  at  all.  My  God,  I  owe 
thee  thanks  for  many  things ;  but  'tis  not  tlie 
least  I  am  not  her  husband,  nor  a  country-gen- 
tleman, whither,  I  believe,  yon  cannot  easily 
seduce  me  ag^in,  unless  you  can  persoade  Lon- 
don to  stand  in  the  coontry.  To  Hyde  Park,  or 
so,  I  may  venture  upon  your  lady-fair  days, 
when  the  filly-foals  of  fifteen  come  kicking  m^. 
with  their  manes  and  tails  tied  op  in  ribbands, 
to  see  their  eyes  roul  and  neigh  when  the  spring 
makes  their  blood  prick  them ;  so  far  I  am  with 
YOU,  by  the  way  of  a  country-gentleman  and  a 
beer-drinker. 

Sad.  For  all  this  dblike,  Mr  Jolly,  your  great* 
est  acquaintance  lies  amongst  country-gentle- 
men. 

Jol,  Ay,  at  London :  there  your  country-gen- 
tlemen are  good  company;  wbere  to  be  seen 
with  them  is  a  kind  of  credit.  I  come  to  a  mer- 
cer's shop  in  yoar  coach ;  Boy,  call  your  master : 
he  comes  bare ;  I  whisper  him,  Do  yon  know 
the  Constants  and  the  Sads  of  Norfolk?  Yes, 
yes,  he  replies,  and  strokes  his  beard.  They  are 
good  men,  cry  I :  Yes,  yes.  No  more ;  cut  me 
off  three  suits  of  sattin.  He  does  it,  and,  in  the 
delivery,  whispers,  Will  these  be  bonud  ?  Pish ! 
drive  on,  coachman :  speak  with  me  to-morrow. 

Con.  And  what  then } 

JoL  What  then !  why,  come  again  next  day. 

Sad,  And  what  if  the  country-gentleman  will 
not  be  bound  ? 

JoL  Then  he  must  fight. 

Sad,  I  would  I  had  known  that  before  I  had 
sign'd  your  bond,  I  would  have  set  my  sword 
sooner  than  my  seal  to  it. 

JoL  Why,  if  thou  repent,  there's  no  harm 
done :  fight  rather  than  pay  it. 

Sad.  Why,  do  you  think  I  dare  not  fight? 

JoL  Yes,  but  I  think  thou  hast  more  wit  than 
to  fight  with  me ;  for  if  I  kill  thee,  'tis  a  fortune 
to  me,  and  others  will  sign  in  fear;  and  if  thoa 
should'st  kill  me,  any  body  that  knows  us  would 
swear  'twere  very  strange,  and  cry.  There's  God's 
just  judgment  now  upon  that  lewd  youth,  and 
thou  procur'st  his  hangman's  place  at  the  rate  of 
thy  estate. 

Con,  By  this  hand,  he  is  in  the  right :  and, 
for  mine,  I  meant  to  pay  when  I  sign'd.  Hang 
it,  never  pot  good  fellows  to  say,  Px'ythee  give 
me  a  hunared  pounds. 

Sad,  Tis  true,  'tis  a  good  jant^  way  of  beg- 
I  png;  yet,  for  being  kill'd,  if  1  refuse  it— would 
'  there  were  no  more  danger  in  the  widow's  un« 
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kindness  than  in  jour  figlitiog,  I  would  not  mis- 
trust my  design. 

Joi.  Why  ay,  there's  a  point  now  in  nicety  of 
honour,  I  should  kill  you  tor  her ;  for  you  know 
I  pretended  first :  and  it  may  be  if  I  had  writ 
sad  lines  to  her,  and  hid  myself  in  my  cloak,  and 
haunted  her  coach,  it  may  be  in  lime  she  would 
have  sought  me:  not  I,  by  this  hand,  I'll  not 
trouble  myself  for  a  wench ;  and  married  widows 
are  but  customary  authorizM  wenches. 

Con.  Being  of  tliat  opinion,  how  can'st  thou 
think  of  marrying  one? 

Jol»  Why,  faith,  I  know  not;  I  thought  to 
rest  me,  for  I  was  run  out  of  breath  with  plea- 
sure, and  grew  so  acquainted  with  sin,  I  would 
have  been  good,  for  variety ;  in  these  thoughts 
'twas  my  fortune  to  meet  with  this  widow,  hand- 
some, and  of  a  clear  fame. 

Con.  Did*8t  love  her  ? 

JoL  Yes,  faith :  I  had  love,  but  not  to  the  dis- 
ease that  makes  men  sick;  and  I  could  have 
lov*d  her  still,  but  that  I  was  angry  to  have  her 
refuse  me,  for  a  fault  I  told  her  of  myself  so  I 
went  no  more. 

Sad.  Did  she  forbid  you  but  once  ? 

JoL  Faith,  I  think,  I  slipt  a  fair  opportunity, 
a  handsome  wench,  and  three  thousand  pounds 
per  annum  in  certainty,  besides  the  possibility 
of  being  saved. 

Con.  Which  now  you  think  desperate  ? 

Widow  and  Pleasant  looking  out  at  a  window. 

Plea.  That  is  you;  cross  or  pile,  will  you 
have  him  yet  or  no  ? 

Wid.  Peace !  observe  them. 

Jol.  Faith,  uo,  I  do  not  despab;  but  I  can- 
not resolve. 


Enter  Wild,  Careless,  and  the  Captaisij  gomg 
in  haste ;  he  comes  in  at  the  middle  door, 

Wid.  Who  are  those? 

Care.  Captain,  whither  in  such  haste?  iHiat, 
deleated  ?  Call  you  this  a  retreat,  or  a  flighK 
from  your  friends  ? 

Plea.  Your  nephew,  and  his  governor,  and  bis 
friend.  Here  will  be  a  scene  !  sit  close,  and  we 
may  know  the  secret  of  their  hearts. 

Wid.  They  have  not  met  since  they  retom'd: 
''  I  shall  love  this  bay-window. 

Capt.  Pr'ythee  let  me  go :  there's  mischief  » 
boiling;  and  if  thou  shak'st  me  once  more,  tbcw 
wilt  jumble  a  lye  together  I  have  been  haaiiDa<» 
iug  this  hour. 

Care.  A  pox  upon  you  !  a  studying  lyes! 

Capt.  Why,  then  they  are  no  lyes,  but  some- 
thing in  the  praise  of  an  old  lady's  beauty;  what 
do  you  call  that  ? 

Jol.  Who  are  those  ?       [They  spy  each  othen 

Sad.  Is't  not  the  captain  and  my  friend  ? 
[Jolly  salutes  them ;   then  he  goes  to  the 
Captain  to  embrace  him;    '*lhe  Cep' 
tain  stands  in  a  French  posture^  mtd 
slides  froin  his  old  way  of  emhrttcing., 

Jol.  Ned  Wild  !  Tom  Careless !  what  ail'st 
thou  ?  do'st  thou  scorn  my  embraces  ? 

Capt.  I  see  you  have  never  been  abroad,  else 
you  would  know  how  to  put  a  value  upon  those, 
whose  careful  observation  brouf^ht  home  the 
most  exquisite  garb  and  courtship  that  Paris 
could  sell  us. 

Jol.  A  pox  on  this  fooling,  and  leave  off  cere- 
mony. 

Capt.  Why  then  agreed:  off  with  our  masks, 
and  let's  embrace  like  the  old  knot. 

[They  embnci. 


'3  /  shdU  Ufve  this  bay  window. — A  bay  window  is  what  we  now  distinguish  by  the  name  of  a  ^ 
window.  The  term  frequently  occurs  in  ancient  writers.  So,  Second  Part  qf  Antonio  and  3feUida,  1^ 
MarstoD,  A.  1.  S.  3 : 

** Three  tunes  I  gaspt  at  shades : 

And  thrice,  deluded  by  erroneous  sense, 
I  forc't  my  thoughts  make  stand ;  when  loe  I  op't 
A  lar^e  bay  window^  through  which  the  night 
Struck  terror  to  my  soul." 

Cynthia*s  Rnels,  A.  4.  S.  3 : 

''  In  which  time  (retiring  myself  into  a  bay  window)  the  beauteous  lady  Annabel,  &c." 

A  Chatt  Mayd  in  Cheapirsidey  by  Middleton,  1630,  p.  63 : 

''  In  troth  a  match,  wench : 

We  are  simply  stock* t,  with  cloath  of  tissue  cussions, 

To  inmish  out  bay  windows,'* 

'♦  The  captoifi  stands  in  a  French  posture,  &c. — So,  in  the  Epilogue  to  Evening  Lave;  or,  The  Mo^ 
AstrologeTf  by  Dryden : 

"  Up  starts  a  Mounsieur,  new  come  o'er ;  and  warm 
In  the  French  stoop ;  and  the  pull  back  o'  th'  aim; 
Moryeau,  dit  il,"  &c. 
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M.  Faithy  say  where  have  you  spent  these 
three  years  time?  in  our  neighbour  France?  or 
Iwve  you  ventured  o'er  the  Alps,  to  see  the  seat 
of  the  Caesars  ? 

SoiL  And  can  tell  us  (ignorant,  doomed  to 
walk  apon  our  own  land)  how  large  a  seat  the 
(oddess  fix'd  her  flying  Trojans  in. 

Con.  Yes,  yes,  and  have  seen,  and  drank  (per- 
haps) of  Tyber's  famous  stream. 

J<k,  And  have  been  where  jEneas  buried  his 
tnuupeter  and  his  nurse.  Tom  looks  as  if  he 
had  suck'd  the  one,  and  had  a  battle  sounded 
by  the  other,  for  joy  to  see  our  nation,  ambitious 
not  to  be  understood  or  known  when  they  come 
bome. 

Ct^i.  So,  now  I'm  welcome  home;  this  is  free- 
dom, and  these  are  friends,  and  with  these  I  can 
|be  nerry ;  for,  gentlemen,  you  must  give  me 
jleave  to  be  free  too. 

I  JoL  So  you  will  spare  us  miserable  men,  con- 
;demn*d  to  London,  and  the  company  of  a 
Michaelma»temi,  and  never  travelM  those  coun- 
tries that  set  mountains  on  fire  a  purpose  to  light 
US  to  our  lodging. 

V^iid,  Why  thjs  is  better  than  to  stay  at  home, 
■od  lye  by  hear-say,  wearing  out  yourselves  and 
ibrtQoes  like  your  clothes,  to  see  her  that  hates 
you  for  being  so  fine;  then  appearing  at  a  play, 
dress'd  like  some  part  of  it,  while  the  company 
admire  the  mercer's  and  the  taylor's  work,  and 
1 9meu  they  have  done  their  parts  to  make  you 
'  iioe  gentlemen. 

I     Care.  Then  leap  out  of  your  coach,  and  throw 
'  year  cloak  over  your  shoulder ;  the  casting-nets 
I  to  catch  a  widow ;  while  we  have  seen  the  world, 
!  «nd  leam'd  her  customs. 
I     Capt,  Yes,  sir,  and  retum'd  perfect  monsieurs. 

Said.  Yes,  even  to  their  diseases:  I  confess 
i  my  ignorance,  I  cannot  amble,  nor  ride  like 
I  "  St  George  at  Waltham. 

JoL  Yet,  upon  my  conscience,  he  may  be  as 
i  welcome  with  a  trot  as  the  other  with  his  pace ; 
!  Rod  faith,  Jack,  (to  be  a  little  free,)  tell  me, 
<lo*st  thou  not  think  thou  hadst  been  as  well  to 
pass  here,  with  that  English  nose  thou  carry'dst 
li^nce,  as  with  the  French  tongue  thou  hast 
brought  home? 

[The  Captain  has  a  patch  (roer  his  nose. 
Capt.  It  is  an  accident,  and  to  a  soldier  'tis 
W  a  scar :  'tis  true,  such  a  sign  upon  Mr  Jolly's 
^  bad  been  as  ill  as  a  red  cross,  and  Lord  have 
nercif  upon  us,  at  his  lodging-door,  to  have  kept 
women  out  of  court. 
Jo/.  For  aught  you  know  of  the  court. 

•Capt.  I  know  the  court,  and  thee,  and  thy 


use,  and  how  you  serve  but  as  the  handsomest 
moveables ;  a  kind  of  implement  above  stairs, 
and  look  much  like  one  ot  the  old  court-servants 
in  the  hangings. 

Wild.  But  that  they  move,  and  look  fresher, 
and  your  apparel  more  modem. 

Care.  Yet,  faith,  their  office  is  the  same,  to 
adorn  the  room,  and  be  gaz'd  on.  Alas,  he's 
sad !  courage,  man,  these  riding-clothes  will 
serve  thee  at  the  latter  day. 

Capt,  Which  is  one  of  their  grievances;  for 
nothing  troubles  them  more  than  to  think  they 
must  appear  in  a  foul  winding-sheet,  and  come 
undress'd. 

Jol.  Gentlemen,  I  am  glad  to  find  you  know 
the  court ;  we  know  a  traveller  too,  especially 
when  he  is  thus  chang'd  and  exchang'd,  as  your 
worships,  both  in  purse  and  person,  and  have 
brought  home  foreign  visages  and  inscriptions. 

Con.  Why  that's  their  perfection,  their  am- 
bition to  have  it  said.  There  go  those  that  have 
profitably  observ'd  the  vices  of  other  countries, 
and  made  them  their  own;  and  the  faults  of 
several  nations,  at  their  return,  are  their 
parts. 

Jol.  Why  there's  Jack  Careless,  he  carried 
out  as  good  staple-manners  as  any  was  in  Suffolk, 
and  now  he  is  retum'd  with  a  shrug,  and  a  trick 
to  staiHl  crooked,  like  a  scurvy  bow  unbent ;  and 
looks  as  if  he  would  maintain  oil  and  sallads 
against  a  chine  of  beef.  I  knew  a  great  beast 
of  this  kind,  it  haunted  the  court  much,  and 
would  scarcely  allow  us  fully  reduc'd  to  civility, 
for  serving  up  mutton  in  whole  joints. 

Con.  What,  silent? 

Sad.  Faith,  the  captain  is  in  a  study. 

Jol.  Do,  do,  conn  the  rivers  and  towns  per- 
fectly, captain ;  thou  may'st  become  intelligencer 
to  the  people,  and  lye  thy  two  sheets  a  week  in 
Corranto's  too. 

Con.  And  could  you  not  make  friends  at  court 
to  get  their  pictures  cut  ugly,  in  the  corner  of  a 
map,  like  the  old  navigators  ? 

Jol.  We'll  see,  we'll  see. 

Enter  Widow  and  Pleasant  above. 

Wid.  I'll  interrupt  them. — ^Servant,  you're 
welcome  to  town.  How  now,  nephew  ?  what, 
dumb  ?  where  are  all  our  travel'd  tongues  ? 

Jol.  '^Servant !  who  doth  she  mean  ?  by  this 
hand,  I  disclaim  the  title. 

Plea.  Captain,  Secret  has  taken  notes,  and 
desires  you  would  instruct  her  in  what  concerns 
a  waiting-woman,  and  an  old  lady. 


"'  St  George  at  WaUliam. — ^The  sign  of  an  Inn  there. 

**  Stnant  t — The  usual  manner  in  which  ladies  formerlv  addrest  their  lovers. 
£wry  AfB»  in  Am  Humour ,  A.  4.  S.  2 :  Every  Man  out  of  his  Humour ,  A, 
wry,  A.  2,  S.  2:  Basltfut  Lover^  A.  4.  S.  1 :  A  very  fVoman,  A.l,  S.  I 
i^M,  A.  f.  S.  t :  and  m  most  of  the  dramatic  productions  of  the  times. 


See  Ben  Jonson's 

3.  S.  9 :  Massmger's  Fatal 

The  Two  Gentlemen  nf  Ve- 
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Capt.  Very  good !  yet  this  shall  not  save  your 
dinner. 

Wid.  Nay,  while  you  are  in  this  humour  I'll 
not  sell  your  companies;  and  tho*  Mr  Jolly  be 
incens'dy  I  liope  he  will  do  mc  the  favour  to  dine 
with  me. 

JoL  Faith,  lady,  you  mistake  me  if  you  think 
I  am  afraid  of  a  widow ;  for  I  would  have  the 
world  know  I  dare  meet  her  any  where,  but  at 
bed.  [Exit  Jolly. 

Wild.  No  more,  aunt;  weMl  come;  and  if 
you  will  give  us  good  meat,  weMl  bring  good- 
humours  and  good  stomachs. 

[Widow  shuts  the  curtain. 

Care.  By  this  day.  Til  not  dine  there :  they 


take  a  pleasure  to  raise  a  spirit  that  tiiey  i 
lay.    I'll  to  Banks's. 

Capt,  A  pox  forbid  it!  you  sliatti 
company,  now  yon  know  what  we  aie 
ter  dinner. 

Care,  I  will  consent,  upon  condition  ] 
bid  the  spiritual  nonsense  the  age  catel 
Love. 

Capt,  I  must  away  too;  but  Fll  be  i 
dinner — You  will  join  in  a  plot  after  din 

Wild.  Any  thing,  good,  bad,  or  in ' 
for  a  friend  and  mirth. 

[Exeunt  all  but  tkei 

Capt.  1  must  go,  and  prevent  the  rof^ 
chief  with  the  old  lady.  [Exit  i 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Jolly  and  the  old  Lady  Loveall. 

Love.  Away,  unworthy,  false,  ingrateful !  with 
what  brow  dar'st  thou  come  again  into  my  sight, 
knowing  how  unworthy  you  have  been,  and  how 
false  to  love  ? 

Jol.  No,  'tis  you  are  unworthy,  and  deserve 
not  those  truths  of  love  I  have  paid  here ;  else 
you  would  not  believe  every  report  that  envy 
brings,  and  condemn,  without  hearing  me,  whom 
you 'have  so  oflen  try'd  and  found  faitliful. 

Love.  Yes,  till  1,  too  credulous,  had  pity  on 
your  tears ;  till  I  had  mercy,  you  durst  not  be 
false. 

Jol,  Nor  am  not  yet. 

Loroe.  What  do'st  thou  call  false?  Is  there  a 
treachery  beyond  what  thou  hast  done  ?  When 
I  had  given  my  fame,  my  fortune,  myself,  and 
my  husband's  honour,  all  in  one  obligation,  a  sa- 
crifice to  that  passion  which  thou  seem*st  to  la- 
bour with  despair  of,  to  tell  and  brag  of  a  con- 
quest o'er  a  woman,  fool'd  by  her  passion,  and 
lost  in  her  love  to  thee,  unworthy  !— 

[Sh€  turns  away  her  head. 

Jol.  By  this  day,  'tis  as  false  as  he  that  said 
it:  hang  him,  son  of  a  batchelor !  a  slave  !  that 
envying  my  fortune,  in  such  a  happiness  as  your 
love  and  cnaste  embraces,  took  this  way  to  ruin 
it.  Come,  dry  your  eyes,  and  let  the  guilty 
weep :  if  I  were  guilty,  I  durst  as  soon  ap- 
proach a  constable  drunk,  as  come  here :  you 
Know  I  am  your  slave. 

Love.  You  swore  so,  and  honour  made  me 
leave  to  triumph  over  your  miseries. 

Jol.  Do  you  repent  that  I  am  happy?  if  you 
do,  command  my  death. 

Love.  Nay,  never  weep,  nor  sit  sadly ;  I  am 
friends,  so  you  will  only  talk  and  discourse ;  for 
'tis  your  company  I  only  covet. 

Jol.  No,  you  cannot  forgive,  because  you 
have  injur'd  me:  'tis  right  woman's  justice,  ac- 


cuse first;  and  harder  to  reconcile  wfaeft I 
are  guilty  than  when  they  are  innocent,  or  4 
you  would  not  turn  from  me  thus. 

Ijtrce.  You  know  your  youth  hath  a  I 
power  over  me:    turn  those  bewitchiot  4 
away ;   I  cannot  see  them  with  safety  St 
honour. 

Jol,  Come,  you  shall  not  hide  yovr 
there's  a  charm  in  it  against  those  that  4 
burnt  with  unchaste  ftres;  for  let  but  yoar< 
or  nose  drop  upon  his  heart,  it  would  1 
up,  or  quench  it  strait. 

Jjove.  No  cogging,  you  have  injur'd  me;  i 
now,  tho'  my  love  plead,  I  must  be  deaf;  i 
honour  bids  me ;  for  you  will  not  fear  afuo  t»l 
prove  unworthy,  when  yon  find  I  am  so  e«^*ll| 

forgive Why,  you  will  not  be  uncivil? 

[Jolly  kisses  her,  and  she  shaves  himi 
with  her  mouth. 

Jol,  So,  the  storm  is  laid !  I  must  bavet 
pearls — She  shov'd  me  away  with  her 
I'll  to  her  again. 

JjOve.  Where  are  you?  what  do  you  tal»i 
for  ?  why  you  will  not  be  uncivil? 

[Sttlfas  he  offers  to  touch  her,  she  starts  £i  ; 
if  he  pluck' d  up  her  coats. 

Jol.  Uncivil !  by  thy  chaste  self  I  cannot, 
chick :  thou  hast  such  a  terror,  such  a  guard  ie 
those  eyes,  I  dare  not  approach  thee,  nor  can  I 
gaze  upon  so  much  fire:  pr'ytbee,  sirrab,  let  me 
hide  me  from  their  power  here. 

Love.  You  presume  upon  the  weakness  of  oar 
sex :  What  shall  I  say  or  do,  tyrant  Love? 

Jol.  There's  a  charm  in  those  pearb!  poO 
them  off;  if  they  have  a  firost  in  them,  kt  ne 
Avear  them,  and  then  we  are  both  safe. 

Love.  I  would  you  had  taken  them  soonef  j[  I 
had  then  been  innocent,  and  nught  with  white- 
ness have  worn  my  love^  which  I  shall  ne'er  out- 
live. 

Jol.  Dear,  do  not  too  hat  pour  in  my  joj^ 
lest  I  too  soon  reach  my  heaven. 

Love.  Be  gone,  then,  lest  we  prove  {hanfi 
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pitfd  that  beigbt)  this  sad  truth  in  love,  the 
pm  wunutc  after  noon  it  night. 
I  Mm  Part  now  ?  the  gods  forbid !  take  from 
Me  irst  this  load  of  joys  you  have  thrown  upon 
,SH^  for  'tb  a  burthen  harder  to  bear  than  sad- 
|MV.  ^  I  was  not  bom  till  now;  this  my  first 
ilMl  io  which  I  reap  true  bliss. 
i  Lote.  No,  uo,  I  would  it  had  been  your  first 
|fig|bky  then  your  falsehood  had  not  given  ar^u- 
jftent  for  these  tears ;  and  I  hate  myself  to  thmk 
jllboold  be  such  a  foolish  fly,  thus  again  to  ap- 
ijvoach  vour  dangerous  flame. 

M,  Come,  divert  these  thoughts :  1*11  go  see 
i  JdPT  closet.  ' 

I     hffoe.  No,  uo,  I  swear  you  shall  not. 

Jol.  You  know  I  am  going  out  of  town  for 

tipo  days. 
Lenpe.  When  you  return  V\\  shew  it  you ;  you 

•ill  forget  me  else  when  you  are  gone,  and  at 


M,  Can  your  love  endure  delays?  or  shall 
Iwiiesa  thee  from  hepce  remove  ?  These  were 
own  arguments.     Come,  you  shall  shew 


J«o 


ibdfb 


Isve.  Nay,  then  I  perceive  what  unworthy 
w»^  your  love  would  find.    Ye  gods,  are  all  men 

J$L  As  I  live  you  shall  stay :  come,  you  ought 
tDanke  nie  amends  for  sland'ring  of  me.  Hang 
loeif  ever  I  told;  and  he  that  reports  it  is  the 

dana^dst  rogue  in  a  country.    Come,  I  say 

[He  pulls  her  bodkin,  that  it  tied  in  a 
piece  of  black  bobbin. 
Love,  Ah !  as  I  live,  I  will  not,  I  have  sworn. 
Do  not  pull  me ;  I  will  not  be  damn'd,  I  have 

•worn [He  pullt  her,  and  says  thit. 

Jot.  As  I  live,  ril  break  your  bodkin  then :  a 
«ng  tyrant !  Come,  by  this  good  day,  you 
be  merciful. 
hroe.  Why,  you  will  not  be  uncivil  ?  you  will 
Bot  force  me,  will  you  ?  As  I  live  I  will  not. 

•W.  Nay,  an*  you  be  wilful,  I  can  be  stub- 

k<>n*  too.  [He pulls  still. 

hroe.  Hang  me,  I'll  call  aloud ;   Why,  Nan  ! 

Nw,  you  may  force  me ;  but,  as  1  live,  I'll  do 

**wwig.  [Exeunt  ambo. 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Captain. 

Capt,  A  pox  upon  you,  are  you  earthed  ?  the 
jogue  has  got  her  necklace  of  pearl;  but  I  hope 
*c  will  leave  the  rope  to  hang  me  in.  How  tne 
pox  came  they  so  great  ?  I  must  have  some  trick 
to  break  his  neck,  else  the  young  rogue  will  work 
me  oat.  Tis  an  excellent  old  lady,  but  I  dare 
»ot  call  her  so ;  yet  would  she  were  young 
J^pogh  to  bear,  we  might  do  some  good  for  our 
^^  by  leaving  such  a  charitable  brood  behind, 
^i^e'sawoman  after  the  first  kind ;  'tis  but  going 
"» to  her,  and  you  may  know  her.    Then  she'll 


oblige  so  readily,  and  gives  with  greater  thanks 
than  others  receive;  takes  it  so  kindly  to  be 
courted. — I  am  now  to  obliee  her  (as  she  calls 
it)  by  professing  young  Wild's  love,  and  desiring 
an  assurance  she's  sensible  of  his  sufferings; 
which  tho'  it  be  folse,  and  beyond  my  commission, 
yet  the  hopes  of  such  a  new  young  tiling,  that 
has  the  vogue  of  the  town  for  handsomest,  'twill 
so  tickle  her  age,  and  so  blow  up  her  vanity,  to 
have  it  said  he  is  in  love  with  her,  and  so  endear 
her  to  me  for  being  the  means,  that  the  parson's 

malice  will  be  able  to  take  no  root -She 

comes ;  I  must  not  be  seen. 

Enter  Loveall  and  Jollt. 

Love.  Give  me  that  letter;  I'll  swear  you 
shall  not  read  it. 

Jol.  Take  it;  I'll  away:  What  time  shall  I 
call  you  in  the  evening  ?  there's  a  play  at  court 
to-ni^ht. 

Love.  I  would  willingly  be  there,  but  your 
ladies  are  so  censorious  and  malicious  to  us 
young  ladies  in  the  town,  especially  to  me,  be- 
cause the  wits  are  pleas'd  to  aflbra  me  a  visit, 
or  so ;  I  could  be  content  else  to  be  seen  at 
court.  Pray  what  humour  is  the  queen  of?  the 
captain  of  her  guard  I  know. 

Jol.  The  queen?  who's  that  knocks  at  the 
back-door  ? [The  Captain  knockt. 

Love.  Smooth  my  band ;  I  know  not;  go  down 
that  way,  and  look  you  be  not  false ;  if  you 
should  be  false,  I'll  swear  I  should  spoil  myself 
with  weeping. 

Jol.  Farewell !  In  the  evening  I'll  call  you. 

[  Esit  Jolly. 

Love.  Who's  there  ?  Captain,  where  have  you 
been  all  this  while?  I  might  sit  alone,  I  see,  for 
you,  if  I  could  not  find  conversation  in  books. 

[She  takes  a  book  in  her  hand  and  sits  down, 

Capt.  Faith,  madam,  friends  newly  come  to 
town  engag'd  me,  and  my  stay  was  civility  rather 
than  desire :  what  book's  that  ? 

Love.  I'll  swear  he  was  a  witch  that  writ  it ; 
for  he  speaks  my  thoughts  as  if  he  bad  been 
within  me ;  the  original,  they  say,  was  French, 

Capt.  Oh,  I  know  it,  'tis  the  Acconiplish'd 
Woman ;  yourself,  he  means  by  this,  while  you 
are  yourself. 

Love.  Indeed,  I  confess,  I  am  a  great  friend 
tonronversation^  if  we  could  have  it  without  sus- 
pici6n;  but  the  world's  so  apt  to  judge,  that 
tis  a  prejudice  to  our  honour  now  to  ^ute  a 
man. 

Capt.  Innocence,  madam,  is  above  opinion, 
and  your  fame's  too  great  to  be  shook  with 
whispers. 

Love.  You  are  ever  civil,  and  therefore  wel- 
come. Pray,  what  news  is  there  now  in  town  ? 
for  I  am  reclus'd  here ;  unless  it  be  yours,  I  re- 
ceive no  visits;  and  I'll  swear,  I  chare'd  the 
wench  to*day  not  to  let  you  io ;  I  wonder  she 
let  you  come. 
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Capt.  Faith,  madam,  if  it  bad  been  my  own 
business,  I  should  not  have  ventured  so  boldlj ; 
but  the  necessity  that  forces  roe  to  come  con- 
cerns my  friend,  against  whom  if  your  mercy  be 
now  bounded  with  those  strict  lies  of  honour, 
and  cold  thoughts,  which  I  have  ever  found 
guard  your  heart,  my  friend,  a  young  and  hand- 
some roan,  is  lost,  is  lost  in  his  prime,  and  falls 
like  early  blossoms.  But  methinks  you  should 
not  prove  die  envious  frot»t  to  destroy  this  young 
man,  this  delicate  young  man,  that  has  i%!.ole 
bundles  of  boys  in  bis  breeches;  yet  if  you  be 
cruel,  he  and  they  die,  as  useless  as  open-arses 
gaiher*d  green. 

[5Ac  muit  be  earnest  in  her  looks  all  the 
time  he  speaks,  desirous  to  know  who 
he  speaks  qf\ 

Love.  Good  captain,  out  with  the  particular : 
what  way  can  my  charity  assist  him  ?  you  know 
by  experience  I  cannot  be  cruel ;  remember 
how  I  fetched  you  out  of  a  swoon,  and  laid  yoa 
in  my  own  bed. 

Capt.  That  act  preserved  a  life,  that  has  always 
been  labour*d  in  your  service ;  and  I  dare  say, 
your  charity  here  will  find  as  fruitful  a  gra- 
titude. 

Love,  But  I  hope  he  will  not  be  so  uncivil  as 
you  were ;  I'll  swear,  I  could  have  hang'd  you 
for  that  rape,  if  I  would  have  folIow*d  the  law ; 
but  I  forgave  you  upon  condition  you  %vould  do 
so  again.  But  what's  this  young  man  you  speak 
of? 

Capt.  Such  is  my  love  to  yon  and  him,  that  I 
cannot  prefer  mine  own  particular  before  your 
content,  else  I'd  have  poison'd  him  ere  I'd  have 
brought  him  tp  your  house. 

JLorc.  Why,  I  pray  ? 

Capt.  Because  he's  young,  handsome,  and  of 
sound  parts;  that  I  am  sure  will  ruin  me  here. 

Love.  His  love  may  make  all  these  beauties ; 
else  I  have  an  honour  will  defend  me  against 
him,  were  he  as  handsome  as  young  Wild. 

Capt.  Why  ay,  there  it  is;  that  one  word 
has  remov'd  all  my  fears  and  jealousies  with  a 
despair ;  for  that's  the  man  whose  love,  life,  and 
fortune,  lies  at  your  feet ;  and  if  you  were  single, 
by  lawful  ways  he  would  hope  to  reach  what 
now  he  despairs  of. 

Love.  Let  him  not  despair,  love  is  a  powerful 
pleader,  and  youth  and  beauty  will  assist  him ; 
and  if  his  love  be  noble,  I  can  meet  it ;  for 
there's  none  that  sacrifices  more  to  friendship- 
love  than  I.  ^ 

Capt.  My  friend's  interest  makes  me  rejoice  at 
this.  Dare  you  trust  me  to  say  this  to  him, 
tho'  it  be  not  usual  ?  pray  speak  ;  nay,  you  are 
so  long  still  a  resolving  to  be  kind  !  Remember, 
charity  is  as  great  a  virtue  ns  chastity,  and 
greater,  if  we  will  hear  nature  plead;  for  the  one 
may  make  many  maids,  the  other  can  but  pre- 
serve one.  But  I  know  you  will  be  persuaded  ; 
let  it  be  my  importunity  that  prevaii'd.  Shall 
I  bring  him  hither  one  evening  ? 


Lore,  Why  do  you  plead  thus  ?  pray  be  »• 
lent,  and  when  you  see  him,  tell  him  b^  bes  ■ 
seat  here,  and  I [She  turns 

Capt.  Out  with  it ;  what  is  *t  ?   Shall  he 
you  mistress  ?  and  his  platonick  ? 

LoDe.  Away,  away ;  me  ? 

Capt.  No  niceness;  is  't  a  match? 

Lffve.  Lord,  would  I  were  as  worthy  as 
ing  (pray  tell  him  so) :  he  shall  find  me 
the  humblest  mistresses  that  ever  be  was 
to  honour  with  his  affections. 

Capt.  Dare  you  write  this  to  him,  and 
me  with  bearing  it  ?  I  confess,  I  am  such  afij^l 
to  friendship-loilM?  too,  that  I  would  even 
him  on  my  back  to  a  midnight's  meeting. 

Love.  If  you  will  stay  here,  I'll  go  in 
write  it. \She*s  going  out,  he  ca"^ 

Capt.  Madam,  I  forgot  to  ask  your  lad^ 
one  question. 

Love.  What  was  't? 

Capt.  There  happen*d  a  business  last 
betwixt  Mr  Wild,  and  one  Jolly,  a  courtier^! 
brags  extremely  of  your  favour;   I  swear, 
had  not  been  for  friends  that  interposed 
selves,  there  had  been  mischief,  for  Mr 
was  extream  zealous  in  your  cause. 

Love.  Such  a  rascal  I  know.  Villain,  to 
my  name  upon  the  stage,  for  a  subject 
quarrels  ! — 1*11  have  him  cudgel'd. 

Capt.  And  I'll  answer  he  deserv'd  it ;  ft 
quarrel  ended  in  a  bet  of  a  buck-hunr' 
that  some  time  to-day  he  would  bring  a  nt.  ^.. 
and  chain  of  pearl  of  yours  (not  stol'n,  but  Mb  ' 
giv'n)  to  witness  his  power. 

Love.  Did  the  vain  rascal  promise  that?  .-S   t 

Capt,  Yes ;  but  we  laugh  at  it.  .  jlf  < 

Love.  So  you  might;   and  as  I  live,  ir^ 
necklace  were  come  from  stringing,  I'd 
them  both  to  Mr  Wild,  to  wear  as  a  fav< 
assure  him  I  am  his,  and  to  put  tlie  vaio 
out  of  countenance. 

Capt,  Ay,  marry,  such  a  timely  fovour 
worth  a  dozen  letters,  to  assure  him  of  your 
and  remove  all  tlie  doubts  the  other's  dii 
may  put  into  his  head ;  and  faith  I'd  send 
the  chain  now,  and  in  my  letter  promise 
the  neck  hce;  he'll  deserve  such  a  lavour.    ^ 

Love.  I'll  go  in  and  fetch  it  immediately :  IP  ' 
you  favour  me  to  deliver  it  ?  *" 

Capt.  I'll  wait  upon  your  ladyship. 

Love.  I'll  swear  you  shall  not  go  in;  fB 
know  I  forswore  being  alone  with  you. 

[She  goes  and  he  follows  her,  she  /iff* 
and  bids  him  stay. 

Capt.  Hang  me,  I'll  go  in ;  does  my  roesimp 
deserve  to  wait  an  answer  at  the  door  ? 

Love.  Ay,  but  you'll  be  naught. 

Capt.  O,  ne'er  trust  me  if  I  break.         ^^ 

Love.  If  you  break,  some  such  forfeit  ydil 
lose ;  well,  come  in  for  once. 

Capt,  You  are  so  suspicious. 

Love.  I'll  swear  I  have  reason  for  't ;  yonvt 
such  another  man.  [txtunt. 
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SCENE  ni. 

inter  Wakton  and  Bawd. 

IVan,  la  he  gone  ? 

Bawd,  Yes,  ,he*8  gone  to  the  old  lady's,  hiffb 
with  mischief.  * 

Wan,  Fare  h^m  well,  easy  fool :  how  the  trout 
atPOTe  to  be  tickFd  !  and  liow  does  this  ring  be- 
come me  ?  ha !  they  are  fine  kind  of  tlSngs, 
these  wedding-ringb. 

[SKeplay$  with  a  wedding-ring  upon 
her  finger. 

Bawd,  Besides  the  good  custom  of  putting  so 
much  gold  in  'em,  they  bring  such  conveniences 
aloi». 

»r<m.  Why  ay,  now  I  have  but  one  to  please ; 
™  if!  iilease  him,  who  dares  offend  me?  and 
that  wife's  a  fboi  that  cannot  make  her  husband 
one. 

BMfd.  Nay,  I  am  absolutely  of  opinion,  it 
was  fit  for  you  to  marrj;  but  whether  he  be  a 
good  husband  or  no  ? 

Wan,  A  pox  of  a  good  husband!  give  roe  a 
wise  one;  they  only  make  the  secure  cuckolds, 
the  cuckold  in  grain:  for  dye  a  husband  that 
rm  wit  but  with  an  opinion  thou  art  honest,  and 
a*  who  dares  wash  the  colour  out.  Now  your 
fool  changes  with  every  drop,  doats  with  confi- 
dence m  the  morning,  and  at  night  jealous  even 
to  murder,  and  his  love  (Lord  help  us)  Mea  like 
n»y  7  gredaline  petticoat. 

wrf.  This  is  a  new  doctrine. 

Wan.  Tis  a  truth,  wench,  I  have  gain'd  from 
oy.own  observations,  and  the  paradox  will  be 
nwuntain'd.  Take  wise  men  for  cuckolds,  and 
lools  to  make  them ;  for  your  wise  man  draws 
eyes  and  suspicion  with  his  visit,  and  begets 
jealous  thoughts  in  the  husband,  that  his  wife 
W  be  overcome  with  his  parts ;  when  the  fool 
» weteome  to  both,  pleaseth  both,  laughs  with 
we  one,  and  lies  with  the  other,  and  all  without 
»J«picion.  I  tefl  thee,  a  fool  that  has  money  is 
we  man.  The  wits  and  the  we's,  which  is  a 
J«t«ict  parreal  of  wit  bound  by  itself,  aud  to  be 
JoW  at  Wit-haU,  or  at  the  sign  of  theKing**- 
»«w  in  the  butchery;  these  wise  things  will  make 
twenty  jealous,  ere  one  man  a  cuckold;  when 
">e  family  of  foob  will  head  a  parish  ere  they 
*^  wspected.  *^  ^ 

*^"  he  be  but  as  good  at  it  now  you  are  his 
J^»  as  he  was  when  he  was  your  friend's  friend, 
uw  they  caU  ig  you  have  got  one  of  the  best 
waeni  of  such  a  business  in  the  town.  Lord, 
nowbe  would  sister  you  at  a  play ! 

H'an.  Faitb,  'tis  as  he  is  used  at  first;  if  he 
««  the  bridle  in's  teeth  he'U  ride  to  the  devU; 


but  if  thou  be'st  true,  well  make  him  amble  ere 
we  have  done.  The  plot  is  here,  apd  if  it  thrive 
I'll  alter  the  proverb,  The  Parson  gets  t/ie  chil» 
dren,  to.  The  Parson  fathers  them. 

Bawd.  Any  thing  that  may  get  rule ;  I  love 
to  wear  the  breech^. 

Wan.  So  do  we  all,  wench.  Empire !  'tis  all 
our  aim ;  and  I'll  put  my  rautine  Roger  in  a 
cage  but  I'll  tame  him ;  he  loves  already,  which 
is  an  excellent  ring  in  a  fool's  nose,  and  thoa 
shalt  hear  him  sing     ■     ■  ■ 

Happy  only  is  that  family  that  shows 

A  cock  that's  silent,  and  a  hen  that  crows* 

Bawd,  Do  this,  I'll  serve  you  for  notliing ;  the 
impetuous  slave  had  wopt  to  taunt  me  for  beat- 
ing of  my  husband,  and  would  sing  that  song  in 
mockery  of  me. 

Wan.  In  revenge  of  which,  thott  (if  thou  will 
be  faithful)  shalt  make  him  smg, 

Happy  is  that  fomily  that  shows 

A  cock  that's  silent,  and  a  hen  that  crows. 

[ExeunK 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Parson,  Loveall,  and  Faithful. 

Love.  Go,  yon  are  a  naughty  man :  Do  yon 
come  hither  to  rail  against  an  honest  gentleman  f 
I  hare  heard  how  you  fell  out;  you  may  he 
asham'd  on't,  a  man  of  your  coat. 

Par.  What  ?  to  speak  truth  and  perform  my 
duty?  the  world  cnes  out  you  are  a  scabb'd 
sheep,  and  I  am  come  to  tar  you,^^^^  ^  P^^ 
you  notice  how  your  fiune  suffers  I'  th'  opinion 
of  the  world. 

Love.  My  fame,  sirrah  ?  'tis  purer  than  thy 
doctrine :  get  thee  out  of  my  house. 

Faith.  You  uncivil  fellow,  do  you  come  hither 
to  tell  my  lady  of  her  fiiults,  as  ifher  own  Levite 
could  not  discern  'em  ? 

Love.  My  own  Levite !  I  hope  he's  better 
bred  than  to  tell  me  of  my  faults. 

Fidth.  He  finds  work  enough  to  correct  his 
deariy-belov'd  sinners. 

Par.  And  the  rieht  worshipful  my  lady,  and 
yourself,  they  mend  at  leisure. 

Love.  You  are  a  saucy  fellow,  sirrah,  to  call 
roe  sinner  in  my  own  house.    Get  you  gone 

with  your Madam^  I  hear,  and  (madam)  I 

could  advise,  but  I  am  loath  to  speak;  Take 
heed,  the  worid  talks; — and  thus  with  dark  sen- 
tences put  my  innocence  into  a  fright,  with  you 
know  what  you  know,  eood  Mistress  Faithful ; 
so  do  I,  and  the  world  shall  know  too  thou  hast 
married  a  whore. 


Piei»iS!f!S^  .E^f*^~^  «T«da/<iie  petticoat  is  probably  a  petticoat  puckered,  or  cncmpW,  fVom  the 
"^^irot^gredmer.  SeeCoTGRAVK.  InBoyet's  Dictionary  it  i»expUbxd,gTisdelin,9ortedsc<mlour, 

VOl.    iir.  3  ^ 
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Par,  Madam,  a  whore  ? 

Faith,  No,  sir,  'tis  Dot  so  well  as  a  madam- 
whore;  'tis  a  poor  whore,  a  captain's  cast 
whore. 

Love.  Now  hless  me,  marry  a  whore !  I  won- 
der any  man  can  endure  those  things:  what 
kind  of  creatures  a^e  they  ? 

Par.  They're  like  ladies,  but  that  they  are 
handsomer ;  and  tbo'  you  take  a  privilege  to  in- 
jure me,  yet  I  would  advise  your  woman  to  tie 
up  her  tongue,  and  not  abuse  my  wife* 

Love.  Fie,  art  thou  not  asmun'd  to  call  a 
whore  wife?  Lord  bless  us,  what  will  not  these 
men  do  when  Ood  leaves  them !  but  for  a  man 
of  your  coat  to  cast  himself  away  upon  a  whore 
— Come,  wench,  let's  go  and  leave  him !  ■•  I'll 
swear  'tis  strange,  tht  state  doth  not  provide  to 
have  all  whores  hao^d  or  drown'd. 

Faith.  Ay,  and  'us  time  they  look  into  it;  for 
they  beein  to  spread  so,  that  a  man  can  scarce 
find  an  honest  woman  in  a  country.  They  say, 
they're  voted  down  now :  'twas  roov'd  by  tliat 
charitable  member  that  got  an  order  to  have  it 
but  five  miles  to  Croydon,  for  ease  of  the  market- 
women. 

Love.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  a  blessed  parliament. 

[Exeunt  Loveall  and  Faithfitl. 

Par.  That  I  have  pla/d  the  fool  is  visible. 
This  comes  of  rashness.  Something  I  roust  do 
to  set  this  right,  or  else  shell  hate,  and  he'll  laugh 
at  me.  I  must  not  lose  him  and  my  revenge 
too.  Something  that's  mischief  I  am  resolv'd  to 
do.  [£ji/  Purioii. 


SCENE  V. 
Enter  Wild  and  Caeeless. 

Wild,  Now  is  the  Parson's  wife  so  contempt- 
iWe? 

Care,  No,  hot  I'm  so  full  of  that  resolution 
to  dislike  the  sex,  that  I  will  allow  none  honest, 
pone  handsome.  I  t^U  thee,  we  must  beat  down 
the  price  with  our  selves ;  court  none  of  them, 
but  let  their  maidenheads  and  their  faces  lie 
upon  their  hands,  till  they're  weary  of  the  com- 
modity; then  they'll  haunt  us  to  find  proper 
chapmen  to  deal  for  their  ware. 

Wild.  I  like  this,  but  'twill  be  long  a  doine, 
and  it  may  be  ere  they  be  forc'd  to  sell,  our  banl[ 
will  be  exnaosted,  and  we  shall  not  be  able  to 
purchase. 

Care.  Ay,  but  we'll  keep  a  credit,  and  at  three 
six  months^  tboa  and  the  captain  shall  be  my 
Victors. 


Wild.  You  had  best  have  a  partner,  dsesoch 
an  undertaking  would  break  a  better  back  than 
yours. 

Care.  No  partners  in  such  commodities ;  your 
factor  that  takes  up  maidenheads,  'tis  upon  hb 
own  account  still. 

Wild.  But  what  course  will  yon  take  to  puN 
chase  this  trade  with  women  ? 

Care.  I  am  resolv'd  to  put  on  their  own  sOence 
aod  modesty,  answer  Forsooth,  swear  notbiog 
but  God's  nigs,  and  hold  arguments  of  their  own 
cold  ftenets,  as  if  I  believ'd  there  were  no  true 
love  below  the  line ;  then  sigh  when  'tis  proper, 
and  with  forc'd  studies  betray  the  enemy,  who 
seeing  my  eye  fix'd  on  her,  her  vanity  thinks  I 
am  lost  in  admiration,  calls  and  shakes  me  ere  I 
wake  out  of  my  design,  and  bein^  collected, 
answer  out  *of  purpose.  Love,  divmest?  jts, 
who  is  it  that  is  mortal  and  does  not  ?  or  wbicb 
amongst  all  the  senate  of  the  gods,  can  gaze  upon 
those  eyes,  and  carry  thence  tlie  power  be 
brought  f  this  will  start  her. 

Wild.  Yes,  and  make  her  think  thee  mad. 

Care.  Why  that's  my  design ;  for  then  I  start 
too,  aod  rob  my  eyes  as  if  I  wak'd;  then  sigh 
and  strangle  a  yawn,  till  I  have  wrung  it  ioto 
tears,  with  which  I  rise  as  if  overcome  with 
grief;  then  kiss  her  hands,  and  let  fall  those 
witnesses  of  faith  and  love,  brib'd  for  my  design. 
This  takes ;  for  who  would  suspect  sudi  a  devil 
as  crafV  and  youth  to  live  together  ? 

Wild.  But  what  kind  of  women  do  you  think 
this  will  take  ? 

Care.  All  kind  of  women:  those  that  think 
thonselves  handsome,  it  being  probable,  coch 
elude  it  real ;  and  those  that  are  handsome  in 
their  opinion,  that  small  number  will  brieve  it, 
because  it  agrees  with  their  wishes. 

Wild.  And  when  you  are  gone,  itmay  bediey 
sish,  and  their  love  fireaks  out  into  paper,  and 
what  then  ? 

Care.  What  then  i  why  then  Fll  hugb,  and 
shew  thee  their  letters,  and  teach  the  world  bow 
easy  'tis  to  win  any  woman.' 

Wild.  This  is  the  way ;  and  before  to  disGke 
all  but  her  you  design  fbr :  be  scarce  civil  to 
any  of  the  sex  besides. 

Care.  That's  my  meaning:  but  to  her  that  I 
mean  my  prey,  all  her  slave :  she  shall  be  my 
deity,  and  her  opinion  my  religion. 

wild.  And  wliile  you  sad  it  once  to  one,  T\\ 
talk  fireer  than  a  privileg'd  fool,  and  swear  as  un- 
reasonably as  losmg  i^amesters,  and  abuse  thee 
for  thinking  to  reclaim  a  woman  by  tbj  love; 
call  them  all  bowls  thrown  that  will  run  where 
they  will  run,  and  lovers  like  fools  run  ^fter  tbeOi 


'*  J*U  ewear,  dfC^Panlo  Pnrganti's  wife  has  the  same  sentiment.    She 

** thongfat  the  nation  ne'er  wou*d  thriv^ 

'Till  aU  the  whores  were  borat  aUve." 
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cryiogy  rub^  and  fly,  for  me ;  I  believe  none  fair, 
none  bmidsome,  Done  bonett,  but  the  kmd. 

Care.  We  must  make  the  captaio  of  onr  plot, 
lest  be  betray  us.  This  will  gain  na  some  re- 
venge open  the  lovers  to  whom  I  grudge  the 
weiK^hes,  not  that  I  believe  they're  worth  half 
the  cost  tbey  pay  for  them :  and  we  may  talk, 
hot  'tis  not  oar  opinioo  can  make  them  happier 
or  more  miserable. 

Enter  JoLLT. 


WUd.  Jolly!  Will,  where  hast  thou  been? 
We  had  such  sport  with  the  parson  of  our  town ; 
he's  marry *d  this  morning  to  Wanton, 

Jol,  Who?  the  ci^tam's  wenth?  he's  in  a 
good  humour  then.  As  you  love  mirth,  let's 
nod  him ;  I  have  news  to  blow  his  ra^e  with, 
and  'twill  be  mirth  to  us,  to  see  him  divided  be- 
twixt the  several  causes  of  his  anger,  and  lose 
himself  in  bis  rage  while  he  disputes  which  is  the 
greater.  Your  opinion,  gentlemen,  Is  this,  or 
Sis  wench,  the  greater  loss  ? 

C^e,  What  hast  thou  there  ?  pearl !  they're 
fiibe,  I  hope.  [Here  he  pulu  out  the  pearl, 

JoL  Why  do  you  nope  so  ?^ 
Care,  Because  I  am  thy  frieud,  and  would  be 
loath  to  have  thee  hanged  for  stealing. 

JoL  I  will  not  swear  they  are  honestly  come 
by;  bttl  111  be  sworn,  there's  neither  force  nor 
tbcftin^. 

Wild,  Pr'ythee,  speak  out  of  riddles;  here's 
none  but  your  friends. 

JoL  Faith,  take  it.  Yon  have  heard  the 
captain  braf;  of  an  old  lady,  which  he  thinks  he 
keeps  close  in  a  box;  but  I  know  where  hangs 
a  key  can  let  a  triend  in,  or  so.  From  her,  mv 
lirace  of  worthies,  whose  wits  are  duU'd  with 
plenty  this  morning,  with  three  good  words,  aiid 
fom  good  deedte,  I  eani'd  this  toy. 

Cm.  The  mirth  y^  we  will  all  share.  I  am 
in  pain  tiU  we  find  him,  that  we  may  vex  his 
wit,  that  he  presumes  so  much  on. 

WUd,  Levn  go,  let's  go ;  I  will  desire  him  to 
let  me  see  his  wench.  I  will  not  understand 
lum,  if  he  savs  she's  gone. 

Core,  m  beg  of  mm,  for  old  acquaintance 
>ske,  to  let  me  see  his  old  lady. 
J«L  Hark !  I  bear  bis  voice. 
Capt,  Which  way  ? 

Coff .  The  game  plays  itself.    Begin  with  hhn. 
Ned,  nhile  we  talk  as  if  we  were  busy.    We'll 
uke  our  cue. 
Wild,  When  I  put  off  my  haC 

Enter  Captain. 

Ctpl.  'Sblood  I  thought  yon  had  been  sunk : 
*kave  been  huntins  von  these  four  hoors. 
^^^^  you  might  ha'  Ten  word  where  you  went, 
^  not  put  me  to  hunt  like  Tom  Fool.  Tis 
^  7oa  are  at  London,  where  you  know  the 


Wild,  Why  in  choler?  We  hove  been  all 
this  while  searching  you.  Come,  this  is  pot  on 
to  divert  me  from  aaaming  your  promise:  I  must 
see  the  wench. 

Capt,  You  cannot,  adad :  adad,  you  cannot. 

Wild,  I  did  not  think  yon  would  have  refus*d 
such  a  kindneM. 

Care.  What's  that? 

Wild,  Nothing;  a  toy :  be  refuses  to  shew  me 
his  wench !  ' 

Care,  The  devil  he  does!  What!  have  we 
been  thus  long  comrades,  and  had  alt  things  in 
common,  and  must  we  now  come  to  have  com« 
mon  wenches  particular?  I  say,  thou  shalt  see 
her,  and  lie  with  her  too,  if  thou  wilt 

Jol,  What!  in  thy  dumps,  brother?  Call  to 
thy  aid  thy  two-edg'd  wit.  The  captain  sad!' 
'tis  prophetic :  I'd  as  live  have  dreamt  of  pearl, 
or  the  loss  of  my  teeth :  yet,  if  he  be  musf^,  I'll 
warrant  thee,  Ned,  I'll  help  thee  to  a  bout.  I 
know  his  cloak,  his  long  cloak  that  hides  her.  I 
am  acquainted  with  the  parson,  he  shall  befriend 
thee. 

Capt,  Tis  very  well,  gentlemen  :  but  none  of 
you  have  seen  her  yet  ? 

Wild,  Yes,  but  we  have,  by  thyself,  by  thy 
anger,  which  is  now  bigger  than  thou.  By  chancer 
we  cross*d  her  coming  from  church,  leading  in 
her  hand  the  patson,  to  whom  she  swore  she 
was  this  dav  married. 

Jol,  And  our  friendships  were  now  guiding  us 
to  find  thee  out,  to  comfort  thee  after  the  treac 
chery  of  thy  Levite. 

Care,  Come,  bear  it  like  a  man ;  there  are 
more  wenches.    What  hast  thou  spy'd  ? — 

[He  gives  no  mrnwer,  but  peeps  under 
Jolly's  hat. 

Wild.  His  pearl,  I  believe. 

Capt.  Gentlemen,  I  see  you  are  merry.  111 
leave  you :  I  must  go  a  little  way  to  enquire 
about  a  business. 

Wild,  H'as  got  a  sore  eye,  I  think. 

Capt,  1  will  onlv  ask  one  qoestion,  and  return. 

Care.  No,  faith,  stay  and  be  satisfied. 

Jol,  Do,  good  brother;  f5r  I  believe  there  i^ 
no  qoestion  that  you  now  would  ask,  but  here's 
an  oracle  can  resolve  you. 

Capt,  Are  those  pearl  true  ? 

Jof,  Yes. 

Capt,  And  did  not  you  steal  them? 

JoL  No. 

Care.  Nor  be  did  not  boy  them  with  ready 
money,  but  took  them  upon  mortgage  of  himself 
to  anoMlady. 

JoL  Dwelling  at  the  tip  of  the  Buck  in 
Broad-street.  Are  yon  satis^'d,  or  must  I  play 
the  oracle  still  ? 

CopC  No^  no;  I  am sutkfy'd. 

JoL  Like  jealous  men  tbat  take  Iheir  wivesat 
it,  are  you  not? 

Capt.  Well,  very  well ;  'tis  visible  I  am 
abus'd  on  all  haodt.  Bnty  gettdcmen^  why  all 
against  me? 
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Care.  To  let  yoo  tee  your  wit's  mortal,  mod 
not  proof  against  all. 

Wild.  The  parsoD  bath  shot  it  tbroogh  with  a 
jest. 

*    Capt.  Gentlemen,  which  of  yoo,  faith,  had  a 
hand  in  that  ? 

Jol.  Faith,  none,  only  a  general  joy  to  find 
the  captain  over-reach'd. 

Ct^L  But,  do  you  go  sharers  in  the  profit,  as 
well  as  in  the  jest? 
JoL  No,  faith,  the  toy's  mine  own. 
Copt.  They  are  very  fine,  and  you  may  afford 
a  good  oenny-worth.    Will  you  sell  them  ? 
JoL  oell  them !  ay ;  wheie's  a  chapman  ? 
Capt.  Here;  Til  purchase  them. 
Jot,  Thou !  no,  no,  I  have  barr*d  thee,  bv  and 
main ;  for  I  am  resolv'd  not  to  fight  for  them ; 
that  excludes  thy  purchase  by  t^  sword ;  and 
thy  wench  has  proved  such  a  loss,  in  thy  last 
adventure  of  wit,  that  I'm  afiraid  it  will  spoil 
thy  credit  that  way  too. 

Capt,  Gentlemen,  as  a  firiend,  let  me  have 
the  refusal ;  set  your  price. 
Wild.  He's  serious. 
Care.  Leave  fooling. 

Jol.  Why,  if  thou  conld'st  boy  them,  what 
would'st  thou  do  with  them  ? 

Capt.  They're  very  fair  ones;   let  me  see 
them;  methinks  they  should  match  very  well 
with  these. 
Jol.  These!  which? 
Omnet.  Which? 
Care.  They  are  true. 

Capt.  Yes,  but  not  eam*d  with  a  pair  of 
stolen  verses,  of,  I  was  not  bom  till  now.  This 
my  first  nipbt,  And  so  forsooth ;  nor  given  as  a 
cliann  against  lust. 

Care,  What  means  all  this? 
Jol.  What !  why,  'tis  truth,  and  it  means  to 
shame  the  devil.      By  this  good  day,  he  re- 
peats the  same  words  with  which  I  gather'd  these 
pearls. 

Wild,  Why  then,  we  have  two  to  laugh  at. 
Care,  And  all  friends  hereafter;  let's  fool  all 
together.  * 

C^ptf  Gentlemen  with  the  fine  wits,  and  mv 
very  good  friends,  do  you,  or  yoo,  or  he,  think 
I'll  keep  yoo  company  to  make  you  laugh,  but 
that  I  draw  my  honey  from  you  too  ? 

Care.  Come,  come,  the  captain's  in  the  right. 
Cap/.  Yes,  yes,  the  captain  knows  it,  and 
dares  tell  you,  your  wit,  your  fortune,  and  his 
face,  are  but  my  plows;  and  I  would  have  my 
fine  monsieur  know,  who,  in  spight  of  my  counsel 
will  be  finer  than  his  mistress,  and  appears  be- 
fore her  so  curiously  built,  she  dares  not  play 
with  him,  for  fear  of  spoiling  him ;  and  to  let 
hira  know  the  truth  I  speak,  to  his  fair  hands  I 

5 resent  this  letter;  but  withal,  give  him  to  un- 
erstand,  the  contents  belons  to  me. 

[He  readi  the  letter. 
Wild,  The  pearl  are  sent  to  me. 
Captf  i  deny  that,  unless  you  prove  you  sent 


me;  for  the  letter  begins,  **  Sir,  this  noUe  gea- 
tleman,  tbe  bearer,  whom  yoo  are  pleased  to 
make  the  messenger  of  yoor  love,''  and  so  forth. 
And  now  yoo  shmild  do  well  to  enquire  for  tbst 
noble  gentleman,  and  take  an  account  of  baa 
how  he  has  laid  oot  yoor  love ;  and  h  may  be, 
hell  retorn  yoo  pearl  for  it.  And  now,  gentle- 
men, I  dare  pro^tose  a  peace,  at  least  a  cesss- 
tion  of  wit  (but  what  is  defensive)  till  socfa  time 
as  the  plot  which  is  now  in  my  head  be  effected, 
in  which  you  have  all  your  shares. 

Wild.  So  she  knows  I  have  not  die  peari,  I 
am  content. 

Capt.  She'll  quickly  find  that,  when  she  mo 
you  come  not  to-nieht  according  to  my  appoint* 
ment.  and  hears  I  have  sold  the  pearL 
Jol.  Here  then  ceaseth  our  offensive  war. 
Capt,  111  give  yoo  counsel  worth  two  ropes 
of  peari. 

Care.  Bot  the  wench,  how  came  tbe  paisoa 
to  set  her? 

Capt.  Faith,  'tisliard  to  say  which  laboured 
most,  he,  or  I,  to  make  that  match ;  hot  tbe 
knave  did  well.  There  it  is,  (if  yoo  assist,)  I  mean 
to  lay  the  scene  of  yoor  mirth  to-night,  fiM*  I  am 
not  yet  fully  reveng'd  upon  the  rogue ;  for  thst 
I  know  him  miserable  is  nothiiu^  till  he  beliere 
so  too.  Wanton  and  I  have  laid  the  plot 
Jol.  Do  you  hold  corresp6ndence  ? 
Capt.  Correspondence !  I  tell  thee,  tdue  pbis 
we  laid  to  draw  him  on,  would  make  a  comedy. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  the  ladies  stay  dbner. 

Jol.  And  as  we  go  I'll  tell  you  all  the  stonr, 
and  afler  dinner  be  free  from  all  engage- 
meats,  as  we  promised  thee;  and  follow  hot 
your  directions,  I'll  warrant  you  mirth  and  a 
pretty  wench. 

Omnet.  Agreed,  any  thing  that  breeds  mirth 
is  welcome. 

Jol.  Not  a  word  at  the  widow's;  let  them  go 
on  quietly,  and  steal  their  weddine  too. 

Capt.  i  heard  a  bird  sing,  as  if  it  were  con- 
cluded amongst  tbe  couples. 

Wild.  They  have  been  long  about  it;  my  cos 
is  a  girl  deserves  more  haste  to  her  bed ;  be  has 
arriv'd  there  by  carriers  journies. 

Care.  But  that  I  hate  wooing,  by  this  good 
day,  I  like  your  aunt  so  well,  and  tier  humoor, 
she  should  scarce  be  thrown  away  upon  pale-&ce, 
that  has  sigh'd  her  into  a  wedding-ring,  and  will 
but  double  her  jointure. 

Cupt.  Whv,  ay,  thus  it  should  be :  pray  let  os 
make  them  the  seat  of  the  war  all  dmner,  and 
continoe  onited  and  troe  among  oorselves,  then 
we  may  defy  all  foreisn  danger. 

Jol.  And  with  full  bowls  let  os  crown  ^ 
peace,  and  sing, 

Wit  without  war,  no  mirth  doth  bring.  [ExeuMt, 
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SCENE  VL 
Enter  Panon  and  Wavtoh. 

Wan.  Was  she  deaf  to  your  report? 

Par,  Yes,  yes. 

ITke  parmm  walk$  troubled  up  and  dawn. 

Wan,  And  Ugly,  her  Abigail,  she  had  her  say 
too? 

Par.  Yes,  yes. 

Wan.  And  do  yoa  walk  here  biting  your  nails  ? 
do  yoa  think  Til  be  satisiyd  with  soch  a  way  of 
righting  me  ? 

Par.  What  would*st  ha?e  me  do? 

Wan.  Have  70a  no  ^  ?  be  abas'd  and 
kiQgh'd  at  by  a  dall  captam,  that  a  strict  rooster 
woold  tarn  rool !  yoa  had  wit,  and  cooid  rail, 
when  I  o£fended  yoa ;  and  none  so  sudden,  none 
to  terrible,  none  so  sore  in  his  reFenge>  when  I 
dkplease  yon. 

Par.  Something  I'll  do. 

Wan.  Do  it  then,  or  I  shall  carse  that  e^er  I 
nw  you.  Death !  let  the  sign  of  my  lady,  an 
oouoMshion  whore,  that  has  payd  for  sin,  ever 
BiDce  *'  yellow  starch  and  wheel  nrdingales  were 
cry*d  down,  let  her  abuse  me,  and  say  nothing ! 
if  this  passes— - 

Par.  As  Christ  bless  me,  but  I  did  (sweet- 
heart:) and  if  it  were  not  church  livinjgs  are  mop- 
Ul,  and  they  are  always  hitting  me  in  the  teeth 
with  a  man  of  yoor  coat,  she  snould  find  J  am 
00  church-man  within,  nor  Mr  Parson,  but  in 
my  coat.  Come  to  dinner,  and  after  dinner  1*11 
do  something. 
Wan.  I  sludl  do  something  will  vex  somebody. 

Enter  Bawd, 

Bawd.  Will  yoa  please  to  come  to  dmner? 
die  company  stays. 

Par.  Come,  let's  go  in. 

Wan,  No,  I  must  walk  a  little  to  disgest  this 
Wkfiist,  the  guests  else  will  wonder  to  see  I 
Ma  troubled. 

Par.  Come,  let  this  day  pass  in  mirth,  spight 
of  mischief,  for  luck's  sake.  [Exit  parton. 

Wan.  ril  follow  you,  and  do  what  I  can  to  be 
merry. 

Bawd,  Why,  he  stands  already. 

Wan.  Peace,  let  me  alone,  I'll  make  him 
josUe  like  the  miller's  mare,  and  stand  like  the 
(Ion  cow,  till  thou  may'st  milk  him. 

Bawd:  Pray  break  him  of  his  miserablene^ ; 
it  is  one  of  the  chief  exceptions  1  have  against 
liim.  He  reared  a  puppy  once,  till  it  was  ten 
^|9iold,  with  three  hap'worth  of  milk,  and  then 
^  &i^  ^'^  dagger  slew  it,  and  made  me  dress 
itr  Uest  myself  to  see  him  eat  it,  and  he  bid  me 
^  Che  litter,  and  swore  it  was  sweeter  and 


wholsomer  dwn  sucking  rabbets,  or  London  pigs, 
which  he  cali'd  fielmen's  issue. 

[Parson  calU  witkin.     Why,  sweet-heart ! 
Wan.  Ilark !  he  calb  me.    We  most  humour 
him  a  little,  he'll  rebel  else. 


SCENE  vn. 

Enter  (at  the  windows)  the  Widow  and  Matter 
Cakeless,  Mistress  Pleasant  and  Master 
Wild,  Captain,  Master  Sad,  Constant, 
Jolly,  Secret  :  a  table  and  knives  ready  for 
oysters. 

Wid.  You're  welcome  all,  but  especially  Mas- 
ter Jolly ;  no  reply,  with  I  thank  your  ladyship. 

Plea.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  let  us  never  be  better 
acquainted.  [She  speaks  to  Mr  Jolly. 

M.  1  shall  endeavour,  lady,  and  ^1  in  no- 
thing that  is  in  my  power  to  disoblige  you ;  for 
there  is  none  more  ambitious  of  your  ill  opinion 
than  I. 

Plea.  I  rejoice  at  it;  for  the  less  love,  the- 
better  welcome  still. 

Wid.  And  as  ever  you  had  an  ounce  of  love 
for  the  widow,  be  not  friends  among  yourselves. 

Wild.  Aunt,  though  we  were  at  strife  when 
we  were  alone,  yet  now  we  unite  like  a  poUtick 
state  against  the  common  enemy. 

Plea.  The  common  enemy !  what  is  that? 

Wild,  AVomen,  and  lovers  in  general. 

Wid.  Nay,  then  we  have  a  party,  niece; 
claim  quickly,  now  is  the  time,'  according  to  the 
proverb ;  keep  a  thing  seven  years,  and  then  if 
thou  hast  no  use  on't,  throw't  away. 

Plea.  Agreed,  let's  challenge  our  servants;  by 
the  love  they  hftve  profess'd,  they  cannot  in  ho- 
nour refose  to  join  with  us;  and  see  where  they 
come ! 

Enter  Sad  a>id  Constant,  and  meet  Secret; 
she  whispers  this  to  Sad. 

Sec.  Sir,  'tis  done. 

Sad.  Be  secret  and  grave,  FU  warrant  our  de- 
sign will  take  as  we  can  wish. 

Con.  Sweet  Mistress  Pleasant ! 

Wid.  Servant,  Sad. 

Sad.  Madam. 

Wid,  We  are  tlireatened  to  have  a  war  wag'd 
against  us ;  will  you  not  second  us  ? 

Sad.  With  these  youths  well  do  enough, 
madam. 

Wid.  I'll  swear  my  servant  -gave  hit  for  hit 
this  morning,  as  if  he  had  been  a  master  in  the 
noble  science  of  wit 

Plea.  Mine  laid  about  him  with  spik  and  span 
new  arguments,  not  like  the  same  man,  his  old 
sayings  and  precedents  laid  by. 


'^  Ydhto  ifardk«— See  Note  25  to  Albnmazar,  A*  ft.  S.  1.  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  VII.  p.  156, 
«*t  1780. 
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Wid.  Tbnt  inn'dy  dien,  well  fltand  and  defy 
them. 

WM,  Where's  yonr  points?  tore,  annt,  this 
should  be  yoar  wedding-day,  for  yon  have  taken 
the  man  for  better  for  worse. 

Wid.  No,  nephew,  this  will  not  prove  the  day 
that  we  shall  either  |ive  or  take  a  riug. 

Care.  Hang  me,  if  I  know  you  can  go  back 
again  with  your  honour. 

Wild.  Or  in  jastice  refosa  him  liberty,  that  has 
senr'd  out  his  time ;  either  marry  him  or  provide 
for  htm,  for  he  is  maim'd  in  your  service. 

Wid.  Why,  servant  Sad,  yon*ll  arm?  my  ne- 
phew has  thrown  the  first  dart  at  yon. 
OwL  Hast  hit,  hast  hit? 
WlUL  No,  captain;  'twas  too  wide. 
Copt.  Too  wide!   marry,  he's  an  ill  marka- 
man  that  riioots  wider  than  a  widow. 

JoL  We  are  both  in  one  hole,  captain ;  but  I 
was  loth  to  venture  my  opinion,  lest  her  ladyship 
sbodd  think  I  was  an|^ ;  for  I  have  a  good 
mind  to  foil  apoa  the  widow. 

Plea.  You're  a  constant  man.  Master  Jolly; 
yon  hate  been  in  that  mind  this  twelvennonths 
doy. 

Con.  Yon  are  in  the  right,  madam ;  she  has  it 
to  shew  under  his  hand,  but  she  will  not  come  in 
the  list  with  him  again;  she  threw  him  the  last 
year. 

Wid.   Come,  shall  we  eat  oysters?  Who's 

there?  Call  for  some  wine,  Master  Jolly;  you 

are  not  warm  yet.  Pnty  be  iVee,  you  are  at  h6me. 

M,  Your  ladyship  is  merry. 

Wid.  You  do  not  take  it  ill,  to  have  me  assure 

yon,  jou  are  at  home  here  ? 

Wtld.  Such  another  invitation  (though  in  jest) 
will  take  away  Master  Sad's  stomach. 

[Ov$ter$  not  brought  in  yet. 

Sad.  No,  foith,  Ned,  though  she  should  take 

him,  it  will  not  take  away  my  stomach ;  my  love 

is  so  fix'd,  I  may  wish  my  wishes,  but  she  shall 

never  want  them  to  wait  upon  hers. 

Flea.  A  traytor,  bind  him,  has  puU'd  down  a 
side.    Profess  your  love  thus  pubhck? 

Jol.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  continue  Master  Sad, 
give  it  ou^  you  love,  and  call  it  a  new  love,  a 
love  never  seen  before;  we'll  all  come  to  it  as 
your  friends. 

Sad.  Gentlemen,  still  I  lovet  and  if  she  to 
whom  I  thus  sacrifice  will  not  reward  it,  yet  the 
worst  malice  can  say,  is,  I  was  unfortunate;  and 
misfortune,  not  folshood,  made  me  so. 

JoL  In  what  chapter  shall  we  find  this  written, 
and  what  verse?  you  should  preach  with  a  me- 
thod. Master  Sad. 

Wid.  Gentlemen,  if  ever  he  spoke  to  much 
dangerous  sense  before  (cither  of  love  or  rea- 
son) hang  me. 

Sad.  Madam,  my  love  is  no  news  where  you 
are;  know,  your  scorn  has  made  it  publick; 
and  though  it  could  gain  no  return  from  you,  yet 
others  have  esteemed  me  for  the  foith  arid  con- 
stancy I  have  pay'd  here. 


Plea.  Did  not  I  foreteO  you  of  Ua  kwe?  I 
foresaw  this  danger :  shall  I  never  live  to  see  wic 
and  bve  dwell  together? 

Copt.  I  am  but  a  poor  soklier,  and  jet  never 
reach'dtothehoooiirofbeingaiovcr;  yet  foam 
my  own  obaervations,  Master  Sad,  take  a 
truth:  Tis  a  foUy  to  believe  aay  wonMn  lovesa 
man  for  being  constant  to  another  3  tbaydissem 
ble  their  hems  only,  and  hate  a  man  in  love 
worse  than  a  wencher. 

JoL  And  they  have  reason;  for  if  tbej  have 
the  grace  to  be  kind,  he  that  loves  the  aex  may 
be  theirs. 

Care.  When  voor  constant  kyver,  ifawomaa 
have  a  mind  to  him,  and  be  blest  with  ao  mack 
grace  to  discover  its  he,  out  of  the  ooble  mis- 
take of  honour,  hates  her  fin*  it,  and  tella  it  per> 
chance,  and  preaches  reason  to  her  paaaioByaad 
cries,  Miserable  beauty,  to  be  so  oafonttiiate  as 
to  inhabit  in  so  much  firailty ! 

Capl.  This  counsel  makes  her  hate  him  oMre 
than  she  lov'd  before.  These  are  tronhlea  those 
that  love  are  subject  to;  while  we  look  on  aad 
lauth,  to  see  both  thus  sUv'd  while  vre  are  free. 
Care.  My  prayers  still  shall  be.  Lord  deliver 
me  from  love. 

Copt.  Tis  plague,  pestilence,  fornine,  swopdr 
and  sometimes  sadden  death. 

Sad.  Yet  I  love,  I  must  love,  I  will  lov^vid 

I  do  love. 

Ciwi.  In  the  present  tense.  (sake. 

wid.  No  more  of  this  aigoment,  for  tore's 

Copt.  By  any  means,  madam,  give  bin  leave 

to  love :  and  you  are  resolv'd  to  walk  lied  ap  ia 

your  own  arms,  with  yonr  love  as  visible  in  your 

foce,  as  your  mistress's  colours  io  yonr  hat; 

that  any  porter  at  Charing-cross  may  take  you 

like  a  letter  at  the  carrier's,  and  having  read  the 

superscription,  deliver  Mastar  Sad  to  the  foir 

hands  ormistress  or  my  lady  such  a  one,  lying 

at  the  sign  of  the  hard  heart. 

Plea.  And  she,  if  she  has  wit,  (as  I  believe 
she  hath,)  will  scarce  pay  the  post  for  the  pao* 
quet 

Wid.  Treason !  horn  now,  nieceo^in  vrith  the 
enemy  ?  f  Tk^  give  the  Captain  wnm. 

Capi.  A  heakfa,  Ne^  what  shaU  I  call  it? 
Care.  To  Master  Sad ;  he  needs  it  that  avows 
himself  a  lover. 

Sad.  Gentlemen,  you  have  the  advantage,  the 
time,  the  place,  the  company ;  but  we  may  nseet 
when  your  vtrits  shall  not  have  such  advantage  as 
my  love. 
Plea.  No  more  of  love,  I  am  so  sidt  oo't. 
Con.  By  your  pardon,  mistress,  I  must  not 
leave  love  thus  unguarded ;  I  vow  myaelf  his  fol- 
lower. •      \ 

'  Jol.  Much  good  may  love  do  him.    Gift  me 
a  glass  of  wine  here.    Will,  let  them  keep  oosi- 

Eariv  with  the  blind  boy,  give  us  his  mother,  and 
>t  them  preach  again :  Hear  that  will,  he  bsf 
good  lock,  perswades  me  'tis  an  ugly  sin  to  lie 
with  a  handsome  woman. 
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Oipt.  A  DOS  upon  my  none,  she  frighted 
me  so  when  1  was  yooDg,  with  fttoriet  of  the  de- 
Til,  I  was  almost  fourteen  ere  I  could  prevail 
with  reasons  to  unbind  my  reason,  it  was  so 
stav'd  to  fiiitb  and  conscience ;  she  made  me  be» 
hcfe  wine  was  an  evil  spirit,  and  fornication  like 
the  whore  of  Babylon,  a  fine  foce,  but  a  dragon 
under  her  petty-icoats ;  and  that  made  me  nave 
a  mind  to  peep  under  all  I  met  since. 

Wut,  Fie,  fie,  for  shame,  do  not  talk  so;  are 
you  not  asbamM  to  (^ry  in  sin,  as  if  variety  of 
vpomen  were  none  ? 

JoL  Madam,  we  do  not  glory  in  fornication; 
and  yet  I  thank  God,  I  cannot  live  without  a 


Ctpt  Why,  does  your  ladyship  think  it  a  sin 
to  lie  with  variety  of  handsome  women  ?  if  it  be, 
vedd  I  were  the  widLed*st  man  in  the  coinpany. 

Pka.  You  have  been  mark'd  for  an  indifferent 
tioaer  that  way,  captain. 

CmL  Who  I  ?  no  foith,  I  was  a  fool;  but 
■ad  I  were  to  begin  again,  I  would  not  do  as  I 
kve  done.  I  Mpi  one;  but  if  ever  I  keep 
•oother,  hang  me :  nor  would  I  advise  any  firiend 
of  nune  to  do  it. 

JoL  Why,  I  am  sure  'tis  a  provident  and  safe 
viy ;  a  man  may  always  be  provided  and  sound. 

P/ea.  Fie  upon  this  discourse. 

CMft.  Those  considerations  betray'd  met  a 
pox,  it  is  a  dull  sin  to  travel,  like  a  carrier's 
kons,  always  one  road. 

1^.  Fie,   captain,  repent  for  shame,  and 

WUTJ, 

Cift.  Your  ladyship  would  have  said,  marry, 
>m1  repent;  no,  though  it  be  not  the  greatest 
pUsMre,  yet  it  is  b^ter  than  marrying;  for 
when  I  am  weary  of  her,  my  unconstancy  is 
teoBtd  virtue,  and  I  shall  be  said  to  turn  to 
RTice.  Beware  of  women  for  better  for  wotm; 
^  our  wi^Led  nature,  when  her  sport  is  lawfol, 
cloji  ftraigbtt  therefore,  rather  than  marry, 
Wpawench. 

M  Faidi,  be  k  in  the  ri^;  for  tis  the  same 
^^m  number  tad  kind;  and  then  the  sport 
n  qnickened,  and  made  poignant  with  sin. 

(^L  Yet  *tit  ft  foult,  foiUi;  and  Til  persuade 
*Uiiy  friends  firom  it;  especially  here  where 
^innovation  2a  dangerous.  Twas  the  new« 
^  of  the  sm  that  mMe  me  sufier  in  the  opi- 
1^  of  my  frienda;  and  I  was  condemned  by  all 
*pi^  of  people;  not  that  I  sinn'd,  but  tmit  I 
wa'y  ao  more. . 

^r«.  Why  ay,  hadst  thou  been  wicked  in 
">i«Ni,  and  priviiV  lain  with  every  bodv,  their 
Svih  would  have  made  them  protect  thee:  so 
l^tp  be  more  Wicked  is  to  be  innocent,  at 
^  stfe.    A  wicked  world,  Lord  help  us ! 

Ctp(.  But  being  particular  to  her,  and  not  in 
'^  nor  street  t»  it ;  taking  an  antidote  ev'ry 
'^ing,  before  I  venture  into  those  infectious 
r^f^  where  love  And  beauty  dwells  this  en- 
'^^tbe  maiden  beauties  of  the  time,  who 
^^'^^  it  a  pr^udifte  to  their  beauties  (o  aee 


me  carelesa,  and  secnrdy  pass  bv  Uieir  coiiqueiw 
ing  eyes;  my  name  being  founa  anurngst  none 
of  those  that  deck'd  their  triumphs.  Bat  firom 
this,  'tis  easy  to  be  safe;  for  their  pride  will  not 
let  them  love,  nor  my  leisure  me.  Then  the  old 
ladies  that  pay  for  their  pleasures :  they,  upon  the 
news^  beheld  me  with  their  natural  firowns,  de- 
spairing when  their  monev  could  not  prevail; 
and  hated  me  when  they  beard  that  I  for  my 
pleasure  would  pay  as  hirge  as  they. 

JoL  Gentlemen,  take  warning:  a  fee  horn 
every  man ;  for  by  this  day,  Uiere's  strange 
counsel  in  this  confession. 

Wild,  Captain,  you  fbrset  to  pledge  Mr  Carf^ 
lem  !  Here,  will  jow  not  drink  a  cup  of  winef 
Who's  there?  Bnng  the  oysters. 

Coft,  Yes,  madam,  if  you  please. 

Wild,  Proceed,  captain. 

Flea,  Fie,  Mr  Wikl,  are  yon  not  ashom'd  to 
encourage  him  to  this  fihliy  discourse? 

CapU  A  glass  of  wine  then,  and  I^il  drink  to 
all  the  new-married  wives  that  grieve  to  think  at 
what  rate  their  fiubers  mircbase  a  little  huiband. 
These,  when  they  lie  tnirsting  for  the  thing  they 
paid  so  dear  for^— — - 

Enter  a  Servant  with  Oyster$. 

Cmtc  These,  methinks,  should  be  thy  firiends, 
and  point  thee  out  as  a  man  for  them. 

Capt,  Yes,  till  the  faithfiil  nurse  cries ;  Alas, 
madam,  he  keeps  such  a  one,  he  has  enough  at 
home.  Then  she  swells  with  envy  and  rage 
against  us  both ;  calls  my  mistress  uely,  com- 
mon,  unsafe;  and  me,  a  weak  secure  moL 

M,  These  are  strange  truths,  madam. 

Wid.  Ay,  ay;  but  these  ojvun  are  a  better 
jest. 

Capt,  But  ihe's  abus'd  that  will  let  such  rea» 
son  tame  her  desire,  and  a  fool  in  love's  school ; 
else  she  would  not  be  ignorant  that  variety  is 
such  a  friend  to  love,  that  he  which  rises  a  sunk 
coward  from  the  lady's  bed,  would  find  new  fires 
at  her  maid*s  i  nor  ever  yet  did  tlie  man  want 
fire,  if  the  woman  would  bring  the  fuel. 

Plea,  For  God's  sake,  leave  this  disoonrse. 

Wid.  The  captain  has  a  mind  we  should  cal 
nooysters. 

Wiid,  Aunt,  we  caB»e  to  be  merry,  and  we 
will  be  merry,  and  yen  shall  stay  it  oat;  proceedy 
captaia. 

Wid,  Fie,  captain,  I  am  asham'd  to  hear  you 
talk  thus:  manj,  and  then  you  will  have  a 
better  opinion  of  woasen. 

CsfL  Marry !  yes,  this  knowledge  will  iovitt 
me :  it  is  a  good  encouragjement,  is  it  not,  think 
you?  What  is  your  opinion?  Were  not  these 
marriages  made  in  heaven !  By  this  good  day, 
all  the  world  is  mad,  and  makes  haste  to  befbol'd, 
but  we  four:  and  I  hope,  there's  none  of  us  be- 
lieves there  has  any  marriages  been  made  in 
heaven  since  Adam. 

Jol.  By  my  firith,  'tis  thought  the  devil  gave 
the  ring  there  too. 
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Wid,  Nephew,  III  swear,  1*11  be  gone. 

CapL  Hold  her,  Ned,  [HepoinU  at  Sad,]  she 
goes  not  yet;  there's  m  fouith  kind  of  women 
that  concerns  her  more  than  all  the  rest,  ecce 
$ignum — She  is  one  of  those,  who,  clonth'd  in 
purple,  triumph  over  their  dead  husbands;  these 
will  be  catch'd  at  first  sight,  and  at  first  sight 
must  be  caught.  Tis  a  bird  that  must  be  shot 
flying,  for  they  never  sit.  If  a  man  delay,  they 
cool,  and  fall  mto  considerations  of  jointure,  ancl 
£riends  opinion ;  in  which  time,  if  she  hears 
thou  keep'st  a  wench,  thou  hadst  better  be  a 
beggar  in  her  opinion;  for  then  her  pride,  it 
nay  be,  would  betray  her  to  a  vanity  of  setting 
jap  a  proper  man  (as  they  call  it) ;  but  for  a 
wencher,  no  argument  prevails  with  your  widow; 
for  she  believes  they  have  spent  too  much  that 
way,  to  be  able  to  pay  her  due  benevolence. 

Wid.  As  I  live,  I'll  be  gone,  if  you  speak  one 
word  more  of  this  uncivil  subject. 

JoL  Captain,  let  me  kiss  thy  cheek,  for  that 
widow.  You  undersund  this,  widow  ?  I  say  no 
more.  Here,  captain,  here's  to  thee.  As  it  goes 
down,  a  pox  of  care. 

Wid.  Jesus !  Mr  Jolly,  have  you  no  observa- 
tions of  the  court,  that  are  so  affected  with  this 
of  the  town  ? 

Can.  Faith,  they  say,  there's  good  sport  there 
sometimes* 

Plea,  Mr  Jolly  is  afiraid  to  let  us  partake  of 
his  knowledee. 

Jol.  No,  ntitb,  madam. 

Capt.  By  this  drink,  if  he  stay  till  I  have 
eatea  a  few  more,  I'll  describe  it. 

Jo/.  What  should  I  say  ?  Tis  certain  the  court 
is  the  bravest  place  in  the  kingdom  for  sport,  if 
it  were  well  look'd  to,  and  tte  game  preserv'd 
foir;  hot  as  'tis,  a  man  may  sooner  make  a  set 
in  the  Sbrand :  and  it  will  never  be  better  whilst 
your  divine  lovers  inhabit  there. 

Care.  Let  the  king  make  me  master  of  the 
game. 
.    Capt,  And  admit  us  laity*lovers. 

Jol.  I  would  he  would ;  for  as  'tis,  there's  no 
hopes  amongst  the  ladies :  besides,  'tis  such  an 
example  to  see  a  king  and  oueen  good  husband 
and  wife,  that  to  be  kind  will  erow  out  of  fashion. 

Capt.  Nay,  that's  not  all;  for  the  women 
grow  malicious,  because  they  are  not  courted : 
nay,  they  bred  all  the  last  mischiefs,  and  call'd 
the  kinfl^s  chastity  a  neglect  of  them. 

Jol.  Thou  art  in  the  right:  an  Edward  or  a 
Harrv,  with  seven  queens  in  buckram,  that 
haugbt  among  the  men,  and  stroak'd  the  women, 


are  the  monardis  thev  wish  to  bow  tO:  they 
love  no  tame  princes,  but  lions  in  the  fbrat ! 

Capt.  Why,  and  those  were  prv^eriy  calTd 
the  fiEOhers  of  their  people,  that  were  MmI 
akin  to  their  nobility :  now  they  wear  oflMWr 
youth  and  beauty,  without  hope  of  a  mma^ 
mental  ballad,  or  trophy  of  a  libei  thK  lial 
hereafter  point  at  such  a  lord,  and  cry,  tkiftii 
the  royal  son  of  such  a  one. 

Jol.  And  these  were  the  ways  that  made  tkoa 
powerful  at  home :  for  the  city  is  a  kind  dttmt 
beast ;  you  may  lead  her  by  the  home  any  «h^ 
ther,  if  you  but  tickle  them  in  the  ear  soroedncf . 
Queen  fiess,  of  fomons  memory,  had  theoick 
on't:  and  I  have  heard  them  say,  in  eighQf^«^|lM; 
ere  I  was  bom,  as  well  aa  I  can  rememMi^  she 
rode  to  Tilbury  on  that  bonny  beast,  the  mmm, 
'  Capt.  I  would  I  m%hl  counsel  him,  I'd  ie^» 
form  the  court.   . 

Care.  Never  too  soon;  for  now,  whH  a 
stranger  comes  in,  and  spies  a  covey  of  beaabM 
would  make  a  fmidconer  onhood,  before  he  caa 
draw  his  leash  he  is  wam'd  that's  a  mark'd  fm^ 
tridge ;  and  that,  and  every  he,  has  by  thoir  «» 
ample  a  particular  she. 

Wild.  By  this  light,  the  six  fair  tuMsmmd. 
like  the  working-days  iu  the  almanack;  ooewiA 
A  scored  upon  her  breast,  that  is  as  mook  to 
say,  I  belons  to  such  a  lord ;  the  next  wtk  B» 
for  an  elder  brother;  C,  fur  such  a  knight^  % 
possess'd  with  melancholy,  and  at  her  breaUM 
may  knock  an  hour  ere  you  get  an  answer,  W 
then  shell  tell  you,  there's  no  lodgii^  there;  ^ 
has  a  constant  fellow  courtier  that  £w  t«kli^ 
all  her  heart  to  bis  own  use:  in  short,  JUre 
dispos'd  of  but  the  good  mother;  and  sbeoMto 
in  like  the  Sabbath  at  the  week^  end;  Mdl 
warrant  her  to  make  any  one  rest  that  cobm  at 
her.  . 

Care.  Ay,  marry,  if  she  were  like  theJaM 
sabbath,  it  were  somewhat ;  but  thb  looks  ftea 
broken  commandment,  that  has  had  more  wtA 
done  upon  her,  than  all  the  week  betide. 

Capt.  And  what  think  you,  is  not  this  imif 
carried?  you  that  are  about  the  king,  coaatf 
him,  if  he  will  have  his  sport  foir,  lie  muA  ki 
the  game  be  free,  as  it  has  been  in  former  ^fsu  ^ 
then  a  stranger  that  has  wit,  good  means^  wm  ^ 
handsome  cToaths,  no  sooner  enters  the  fB0f 
chamber,  and  beats  about  with  three  grafiM 
^^  legs,  but  he  springs  a  mistre^  that  dancM  0 
well  as  he,  sung  better,  as  free  as  fair;  tholt* 
first  sight  could  speak,  for  wit  is  alwaytac^ 
quaint^ :  these  fools  must  be  akin  ere  tbey«M 


^  Ltg$*—B«iwt.  Dekkar's  Wondeifyl  Yeare  160$. 
fOade  a  very  mannerly  Uwe  legge,"  &c. 


<'  Janus  (that  beares  two  faces  onder  onehH^ 


IMd: 


"  He  calls  forth  one  by  oiie,  to  note  their  naces ; 
Whilst  they  wtake  Ug9y  be  copies  out  their  faces.** 
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speak ;  mnd  now  friends  make  the  bargain,  and 
tiict  go  to  bed  ere  they  know  why. 

JaL  Faitb,  he's  in  the  right ;  yoa  shall  hare  a 
-bmzard  now  hover  and  beat  after  a  pretty  wench, 
till  she  is  so  weary  of  him  she's  forc'd  to  take  her 
bed  for  covert,  and  find  less  danger  in  being 
tmss'd  than  in  flying. 

Copt,  And  whatl>ecoroesorall  this  padder? 
after  he  has  made  them  sport  for  one  night,  to 
see  bim  touze  the  quarry,  he  carries  her  into  the 
country,  and  there  they  two  fly  at  one  another 
tfll  they  are  weary. 

Care.  And  all  this  mischief  comes  of  love  and 
constancy ;  we  shall  never  see  better  days  till 
there  be  an  actof  parliament  a^inst  it;  enjoin- 
ing husbands  not  to  till  their  wives,  but  change 
sad  lay  thena  ^low. 

Jol.  A  pox,  tlie  women  will  never  consent  to 
it;  they'll  be  till'd  to  death  first. 

Wid,  Gentlemen,  you  are  very  bold  with  the 
sex. 

Cap^  Faith,  madam,  it  is  our  care  of  them ; 
why  you  see  they  are  married  at  fourteen,  yield 
a  crop  and  a  half,  and  tlien  die;  'tis  merely  their 
k)ve  that  destroys  'em ;  for  if  thejr  get  a  good 
Muband,  the  poor  things  yield  their  very  hearts. 

Pieu,  And  do  yon  blame  their  loves,  gen- 
demen? 

JaL  No,  not  their  love,  but  their  discretion  ; 
let  them  love,  and  do,  a  God's  name ;  but  let 
there  do  with  discretion. 

Wild,  But  liow  will  yon  amend  this  f 

Jd.  Instead  of  two  beds  and  a  physician,  I'd 
lave  the  state  prescribe  two  wives  and  a  mistress. 

Wild.  Ho  !  it  will  never  be  pranted ;  the  state 
it  made  op  of  old  men,  and  they  find  work 
eoooth  with  one. 

Joi.  We  wilt  petition  the  lower  house,  there 
aw  young  men,  and  (if  it  were  but  to  be  fao- 
tioos)  would  pass  it,  if  they  thought  the  upper 
jwase  would  cross  it ;  besides,  they  ought  to  do 
it.  Death  !  they  provide  against  cutting  down 
old  trees,  and  preserving  highways  and  post- 
horses,  and  let  pretty  wenches  run  to  decay. 


Care,  Why  may  it  not  come  within  the  statute 
of  depopulation  ?  As  I  live,  the  state  ought  to 
take  care  of  those  pretty  creatures :  be  yoa 
judge,  madam,  is  't  not  a  sad  sight  to  see  a  rich 
young  beauty,  with  all  her  innocence  and.  bios-' 
soms  on,  subject  to  some  rough  rude  fellow, 
that  ploughs  her,  and  esteems  and  uses  her  as  a 
chattel,  till  she  is  so  lean,  a  man  may  find  as 
good  grass  upon  the  common,  where  it  may  be 
she'll  sit  coughing  with  sunk  eyes,  so  weak  that 
a  boy  (with  a  d^  that  can  but  whistle,  may 
keep  a  score  of  them  ? 

Wid,  You  are  strangely  charitable  to  our  sex 
on  a  sudden. 

Capt,  I  know  not  what  they  are ;  but,  for  ray 
part,  I'll  be  a  tray  tor  ere  V\\  look  on,  and  see 
beauty  go  thus  to  wreck  t  it  is  enough  custom 
has  made  us  suffer  them  to  be  inclos'd:  I  am 
sure  they  were  created  common,  and  for  the  use 
of  man,  and  not  intended  to  be  subject  to 
jealousy  and  choler,  or  to  l>e  bought  or  sold,  or 
let  for  term  of  lives  or  years,  as  they  are  now, 
^'  or  else  sold  at  out-crys;  oh  yes  !  who'll  give 
most,  take  her. 

Wid,  Why  do  not  some  of  you  excellent  men 
marry,  and  mend  all  these  errors  by  your  good 
example? 

Jol,  Because  we  want  fortunes  to  buy  rich 
wives,  or  keep  poor  ones,  and  be  loath  to  get 
be»^rs,  or  whores,  as  well  as  I  loVe  'em. 

Flea,  Why  are  all  their  children  so  that  have 
no  fortune,  think  you  ? 

Jol.  No,  not  all :  **  I  have  heard  of  Whitting- 
ton  and  his  cat,  and  others,  thai  have  made  ibr- 
tunes  by  strange  means ;  but  I  scarce  believe  my 
son  would  rise  from  hope,  a  halfpenny,  and  a 
lamb's-skin ;  and  the  wenches,  commonly  having 
more  wit  and  beauty  than  money,  foreseeing 
small  portions,  gfow  sad,  and  read  romances, 
till  their  wit  spy  some  unfortunate  merit. like 
their  own,  without  money  too,  and  they  two 
sigh  after  one  another  till  they  grow  mysterious 
in  colours,  and  become  a  proverb  for  their  con- 
stancy; and  when  their  love  has  worn  out  the 


** or  else  sold  at  mU-crys, — Out-cry  was  the  ancient  term  for  an  auction.    As  in  Massinger's 

Cieyilf«tea,  A.  1.  S.S: 

*'  The  ffoods  of  this  poor  man  sold  at  an  ovt-cry, 
His  wife  tum*d  out  of  doors,  his  (children  forc*Q 
To  beg  their  bread." 

Hiddleton's  Chast  Mayd  in  Cheape-side,  p.  41 : 

"  I'U  sell  all  at  an  out-cry:* 

Bea  JoBson's  Catiline,  A.  ^.  S.  3 1 

''  Their  houses,  and  fine  gardens,  given  away. 
And  all  their  goods,  under  the  spear  at  out-cry," 

Upon  which.last  passage  Mr  Whalley  observes,  that  '<  the  Roman  way  of  selling  things  by  auction, 
1VU  letting  op  a  tpear  ;  and  hence  the  phrase  tub  hatta  vender e,** 

*^  Ikaee  heard  </  Wkittlngttm  and  ki$  Mtf^— See  Evans*g  CoUedion  qf  Old  Ballads,  VoL  I.  p.  i9t* 
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caate,  marry,  in  the  end,  a  new  couple ;  then, 
grown  ashamed  of  the  knowledge  they  so  long 
hunted,  at  length  part  by  consent,  and  vanbh 
into  Abignil  and  governor. 

Wid,  Well,  gentleoxen,   excuse  me  for  this 


one  time ;  and  if  ever  I  invite  you  to 
again,  punish  roe  with  such  another  disccl 
in  the  mean  time  let's  go  in  and  dine^  meal' 
for  US.  [Exewa  i 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  all  from  Dinner. 

Cnpt,  Faith,  madam,  we  were  resolv'd  to  be 
merry ;  we  have  not  met  these  three  years  till 
to-day,  and  at  the  Bear  we  meant  to  liave  din'd ; 
and  since  your  ladyship  would  have  our  com- 
pany, you  must  pardon  our  humour.  Here, 
Mr  .Sad,  here's  the  widow's  health  to  you. 

Wid.  Nephew,  how  do  you  dispose  of  your- 
self this  afternoon  } 

Wild  We  have  a  design  we  must  pursue, 
which  will  rid  vou  of  all  this  troublesome  com- 
pany ;  and  we^U  make  no  excuse,  because  you 
peeped  into  our  privacies  to  day. 

Care.  Your  humble  servant,  ladies;  gende- 
roen,  we'll  leave  you  to  pursue  your  fortunes. 

[Exit  Careless. 

Jol.  Farewell,  widow:  may st  ihou  live  un- 
married till  thou  run*8t  away  with  thyself. 

[fixiY  Jolly. 

Capt,  No,  no,  when  that  day  comes,  com- 
mand the  humblest  of  your  servants. 

[Exit  Captain. 

Wild.  Farewell,  aunt;  sweet  Mistress  Plea- 
sant, I  wish  you  good  fortune.        [Exit  Wild. 

W<d.  Farewell,  farewell,  gentlemen;  niece, 
now  if  we  could  be  rid  of  these  troublesome 
lovers  too,  we  would  go  see  a  play.  [Aside. 

Flea.  Rid  of  them !  why,  they  are  but  now 
in  season ;  as  I  live,  I  would  do  as  little  to  give 
mine  content  as  any  she  in  town,  and  yet  I  do 
not  grudge  him  the  happiness  of  carrying  me  to 
a  play. 

Wid.  Ay,  but  the  world  will  talk,  because 
they  pretend ;  and  then  we  shall  be  sure  to  meet 
my  nephew  there,  and  his  wild  company,  and 
thev  will  laugh  to  see  us  together. 

Plea.  Who  will  you  have,  Tim  the  butler,  or 
Formal  your  gentleman-usher?  I  would  take 
Philip  the  foreman  of  the  shop  as  soon. 

Wid.  Let's  mask  ourselves,  and  take  Secret, 
and  go  alone  by  water. 

Flea.  Yes,  and  follow  her  like  one  of  my  aunts 
of  the  suburbs ;  it  is  a  good  way  to  know  what 
you  may  yield  in  a  market;  for  Fll  undertake, 
there  are  those  shall  bid  for  you  before  the  play 
will  be  done. 

Sec.  As  I  live,  madam,  Mrs  Pleasant  is  in  the 
right ;  I  had  such  a  kindness  ofTer'd  me  once, 
and  I  came  to  a  price  with  him  in  knavery;  and 


hang  me,    if  the  rogue  was  not  pattin 
earnest  of  his  affection  into  my  hand. 

Wid.  Let's  go  to  the  glass-house  then. 

P/ffl.  I'll  go  to  a  play  with  my  servaoi 
so  shall  you ;  hang  opinion  ;  and  we'll  go  t 
glass-house  aflerwards ;    it  is  too  hot 
early. 

Sec.  Pray,  madam,  go ;  they  say  'tis  i 
play,  aud  a  knight  writ  it. 

Plea.  Pray  let  Secret  prevail,  Til  pn 
to  the  lovers ;  in  the  mean  time  go  yoo,  i 
the  coachman  make  ready  the  coach. 
[Secret  whispers  Sad,  *t 

Sec.  Alas,  madam  !  he*s  sick,  poor 
and  gone  to  bed ;  he  could  not  wait  at  i" 

Wid.  Sick? 

Pica.  Why,  see  how  all  things  work 
young  men,  either  their  coach,  or  a-fc 
Constant,  what  think  you  of  seeing  a 
aflemoon  ?  is  it  not  too  hot  to  venture^ 
fectious  time  ? 

Con.  Fie,  madam,  there's  no  danger ;  t 
decreas'd  twenty  last  week. 

Sad.  I  swear,  they  say,  'tis  a  very  g0(4j 
to-day. 

Wid.  Shall  we  go,  niece? 

Plea.  Faith   'tis  hot,  and  there's   na 
bnt  we. 

Sad.  Do's  that  hinder  ?  pray  madam, 
us  not  the  favour  of  venturing  yourself 
company. 

Wid.  Come,  leave  this  ceremony.    I'll  i 
and  put  on  my  mask ;  Secret  shall  bring  3 

plea.  No,  IMl  go,  and  put  it  on  within. 
[EjKunti 

SCENE  U. 
Enter  Wild,  Careless,  Captain^  and  JoLti^ 

Care,  By  this  day,   you  have  oetded  tl| 
widow. 

Wild.  The  captain  neglected  his  dinner  1 
his  mirth,  as  if  he  had  forgot  to  eat. 

Jol.  When  did  he  oversee  his  drinking  so  ? 

Capt,  Gentlemen,  still  it  is  my  fbrtaae 
make  your  worships  merry. 

Wild.  As  I  live.  Captain,  I  subscribe,  and  1 
content  to  hold  my  wit  as  a  tenant  to  thee;  ai 
to-ni^ht  I'll  invite  you  to  supper,  where  it  shalll 
not  be  lawful  to  speak  till  tmu  bast  vicCiial'd  tby  | 
man  of  war. 
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Copt,  Sball's  be  merry  ?  what  shall  we  have  ? 
Wild,  Half  a  score  dishes  of  meat,  choose 
iheiD  jourself. 

Capt,  Provide  me  then  the  chines  fry'd^  and 
the  salmon  calver*d,  a  carp,*and  black  sauce, 
red-deer  in  the  blood,  and  an  assembly  of  wood- 
cocks, and  jack-snipes,  so  fat  you  would  think 
they  had  their  winding-sheets  on;  and  upon 
these,  as  their  pages,  let  me  have  wait  your 
Sussex  wheat-ear,  with  a  featlier  in  his  cap;  over 
all  which  let  our  countryman,  general  Chine  of 
beefy  command:  I  hate  your  French  pottage, 
that  looks  as  the  cook-maid  had  more  hand  in  it 
than  the  cook. 

Wild.  I'll  promise  you  all  this. 
Care,  Ancl  let  me  alune  to  cook  the  iish. 
Capt.  You  cook  it !  no,  no,  I  left  an  honest 
fellow  in  town,  when  I  went  into  Italy,  signior 
Ricardo  Ligones,  one  of  the  ancient  house  of 
die  Annenian  ambassadours ;  if  he  bealive^  he 
shall  be  our  cook. 

Wild.    Is  he  excellent  at  h? 
Capt,  Excellent !  You  shall  try,  you  shall  try ; 
why,  I  tell  you,  I  saw  him  once  dress  a  shooiug- 
horn,  and  a  joyner's  apron,  that  the  company 
Jeft  pheasant  for  it. 

Wild.  A  shooing-hom? 
Capt.  Yes,  a  shooing-hom;  marry,  there  was 
garlick  in  the  sauce. 

Wild.  Is  this  all  you  would  have? 
Capt.  This,  and  a  bird  of  paradise,  to  enter- 
tain the  rest  of  the  night,  and  let  me  alone  to 
cook  her. 

Wild,  A  bird  of  paradise  !  wliat's  that? 
Capt,  A  girl  of  fifteen,  smooth  as  sattin,  white 
as  her  Sunday  apron,  plump,  and  of  the  first 
down :  1*11  take  ner  with  her  guts  in  her  belly, 
and  warm  her  with  a  country-dance  or  two,  then 
pluck  her,  and  lay  her  dry  betwixt  a  couple  of 
sheets;  there  pour  into  her  so  much  oil  of  wit  as 
will  make  her  turn  to  a  man,  and  stick  into  her 
heart  three  corns  of  whole  love,  to  make  her 
taste  of  what  she  is  doing ;  then  havinj;  strewed 
a  man  all  over  her,  shut  the  door,  and  leave  us, 
we*ll  work  ourselves  into  such  a  sauce  as  you 
can  never  surfeit  on,  so  poignant,  and  yet  no 
haut  goAt;  take  heed  of  a  haut  goQt,    your 
onion  and  a  woman  make  the  worst  sauce ;  this 
shook  together  by  an  English  cook  (lor  your 
French  seasoning  spoils  many  a  woman)  and 
there's  a  dish  for  a  king. 
Wild.  For  the  first  part,  I'll  undertake. 
Care.  But  this  for  supper  ?  Captain,  no  more 
of  this  now;  this  afternoon,  as  you  are  true  to 
the  petticoat,  observe  your  iostructions,  and 
ineet  at  Ned's  house  in  the  evening. 
Omnet.  We  will  not  fail. 
Capt.  I  must  write  to  Wanton,  to  know  how 
things  stand  at  home,  and  to  acquaint  her  how 
we  have  thrived  with  the  old  lady  to-day. 
Wild.  Whither  will  you  go  to  write  ? 
Capt.  To  thy  house,  'tis  hard  by,  there*s  the 
Fleece. 


Jol,  Do,  and  in  the  mean  time  1*11  go  liome 
and  dispatch  a  little  business,  and  meet  yon. 

Wild.  Make  haste  then. 

Jol,  Where  shall  I  meet  you? 

Wild.  Whither  shall  we  go  till  it  be  time  to 
attend  the  design  ? 

Care,  Let's  go  to  court  for  an  hour. 

Jol,  Do,  I'll  meet  you  tt  the  queen's  side. 

Wild.  ^iO,  pr'ythee,  we  are  the  Munsieurs 
new  come  over;  and  it  we  go  fine  they  will 
laugh  at  us,  and  think  we  believe  ourselves  so ; 
if  not,  then  they  will  abuse  our  cloutbs,  and 
swear  we  went  mto  France  only  to  have  our 
cloaks  cut  sliorter. 

Care.  Will  you  go  see  a  play  ? 

Capt.  Do,  and  thither  1*11  come  to  you,  if  it 
be  none  of  our  gentlemen  poets,  that  excuse 
their  writings  with  a  prologue  that  professes  they 
are  no  scholars. 

Jol.  On  my  word  this  is  held  the  best  penn'd 
of  the  time,  and  he  has  writ  a  very  good  play  ; 
by  this  day,  it  was  extreamly  applauded. 

Capt,  Does  he  write  plays  by  the  day  ?  indeed 
a  man  would  ha' judged  him  a  labouring  poet. 

Jol.  A  labouring  poet!  by  this  hand,  he's  a 
knight;  upon  my  recommendation  venture  to 
see  it ;  hang  me  if  you  be  not  extreamly  well 
satisfied. 

Care.  A  knight,  and  write  plays!  it  may  be, 
but  'tis  strange  to  us;  so  they  say  there  are 
other  gentlemen  poets  without  land  or  Latin ; 
this  was  not  ordmary;  pr'ythee  when  was  he 
knighted  ? 

Jol.  In  the  North,  the  last  great  knighting, 
when  'twas  God's  great  mercy  we  were  not  all 
knights. 

Wild,  I'll  swear  they  say,  there  are  poets  that 
have  more  men  in  liveries,  than  books  in  their 
studies. 

Capt,  And  what  think  you,  gentlemen,  are 
not  these  things  to  start  a  man ;  I  believe,  'tis 
the  first  time  yon  have  found  them  lie  at  the 
sign  of  the  page,  foot-men,  and  gilded  couches; 
they  were  wont  to  lodge  at  the  thin  clonk,  they 
and  their  muses  made  up  the  family ;  and  thence 
sent  scenes  to  their  patrons,  like  boys  in  at  win-* 
dows,  and  one  would  return  with  a  doublet, 
another  with  a  pair  of  breeches,  a  third  with  a 
little  ready  money ;  which,  together  with  their 
credit  with  a  company,  in  three  terms  you  rarely 
saw  a  poet  repaired. 

Jol.  This  truth  no  body  denies. 

Wild,  Pr'ythee  let  us  resolve  what  we  shall 
do,  lest  we  meet  with  some  of  them :  for  it  seems 
they  swarm,  and  T  fear  nothing  like  a  dedication, 
tliough  it  be  but  of  himself;  for  I  must  hear  him 
say  more  than  cither  I  deserve  or  he  believes ;  I 
hate  that  in  a  poet,  they  must  be  dull,  or  all 
upon  all  subjects;  so  that  they  can  oblige  none 
but  their  muse. 

Jol.  I  perceive  by  this  you  will  not  see  the 
play ;  what  think  you  of  going  to  Sim's;  to  bowls^ 
till  I  come? 
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Care,  Yes,  if  you  will  go  to  see  that  comedy ; 
bn^  there  is  no  reason  we  should  pay  for  our 
coming  in,  und  act  too ;  like  some  whose  interest 
in  the  timber  robs  them  of  their  reason,  and  they 
run  as  if  they  had  stolen  a  biass. 

Wild,  Resolve  what  you  will  do,  I  am  con- 
tented. 

Care.  Let's  go  walk  in  Spring-garden. 

Wild.  I'll  do  it  for  company ;  but  I  bad  as 
-live  be  rid  in  the  horse-market  as  walk  in  tliat 
fool's  fair,  where  neither  wit  nor  money  is,  nor 
sure  to  take  up  a  wench.  There's  none  but  ho- 
nest women, 

Capt,  A  pox  on't,  what  should  we  do  there  ? 
Let's  KO  and  cross  the  field  to  Pike's;  her  kitchen 
is  cooT,  winter  and  summer. 

Care.  I  like  that  motion  well;  but  we  have 
DO  time,  and  I  hate  to  do  that  business  by  half. 
Afler  supper,  if  you  will,  we'll  go  aud  make  a 
night  oa't. 

Capt.  Well,  I  must  go  write,  therefore  resolve 
of  somewhat.  Shall  I  propose  an  indifferent 
phice  where  'tis  probable  we  shall  all  meet? 

Omnes.  Yes. 

Capt.  Go  you  before  to  the  Devil,  and  I'll 
make  haste  after. 

Care.  Agreed.  We  shall  be  sure  of  good  wine 
there,  and  in  Fresco ;  for  he  is  never  without 
patent  snow. 

Wild.  Patent  snow !  what  doth  that  project 
bold? 

^  Jol.  Yes,  faith ;  and  now  there's  a  commis* 
sion  appointed  for  toasts  against  the  next  winter. 

Wild.  Marry,  they  are  wise,  and  foresaw  the 
parliament,  and  were  resolv'd  their  monopolies 
should  be  no  grievance  to  the  people. 

Capt.  Farewell !  You  will  be  sure  to  meet? 

Omnes,  Yes,  yesi  [Exeunt  omnes. 


SCENE  ni. 

Enter  Wanton  and  lier  Maid,  with  her  lap  full 
of  things. 

Wan,  Bid  them  ply  him  close,  and  flatter  him, 
aud  rail  upon  tlie  old  lady  and  the  captain ;  andy 
do  you  hear,  give  him  some  hints  to  begin  the 
story  of  his  life.  Do  it  handsomely,  awd  yon 
shall  see  the  sack  will  clip  his  tongue. 

Maid,  I  warrant  you,  I'll  fit  him. 

Wan,  When  he  is  in  his  discourse,  leave  him, 
and  come  down  into  the  parlour,  and  steal  away 
his  box  with  the  fiilse  nngs  that  stands  by  his 
bed-side.    I  have  all  his  little  plate  here  already. 

Maid,  Make  you  haste:  I'll  warrant  you,  I'll 
dress  him,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV, 

Enter  4he  Captain  with  a  letter  in  his  hand,  and 
his^  Boy  to  him  with  a  candle:  is  goings  to 
write  the  superscription. 

Boy.  Sir,  the  Lady  Loveall  passed  by  even  now. 


Capt.  The  Lady  Loveall !    Which  way 
she? 

Boy,  To  the  rich  lady  the  widow,  wbeie  jusr 
woraliip  dined. 

Capt.  Tis  no  ihatter.  Here,  carry  this  leiter, 
and  bring  an  answer  to  the  Devil  quickly  ;  anil 
tell  her  we'll  stay  there  till  the  time  be  6c  for 
the  design.  [ExcstmL^ 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Careless,  Wild,  and  a  Drawer,  ai  tic 
Devil. 

Care.  Jack,  how  goes  the  world  ?  Bring  as 
some  bottles  of  the  b^t  wine. 

Draw.  You  shall,  sir.  Your  worship  is  wel- 
come into  England. 

Care.  Wh^,  look  you;  who  says  a  drairer 
can  kty  nothing  but  anon,  anon,  sir;  score  a 
quar^of  sack  in  the  half-moon? 

Draw.  Your  worship  is  merry :  bot  III  fetch 
you  that,  sir,  shall  speak  Greek,  and  make  yoar 
worship  prophesy.  You  drank  none  sud  m 
your  journey.  [Gkoes  him  em  ostgeL 

Wtld.  Do  it  then,  and  make  a  hole  in  tfab 

angel  thou  may'st  creep  through Who  is^t 

that  peeps,  a  fiddler  ?    Brmg  him  by  the  ears. 

Enter  the  Taylor  that  peeps. 

Tay,  A  taylor,  an't  like  your  worship. 

Care,  A  taylor !     Hast  thou  a  stout  faith? 

Tay,  I  have  had,  an't  like  yoar  worship ;  hot 
now  1  am  in  despair. 

Care.  Why  then,  thou  art  daran'd.  Go,  ga 
home,  and  throw  thyself  into  tliine  own  hell;  it 
is  the  next  way  to  the  other. 

Tay.  I  hope  your  worship  is  not  displens'd. 

Care.  What  do'st  do  here  ?  A  taylor  without 
faith  !    Do'st  come  to  take  measure  of  ours? 

Ihy.  No ;  I  come  to  speak  with  one  Master 
Jolly,  a  courtier ;  a  very  fine->spoken  gentleraaa, 
and  a  just  compter,  but  one  of  the  worst  pay- 
masters in  the  world. 

Wild.  As  thou  lov'st  me,  let's  keep  him  here 
till  he  comes,  aud  make  him  valiant  with  tack, 
that  he  may  urge  him  till  he  beats  him.  We 
shall  have  the  sport,  and  be  re\'eng*d  upon  die 
rogue  for  dunning  a  gentleman  in  a  tavern. 

[Aside. 

Care.  I'll  charge  him.  Here  drink,  poor  fel- 
low, and  stay  in  the  next  room  till  he  comes. 

Tay,  I  thank  your  worship,  but  I  am  fasting;: 
and  if  it  please  your  worahip  to  call  for  a  doaen 
of  manchets,  that  I  may  eat  a  crust  first,  then 
ril  make  bold  with  a  glass  of  jour  sack. 

Wild.  Here,  here,  drink.  In  the  meao  time, 
fetch  him  some  bread. 

Tay,  Will  your  worship  have  roe  drink  all  this 
vessel  of  sack? 

Care.  Yes,  yes,  off  with't,  'twill  do  yon  »» 
hann.  [The  Taylor  drmki. 
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V7A/L  Why  do  you  not  take  some  order  with 
that  Jolly,  to  make  him  pay  thee  ? 

T\iy,  I  have  petition*d  him  often,  but  can  do 
DO  good. 

Care,  A  pox  upon  hira;  petition  himi  his 
heart  is  hardened  to  ill :  threaten  to  arrest  him ; 
nothing  but  a  serjeant  can  touch  his  conscience  ! 

Tay.  Truly,  gentlemen,  I  have  reason  to  be 
angry ;  for  he  uses  me  ill,  when  I  ask  him  for 
my  money.  TJolly  speaks  within, 

Jol.  Where  is  Master  Wild  and  Master  Care- 
less? 

Tay.  I  hear  his  voice. 

Jot.  Let  the  coach  stay.  How  now,  who 
would  be  speak  with? 

Enter  Jolly. 

Wild,  Do  not  yon  know? 

JoL  Yes,  and  be  you  judge  if  the  rogue  does 
not  suffer  deservedly.  I  have  bid  him  any  time 
this  twelvemonth  but  send  his  wife,  I'll  pay  her; 
and  the  ro^ue  replies.  Nobody  shall  lie  with  his 
wife  but  himsel^^ 

Cttre,  Nay,  if  you  be  such  a  one. 

Ttty,  No  more  they  shall  not.  I  am  but  a 
poor  man. 

Jol,  By  this  hand,  he's  drunk. 

Tay,  iiny  then,  I  arrest  you  in  mine  own 
name,  at  his  majesty's  suit. 

Wild,  As  I  live,  thou  sbalt  not  beat  him. 

Jol,  Beat  him!  I'll  kiss  him;  I'll  pay  him,  and 
carry  him  about  with  me,  and  be  at  the  chaise  of 
sack  to  keep  him  in  the  humour. 

[He  hugs  the  quart'pot, 

Tay,  Help,  rescue!  FU  have  his  body:  no 
bail  shall  serve. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Thaw,  Sir,  yonder  is  a  gentleman  would 
speak  with  you ;  I  do  not  like  his  followers. 

Jol.  What  are  tliey  ?  bailifis  ? 

Drov.  Little  better. 

Jol,  Send  him  up  alone,  and  stand  you  ready 
at  the  stairs  feet. 

Care,  *^  How  can  that  be  ? 

JoL  It  is  the  scrivener  at  the  comer.  Pick  a 
jnarrel  with  him  for  coming  into  our  company. 
Tbe  drawers  will  be  arra*d  behind  them,  and  we 
wiH  so  rout  the  rascals !  Take  your  swords,  and 
let  bini  sleep. 

Care,  What  scrivener? 

JoL  Crop  the  Brownist;  he  that  tlie  ballad 
was  made  on. 

C«rc  WhaV,Mad? 

Jol.  Have  not  vou  lieard  of  the  scrivener's 
w'lfealttt  bcougbt  the  blackmoor  from  the  holy 


land,  and  made  him  a  Brownist ;  and  in  pure 
charity  lay  with  him,  and  was  delivered  of  a 
magpye ;  a  pied  prophet ;  which  when  the  elect 
saw,  they  prophesy'd,  if  it  liv'd,  'twould  prove  a 
great  enemy  to  their  sect;  for  the  midwife  cry 'd 
out,  'twas  iorn  a  bishop,  with  tippet  and  white 
sleeves :  at  which  the  zealous  mother  cry'd, 
Down  with  the  idol.  So  the  midwife  and  she^ 
in  pure  devotion,  kill'd  it. 

Wild,  Kill'd  it!  what  became  of  them? 

Jol.  Why,  they  were  taken  and  condemn'd, 
and  suffer'd  under  a  catholick  sheriff,  that  af- 
flicted them  with  the  litany  all  tlie  way  from 
Newgate  to  the  gallows;  which  in  rog'ry  he 
made  to  be  set  up  altar-wise  too,  and  hang'd 
them  witlmut  ^  psalm. 

Wild.  But  how  took  they  that  breach  of  pri- 
vilege ? 

JoL  I  know  not,  Gregory  turn'd  them  off,  and 
so  they  descended,  and  became  Brown  martyrs. 

¥^ld.  And  is  the  husband  at  door  now  ? 

JoL  Yes,  yes ;  but  he's  married  again  to  a  rich 
widow  at  Wapping;  a  wench  of  another  tem- 
per :  one  that  you  cannot  please  better  than  by 
abusing  him.  I  always  pick  quarrels  with  him, 
that  she  may  reconcile  us.  Tlie  peace  is  always 
worth  a  dinner  at  least.  Hark!  I  hear  him. — 
[Enter  Crop.] — Save  you,  Mr  Crop;  yoa  are 
come  in  the  nick  to  pledge  a  health. 

Crop.  No,  sir,  I  have  other  business.  Shall 
I  be  paid  my  money,  or  no?       [Jolly  drinks. 

Jol.  Yes. 

Crop.  Sir? 

JoL  You  asked  whether  you  should  be  paid 
your  money,  or  no  ?  and  I  said,  Yes. 

Crop,  Pray,  sir,  be  plain. 

Care,  And  be  you  so,  sir?  How  durst  yoa 
come  into  thb  room,  and  company,  without 
leave  ? 

Crop,  Sir,  I  have  come  into  good  lords  com- 
pany ere  now. 

Care,  It  may  be  so ;  but  you  shall  either  fall 
upon  your  knees,  and  pledge  this  health,  or  you 
come  no  more  into  lords  companies;  no,  by 
these  hilts.  [They,  tug  him,  and  make  him  kneel. 

Crop,  Tis  idolatry.  Do,  martyr  me,  I  will 
not  kneel,  nor  join  in  sin  with  the  wicked. 

JoL  Either  kneel,  or  I'll  tear  thy  cloak; 
which,  by  the  age  and  looks,  may  be  that  which 
was  writ  for  in  the  time  of  the  primitive  church. 

Crop,  Pay  me,  and  I'll  wear  a  better.  It 
would  be  honestlier  done,  than  to  abuse  this,  and 
profane  the  text:  a  text  that  shews,  your  bi- 
shops in  those  days  wore  no  lawn-sleeves.  And 
you  may  be  asham'd  to  protect  one  that  will  not 
pay  his  debts:  the  cries  of  the  widow  will  come 
against  YOU  for  it. 

Jol,  Kemember,  sirrah,  the  dinners  and  sup- 


^3  Hmtf  am  ikai  bef—i,  e.  who  can  that  be  ?  In  this  manner  the  word  who  u  pronounced,  in  some 
fvts  of  the  kingdom,  particularly  in  the  coimty  of  Kent.      3.  P. 
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perSy  fmt  venison,  and  good  words,  I  was  fain  to 
give  yoa;  christening  your  children  still,  by  the 
way  of  brokage.  Count  that  charge,  and  how 
often  I  have  kept  you  from  fining  for  slieriflT,  and 
thou  art  in  my  debt:  then,  I  am  damn'd  for 
speaking  well  of  thee  so  often  agaitst  my  con- 
science, which  you  never  consider. 

Crop,  I  am  an  honest  man,  sir. 

JoL  Then  ushering  your  wife,  and  Mrs  Ugly 
her  dauehter,  to  plays  and  masques  at  court. 
You  think  these  courtesies  deserve  nothing  in  the 
hundred.  Tis  true,  they  made  room  for  themselves 
with  their  dagger  elbows;  and  when  Spideryour 
daughter  laid  about  her  with  her  breaU)|  the  de- 
vil would  not  have  sat  near  her. 

Crop.  You  did  not  borrow  my  mouey  with 
this  language. 

Jol.  No,  sirrah :  then  I  was  fiun  to  flatter  you, 
and  endure  the  familiarity  of  ^our  family,  and 
hear  (nay  fain  sometimes  to  join  in)  the  lying 
praises  of  the  holy  sister  that  expired  at  Tyburn. 

Cr(^,  Do,  abuse  her,  and  be  curst.  'Tis  well 
known  she  dy'd  a  martyr,  and  her  blood  will  be 
upon  some  of  jrou.  Tis  her  orphan's  money  I 
require ;  and  this  is  the  last  time  FU  ask  it :  I'll 
find  a  way  to  get  it. 

[He  offers  to  go,  and  Jolly  stai/s  him. 

Jol.  Art  senuus  ?  By  that  light,  I'll  consent, 
and  take  it  for  an  infinite  obligation  if  thou  wilt 
teach  the  rest  of  my  creditors  that  trick :  'twill 
save  me  a  world  of  labour;  for,  hang  me,  if  I 
know  how  to  do't. 

Crop.  Well,  sir,  since  I  see  your  resolution, 
I  shall  make  it  my  business. 

Care.  Pr'ythee,  let's  be  rid  of  this  fool. 

Crop.  Fool !  Let  him  pay  the  fool  his  money, 
and  he'll  be  ^one. 

JoL  No,  sir,  not  a  farthinc.  Twas  my  bu- 
siness to  borrow  it,  and  it  shall  be  yours  to  get  it 
in  again.  Nay,  by  this  hand,  I'll  be  feasted  too, 
and  have  good  words.  Nay,  thou  shalt  lend  me 
more  ere  thou  gett'st  this  again. 

Crop.  I'll  lay  my  action  upon  you. 

JoL  Your  action !  You  rogue,  lay  two. 

[Thev  kick  him^  and  thrust  him  out  of 
the  room. 

Care.  Lay  three  for  battery — ^What  have  we 
here?  A  she  creditor  too?  Who  would  she 
speak  with  ? 

Enter  Faithful  :  Wild  and  Careless  return 
and  meet  her. 

Wild.  She  looks  as  if  she  liad  trusted  in  her 
time. 

Care.  Would  you  speak  with  any  here,  old 
gentlewoman  ? 

Faith.  My  business  is  to  Mr  Jolly.  [ger? 

Care.  From  yourself,  or  are  you  but  a  messen- 

Faith.  My  business,  sir,  is  from  a  lady. 

Care.  From  a  lady !  From  what  lady,  pray  ? 
Why  so  coy  ? 

Faith*  From  a  lady  in  the  town. 


Care.  Hob !  boh !  from  a  lady  in  the  town!  i 
Is  it  possible !  I  should  have  guess'd  yott  cam*  I 
from  a  lady  in  the  suburbs,  or  some  coaDtiy* ' 
madam,  by  your  riding  face.  ^ 

Enter  Jolly  again. 

JoL  I  think  we  have  routed  the  rascals.— 
Faithful !  what  makes  thy  gravity  in  a  tavero? 

Faith.  Sport,  it  seems  for  your  saucy  compa- ; 
nions. 

JoL  Ho,  ho,  mull,  ho.    No  fury,  FaithfoL 

Faith.  Tis  well,  sir.  My  lady  presents  hn 
service  to  vou,  and  hath  sent  you  a  letter. ; 
There's  my  business. 

Care.  Pr'ythee,  wl)o  is  her  lady  ? 

JoL  The  LMidy  Loveall. 

Care.  Oh,  oh,  does  she  serve  that  old  lady? 
God  help  her ! 

Faith.  God  help  her  !  Pray  for  yourself,  sir;  ; 
my-  lady  scorns  your  prayers. 

JoL  Faithful,  come  hither.  Pr'ytbee,  xs  tby 
lady  drunk  ? 

Faith.  Drunk,  sir! 

JoL  Ay,  drunk,  or  mad ;  she'd  never  writ  thit 
else.  She  requires  me,  here,  to  send  back  by 
you  the  pearl  she  gave  me  this  moniing  !  which, 
sure,  she'd  never  do,  if  she  were  sober;  for,  yoa 
know,  I  eam'd  them  hard. 

Faith.  I  know  !  What  do  I  know  ?  You  wiU 
not  defame  my  lady,  will  you  ? 

Care.  By  no  means.  This  is  by  way  of  coun- 
sel. Fie  !  give  a  thing,  and  take  a  thing  !  If  be 
did  not  perromi,  he  shall  come  at  n^ht^  and  paj 
his  scores. 

Faith.  'Tis  well,  sir.  Is  this  your  return  for 
my  lady's  favours?  Shall  I  have  the  pearl,  sir? 

JoL  No ;  and  tell  her,  'tis  the  opinion  of  ni 
all.  He  that  opens  her  stinking  oyster,  is  wortby 
of  the  pearl. 

Faith.  You  are  a  foul-mouth'd  fellow,  sirrab ; 
and  I  shall  live  to  see  you  load  a  gallows,  whea 
my  lady  shall  find  the  way  to  her  own  again. 

JoL  If  she  miss,  there  are  divers  can  direct 

her,  you  know.     Adieu,  Faithful.    Do  you  Uetdf 

Steal  privately  down  by  the  back-door  lest  somt: 

knavish  boy  spy  thee,  and  call  thine  age,  Btk^d. 

[Exit  FAUHfUU 

Care.  Pr'ytbee,  who  is  thb  thin*:  ? 

JoL  1'is  my  lady's  waiting-woman,  her  ba*d» 
her  she-confessor,  herself  at  second-liaud.  Her 
besinnine  was  simple  and  below  stains,  till  bi'' 
lady  finding  her  to  be  a  likely  promising  bswd, 
secret  as  the  key  at  her->girdle,  obedient  as  ber 
thoughts ;  those  virtues  raised  her  from  the  fla' 
petticoat  and  kercher,  to  the  gorget  and  bozn' 
roll.  And  I  remember 'twas  good  sport  atfif^ 
to  see  the  wench  perplex'd  with  her  roetitnor- 
phosis.  She  since  has  been  in  lor^  with  all  cbe 
family,  and  now  sighs  afler  the  Le\-ite;  and.it 
he  forsake  her  too,  I  prophesy,  a  waiting-woman'* 
cur^e  will  fail  upon  her : — to  die  old^  despi>^ 
poor,  and  out  of  fashion* 
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Enter  Captain, 

Copt,  Why  do  you  not  bang  out  a  painted 
<^otb,  and  take  two-pence  apiece,  and  let  in  all 
the  tame  fools  at  door ;  those  sons  of  wonder 
that  now  fi^ape,  and  think  you  niad  ? 

Care.  ^Tis  no  matter  what  they  think :  mad- 
ness is  proper  here.  Are  not  taverns  Bacchos's 
temples,  the  place  of  madness?  Does  not  the 
sign  of  madness  hang  out  at  the  door  ? 

Jol.  While  we  within  possess  our  joys  and 
caps,  as  full  of  pleasure  as  weeping  Niobe's  af- 
flicted eyes  were  swellM  with  grief  and  tears. 
Blessing  on  the  cause  that  made  our  joys  thus 
complete  :  for  see  Plutus  in  our  pockets,  Mars 
by  oar  sides,  Bacchus  in  our  heads,  self-love  in  our 
hearts,  and  change  of  virgins  in  our  arms ;  beau- 
ties whose  eyes  and  hearts  speak  love  and  wel- 
come: no  rigid  t*hinkers,  no  nig^d  l>eauties 
that  maliciously  rake  up  their  fire  m  green-sick- 
ness to  preserve  a  spark  that  shall  flame  only  in 
some  doll  day  of  marriage ;  let  such  swear  and 
forswear,  till  (of  the  whole  parish)  they  love 
each  other  least,  whilst  we  wisely  set  out  our 
cobwebs  in  the  most  perspicuous  places  to  catch 
these  foolish  flies. 

Care.  He's  in  the  right.  Do'st  think  we  re- 
treated hither  to  beat  a  bargain  for  a  score  of 
sheep,  or  dispute  the  legality  of  votes,  and  weigh 
the  power  of  prerogative  and  parliament,  and 
dab  for  concluding  sack,  or  rend  the  Fathers 
here  till  we  grow  costive,  like  those  that  have 
'v^m  tbeir  suffering  elbows  bare,  to  finda  know- 
le(%e  to  perplex  'em?  A  pox  on  such  brain- 
breaking  thoughts :  avoid  them,  and  take  me 
into  thy  hand  a  glass  of  eternal  sack,  and  pro- 
phesy the  restauration  of  senses,  and  the  fall  of 
&  lover  from  grace ;  which  our  dear  friend  Mr 
Joll^  will  prove ;  to  whom  the  Lady  Loveall  (by 
Faithful  lately  departed)  sent  for  the  pearl  you 
^otof. 

Copt.  Bat,  I  hope,  he  had  the  grace  to  keep 
thenj. 
Jol.  No,  no ;  Tm  a  fool,  I ! 
Capt,  Was  not  my  boy  here  ? 
Jm.  No  ;  we  saw  him  not. 
Capt.  A  pox  of  the  rogue,  he's  grown  so  lazy. 
Wild.  Your  boy  is  come  in  just  now,  and 
cjifled  for  the  key  of  the  back-door.    There's 
^iwaen  with  him. 

Capt.  Oh,  that's  well !  'tis  Wanton.  I  sent 
fcr  her  to  laugh  over  the  story  of  the  old  lady 
*^berpearL  Where  have  you  been  all  this 
^hile,  sirrah?' 

Enter  Boy. 

^oy.  I  could  overtake  tlie  coach,  sir,  no 
sooner. 

^apt.  The  coach  !  what  coach  ? 

^y.  The  Lady  Loveall's. 

Capt.  The  Lady  Loveall's  !  Why,  what  had 
yoQ  to  do  with  her  coach  ? 


Boy.  I  went  to  give  her  the  letter  your  worship 
sent  her. 

Capt.  The  letter  !  What  letter? 

Boy,  That  your  worship  gave  me. 

Capt,  That  I  writ  at  Ned's  house  to  Wanton  ? 

Boy.  The  letter  you  gave  me,  sir,  was  directed 
to  the  Lady  Loveall,  and  she  storm'd  like  a  mad 
woman  at  reading  of  it. 

Care.  Why,  thou  wilt  not  beat  the  boy  for 
thy  own  fault  ?  What  letter  was  it  ? 

Capt.  'Twas  enough,  only  a  relation  of  the 
pearl,  wherein  she  finds  herself  sufficiently  abus'd 
to  Wanton. 

Jol,  Now,  gentlemen,  you  have  two  to  laugh 
at. 

Capt.  A  pox  of  fooling,  let's  resolve  what  to 
do ;  there's  no  denying,  for  she  has  all  the  par- 
ticulars under  my  hand. 

Boy,  You  must  resolve  of  something,  forshe^s 
coming,  and  stay'd  only  till  the  back-door  was 
open'd. 

Capt.  How  did  she  know  I  was  here? 

Boy.  Your  worship  bade  me  tell  her,  yoa 
would  stay  here  for  her. 

Care.  How  came  this  mistake  ? 

Capt.  Why,  the  devil  owed  us  a  shame  it 
seems.  You  know  I  went  home  to  give  Wanton 
an  account  how  we  advanc'd  in  our  design ;  and 
when  I  was  writing  the  superscription,  I  remero^ 
her  the  boy  came  in  and  told  me,  the  Lady  Love- 
all passed  by. 

Jol.  And  so,  it  seems,  you  in  pure  mistake  di- 
rected your  letter  to  her. 

Care.  Well,  resolve  what  you'll  do  with  her, 
when  she  comes. 

Caot.  Faith,  bear  it  like  men,  'tis  but  an  old 
lady  lost ;  let's  resolve  to  defy  her,  we  are  sure 
of  our  pearl ;  but  lest  we  prolong  the  war,  take 
the  first  occasion  you  can  all  to  avoid  the  room ; 
when  she's  alone,  I'll  try  whether  she'll  listen  to 
a  composition. 

Jol,  Have  you  no  friends  in  the  close  com- 
mittee ? 

Capt,  Yes,  yes,  I  am  an  Essex  man. 

Care,  Then  get  some  of  them  to  move,  it  may 
be  voted  no  letter.  ,  . 

Jol.  Ay,  ay;  and  after  'tis  voted  no  letter, 
then  vote  it  fidse,  scandalous,  and  ille^l,  and 
that  is  in  it ;  they  have  a  precedent  for  it  in  the 
^Danish  packet,  which  they  took  from  a  foolish 
fellow,  who,  presuming  upon  the  law  of  nations, 
came  upon  an  embassy  to  the  king  without  an 
order,  or  pass  from  both  houses  ! 

Capt.  Hark,  I  hear  her  coming. 

Enter  Loveall  and  Faithful. 

Xove,  Sir,  I  receiv'd  a  letter,  but  by  what  ac- 
cident I  know  not;  for  I  believe  it  was  not  in« 
tended  me,  th»'  the  contents  concern  me. 

Capt.  Madam,  'tis  too  late  to  deny  it ;  is  it 

feace  or  war  you  bring  ?  withouldispute,  if  war, 
hang  out  my  defiance  :  if  peace,  I  yield  my 
weapon  into  your  hands. 
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Low,  kt^  you  all  unworthy  ?  your  whole  sex 
fid»etiood  ?  is  it  not  possible  to  oblige  a  man  to 
be  loyal  ?  this  is  such  a  treachery  no  age  can 
match :  apply  yourself  with  youth  and  wit  to 
gain  a  ladyV  love  and  friendship  only  to  betray 
It  \  was  it  not  enough  you  coramanded  my  for- 
tuoe,  but  you  must  wreck  my  honour  too,  and 
instead  of  being  grateful  for  that  charity  which 
still  assisted  your  wants,  strive  to  pay  me  with 
injuries,  and  attempt  to  make  the  world  believe 
I  pay  to  lose  my  fame?  and  then  make  roe  the 
8Com*d  subject  of  your  whnre*s  mirth?  Base  and 
unworthy!  Do  you  smile,  false  one?  [fl«smi7et.] 
I  shall  find  a  lime  for  you  too,  and  n^  vengeance 
shall  find  you  all.    * 

Taith,  Yea,  sir;  and  you  that  had  such  a 
ready  wit  to  proclaim  my  lady  whore,  and  me 
bawd,  I  hope  to  see  you  load  a  gallows  for  it. 

Capt,  Once  again,  is  it  peace  or  war? 

Xc^e.  Peace!  Til  have- thy  blood  first,  dog. 

Where's  my  pearl  ? [5Ae  iptaki  to  Wild?) 

You  ought  to  right  me,  sir,  in  this  particular;  it 
was  to  you  I  sent  them. 

Wild,  Madam,  I  sent  not  for  them. 

Capt,  No  more  words;  I  have  them,  I  eam'd 
them,  and  you  paid  them. 

Faith,  You  are  a  foul-mouth'd  fellow,  sirrah. 

Love,  Peace,  wench,  I  scorn  their  slander,  it 
cannot  shake  my  honour ;  'tis  too  weighty  and 
too  fix'd  for  their  calumny. 

Jol.  Ill  be  sworn  for  my  part  on't,  I  think  it 
is  a  ereat  honour ;  I  am  sure  I  had  as  much  as  1 
could  cari7  away  in  ten  nights,  and  yet  there 
was  no  miss  on't. 

Capt.  Yon  ?  I  think  so ;  there's  no  mark  of 
my  work,  you  see,  and  yet  I  came  after  thee, 
and  brought  away  loads  would  have  sunk  a  sedan- 
man. 

Wild,  By  this  relation  she  should  be  a  woman 
of  a  great  mme. 

Care.  Let  that  consideration,  with  her  condi- 
tion, and  her  age,  move  some  reverence,  at  least 
to  what  she  was ;  madam,  I  am  sorry  I  cannot 
serve  you  in  this  particular. 

J  Exeunt  Jolly  and  Careless. 
your  mean  baseness;  pursue 
your  scorn.  Come,  let's  go,  wench,  I  shall  find 
some  to  right  my  fame ;  and  tho*  I  have  lost  my 
opinion,  I  nave  gain'd  a  knowledge  how  to  dis- 
tinguish of  love  hereafter;  and  I  shall  scorn  you  * 
and  ail  your  sex,  that  have  not  soul  enough  to 
value  a  noble  friendship. 

Wild,  Pray,  madam,  let  me  speak  with  you. 

Capt,  Well  have  no  whispering;  I  said  it, 
and  111  maintain  it  with  my  sword. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Draw,  Sir,  there's  oiue  without  would  speak 
with  you.  • 

Capt,  With  me? 

Draw.  No,  sir,  with  Master  Wild. 
Wild,  Madam,  I'll  wait  upon  you  presentlv. 

[Exit  Wi£d.  I 


Capt,  Madam,  I  know  my  company  ii  ^ 

pleasmg  to  you,  therefore  1^11  take  my  temt: 

Drawer^  shew  me  another  room.  [Exit  Captm. 

[The  Captain  makes  a  turn  or  /iro,  /Acf 

look  at  each  other,  then  he  goes  Mil. 

Love.  Oh  Faithful,  Faithful !  I  am  mott  Bu- 
serably  abus'd,  and  can  find  no  way  to  ny  re- 
venge. 

Faith.  Madam,  I'll  give  them  rats-bane,  aad 
speedily  too,  ere  they  can  tell :  for  that  rmeti 
the  captain  has  a  tongue  else  will  prochiiii  joa, 
and  undo  your  fiime  for  ever. 

Love,  Ay,  ay,  my  fame,  my  &me,  FaiMI; 
and  if  it  were  not  for  mine  honour,  (wlaA  I 
have  kept  unstained  to  this  minute,)  I  wooMiMC 
care. 

Faith.  This  it  is ;  you  will  still  set  yotr  1^ 
fection  upon  every  youcg  thing;  I  could  b«l4Mi 
you  on  *t. 

Love.  Who  could  have  suspected  they  i 
have  been  so  false  in  their  loves  to  me,  thatk 
been  so  fi&ithful  to  them  ? — ^Honest  friend,  «l 
is  Master  Wild? 

Enter  Drawer. 

Draw,  The  other  gentleman  carried  him  a 

Love.  Are  they  aU  gone  then  ?        [with! 

Draw,  Yes,  by  this  hand — ^These  gentii 
are  quickly  satbfied  ;  what  an  ugly  whore  igf 
have  got  ?  how  she  states  it !  [Jtt 

Love,  Come,  let's  go,  wench.  [She  offert  IM 

Draw,  Mistress,  who  pays  the  reckonings 

Love.  What  says  he  ? 

Faith.  He  asks  me  who  pays  the  reckooitt? 

Love,  Who  pays  tlie  recxoning!  Why,  Ml 
have  we  to  do  with  the  reckoning  ? 

Draw.  Shut  tlie  door,  Dick :  well  have  Ai 
reckoning  before  you  go. 

Faith.  Why,  goodman  sauce4>ox,  yoo  wMtK$ 
make  my  lady  pay  for  their  reckoning,  «i^ill|l^ 

Draw.  My  lady !  a  pox  of  her  title,  flpl 
need  of  something  to  make  her  pass. 

Faith.  What  do  you  say,  sirrah? 

Draw.  I  say,  the  gentlemen  paid  well  Al 
their  sport;  and  I  know  no  reason  whyjV 
should  lose  our  reckoning. 

Love.  What  do  you  take  me  for,  my  friealF 

Draw.  In  troth,  I  take  you  for  nothing;  bn 
I  would  be  loath  to  take  you  for  that  use  1  tMtk 
they  made  shift  with  you  Yor.  [|illi^ 

Faith.  Madam,  this  is  that  rascally  capoM 

Love.  Patience,  patience.  Oh  for  a  mtfjH 
the  slave's  heart !  .Friend,  mistake  me  not,  S 
name  is  Loveall,  a  lady;  send  one  along. "^P 
me,  and  you  shall  have  your  money. 

Draw.  You  must  pardon  roe,  madam,  I; 
but  a  servant;  if  you  be  a  lady,  pray  sit  j* 
inner  room,  and  send  home  your  womao  fori 
money ;  the  sum  is  six  pounds,  and  be 
to  remember  the  waiters.  ' 

Love.  Go,  Faithful,  eo  fetch  the  money.  • 
revenge,  revenge !  slmll  I  lose  my  honour,  «• 
have  no  revenge  ?  [Exetmt  «•*• 
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SCENE  I. 

Ei^ter  Waktov.  Captain,  Cae£I.ess,  and 

WitD. 

Wan.  By  all  that  a  longing  bride  hopes  for, 
which  I  am  not,  I  am  better  pleased  with  this 
revenue  than  mioe  own  |}lot,  which  takes  as  I 
could  wish ;  I  have  so  onoiDted  my  l^gh  priest 
with  sa^y  that  be  would  h&ve  confuted  BaaKs 
priest ;  and  now  he  does  so  slumber  in  his  ale, 
and  calls  to  bed  already,  swears  the  sun  is  set^ 

Capt,  Faitb^  wench,  her  abusing  of  me  made 
me  leave  bar  for  the  reckoaiug. 

Core.  YeSy  faith,  they  have  treated  her  upsey 
wbore,  lain  with  ^r,  told,  and  tlien  pawnM  her. 

Wamr  Yes,  yes,  toa  are  fine  things ;  I  won- 
der women  can  endare  voa ;  for  me,  I  expect 
you  worse,  and  am  arm'd  foi^t. 

Wild.  Faith,  let's  send  and  release  her,  the 
jest  is  gone  far  enoogh ;  as  I  live,  I  pity  her. 

Wan,  Pity  her !  hac^  her,  and  rid  the  coun- 
try of  her ;  she  is  a  thing  wears  out  her  limbs  as 
^  as  her  doaths;  one  that  never  jgoes  to  bed 
at  all,  nor  sleeps  in  a  whole  skin,  out  is  taken 
to  pieces  like  a  motion,  as  if  she  were  too  long ; 
she  sl^dd  be  ban^d  for  ofEeriag  to  be  a  whore. 

Cap/.  As  I  Uve,  she's  in  tlie  right ;  I  peep*d 
ODce  to  see  whi^  she  did  before  she  went  to  bed ; 
by  thi;*  light,  her  maids  were  dissecting  her ;  and 
when  they  had  done,  they  brought  some  of  her 
to  bed,  and  the  rest  they  either  pin'd  or  hung 
OD,  and  so  she  Iny  dismember*d  till  morning ;  in 
wluch  time,  her  chamber  Vvas  strew*d  all  over, 
like  an  anatomy-school. 

Wan,  And  when  she  travels  any  where,  she  is 
tiansported  with  as  great  a  care  and  fear  of 
*  Hailing,  as  a  juggler's  motion,  when  he  removes 
nom  fur  to  fair. 

Care,  iihe  is  a  right  brdien  gamesterj  who, 
tW  she  lacks  wherewitlu|d  to  play,  yet  loves  to 
he  Iboking  on. 

Enter  Wanton's  Maid, 

Bimd,  He  is  awake,  and  caUs  for  you  impa-' 
tieaily;  be  would  lain  be  in  bed,  the  company 
vail  gone. 

Wan,  Areyoninstcucted? 

Bmfd.  Let  me  akMie,  Til  wommt  you  for  my 

tfaa.  FawweQ  then ;  you  are  all  ready.  Who 
flan  master  constable  f 
Cm,  I,  I ;  and  Ned  Jolly  the  sumner. 
Wan,  Farewell,  farewell  then. 

[Exit  WANTON  and  Bawd* 

VOL.   III. 


Wild,  It  is  a  delicate  wencb. 

Care.  She  has  excellent  flesh,  and  a  fine  face; 
by  this  light,  we  must  depose  Uie  captain  from 
Ins  reign  h^re.  [Thev  whisper  this. 

Wild.  I  like  her  shrewdly ;  I  bate  a  wenck 
that  is  all  wliore  and  no  company ;  thb  is  a  coi> 
medy  all  day,  and  a  fair  at  night. 

Care.  I  Hope  to  exak  the  parson's  bom  here. 

Copt.  And  what  thmk  you  ?  is  it  not  a  sweeC 
sin,  this  lying  witL  another  man*s  wife  ? 

Wan,  is  Jolly  come  ?  [Wanton  mbov€» 

Capt,  No,  but  he'U  be  here  instantLy. 

mid,  Jshea-bed? 

Wan.  Yes,  y/es,  and  he  sleeps  as  if  he  had 
been  put  to  bed  by  his  sexton^  with  dnst  to  dusi, 
and  ashes  to  ashes. 

Capt,  And  we'll  wake  him  with  that  shall  be 
as  urrible  to  him  a9  the  latter  day. 

Wan.  Jjet  biro  sleep  awhile  that  he  may  he 
fresh,  else  the  jest  is  spoil'd;  for  it  is  his  sense 
of  liis  disgrace  must  work  my  ends. 

Wild,  I'll  go  home  then,  and  get  supper 
ready,  and  expect  you. 

Enter  Jolly. 

Capt.  Do  ;  our  scene  lies  here.  Who's  there, 
Joily? 

Jol,  Yes. 

Capt,  Are  you  fitted  ? 

Jot,  Yes,  I  have  got  the  Black-fryars  music. 
I  was  fain  to  stay  till  the  last  act.  And  who  do 
you  think  I  saw  there  ? 

Wild.  I  know  not. 

Jol.  Guess. 

Wild.  Pr*ythee !  I  cannot  guess. 

Jol,  Your  aunt  and  Mrs  Pleasant,  «nd  trusty 

Wild,  What,  man? 

Jvl,  The  lovers  only,  so  close  in  a  box ! 

papt,  it  will  be  a  match,  and  there's  an  end. 
Pr'ytliee,letthemgoto't;  whati$'ttous?  Let?s 
mind  ^ur  business  now,  and  think  on  them  here- 
afteK 

Wan.  A  pox  upon  them,  for  a  couple  of  stauk- 
hoonds.  nave  they  killed  at  last  ?  Why,  this  is 
fool's  fortune.  It  would  be  long  enough  eri;  one 
that  has  wit  got  such  a  wife  f 

Capt.  No  more  of  this  now.  Have  you  bor- 
row'd.the  watchmen's  coats } 

Jol.  Yea,  and  bills,  beards,  and  constable's 
staff  and  bmthom ;  and  let  roe  alone  to  fit  him 
for  the  suroner.  But  when  this  is  done,  I  ex- 
pect my  fee,  a  tythe-night  at  least.  Wanton, 
I  wiH  lie  with  thee  for  thy  roguery.  What !  are 
yon  dumb  ?  You  will  not  rerase  me,  I  hope  ? 

Wan,  Not  if  I  thought  thou  desir'dst  it:  but! 
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hate  to  have  it  desired  indifferently^  and  but  so- 
to  done  neither  when  'tis  done. 

JoL  I  hope  jou  will  not  disgrace  my  work, 
will  you  ? 

Wan,  Faith,  they  say,  thy  pleasure  lies  in  thy 
tongue ;  and  therefore,  tho'  I  do  not  give  thte 
leave  to  lie  with  me,  yet  I  will  give  tbc^  as  good 
a  thing,  that  will  please  thee  as  well 


Jol.  Some  roguery,  I  expected. 
Wan,  No,  fiaith,  I  am 


[  am  serious ;  and  because  I 
will  please  you  both.  Master  Wild  shall  lie  here, 
•and  you  shall  have  leave  to  say  you  do ;  which 
will  please  you  as  well. 

M.  Faith,  and  my  part  is  some  pleasure; 
else,  I  have  Md,  enjoy*dy  and  told,  is  mistook. 

Wan.  Ay,  but  never  to  love,  seldom  enjoy, 
and  always  tell — ^foh  !  it  stints,  and  suins  worse 
than  Shoreditch  dirt;  and  women  hate  and 
dread  men  for 't.  Whv,  I  that  am  a  whore  pro- 
fess'd,  cannot  see  youth  digest  it,  tho*  it  be  my 
profit  and  interest.  For  to  be  a  private  whore 
m  this  town,  starves  in  the  nest  like  young  birds, 
when  the  old  one's  kill'd^ 

Care.  £xcell«pt  girl!  'tis  too  true.  Jolly, 
your  tongue  has  kept  many  a  woman  honest. 

Wan.  Faith,  'tis  a  truth :  this  I  shall  say,  you 
may  all  better  your  pleasures  by,  if  you  will  ob- 
serve it;  I  dare  say,  the  fear  of  telling  keeps 
more  women  honest  tlian  Bridewell  hemp ;  and 
were  you  wise  men,  and  true  lovers  of  liberty, 
now  were  the  time  to  bring  wenching  to  that 
perfection,  no  age  could  ever  have  hop'd.  Now 
you  may  sow  such  seed  of  pleasure,  you  may  be 
praved  for  hereafter.  Now,  in.  this  age  of  aeal 
and  ignorance,  would  I  have  you  four,  in  old 
cloaths  and  demure  looks,  present  a  petition  to 
both  liouses,  and  say,  you-  are  men  touched  in 
conscience  for  your  share  in  that  wickedness 
which  is  known  to  their  worships  bv  the  pleasure 
of  adultery ;  and  ^desire  it  may  be  death,  and 
that  a  law  may  be  pass'd  to  that  purpose.  How 
the  women  will  pra^r  for  you,  and  at  their  own 
charges  rear  statues  in  memory  of  their  benefac- 
tors !  The  young  and  kind  would  then  haunt 
your  chambers,  pray,  and  present  you,  and  court 
the  sanguine  youth,  for  the  sweet  sin  secur'd  by 
.  such  a  law.  None  would  lose  an  occasion,  nor 
churlishly  oppose  kind  nature,  nor  refose.to  lis- 


ten to  her  summons,  when  youth  snd  pesMs 
calls  for  those  forbidden  sweets.  Vfhea  w^ 
security  as  your  lives  are  at  stake,  who  woiU 
fear  to  trust?  With  this  law,  all  oaths  and  pr»- 
testations  are  canceU'd.  Letters  and  bavds 
would  grow  useless  too.  By  instinct,  the  M 
will  find  the  kind ;  and,  having  one  natwe,  be- 
come of  one  mind.  Now  we  lose  an  age  ta  ob- 
serve and  know  a  roan's  humour  ere  we  ^rr 
trust  him  ;  but  get  this  Uw,  then  'tis.  Like  mi 
enjoy.  And  whereas  now,  with  ezpeoce  of  tine 
and  fortune,  you  may  gleati  some  one  mistroi 
amongst  your  neighbours'  wives ;  yoa  sbsfl  rey 
women  whole  armfuls,  as  in  the  common  m- 
There  is  one  small  town,  wise  only  ia  this  U«; 
and  I  have  heard  them  say  that  know  it  vdl, 
there  has  been  but  one  execution  this  imaM 
years;  yet  the  same  party  searched  seven  yesn, 
and  could  not  find  an  honest  woman  in  the  tows. 

Care.  An  excellent  plot!  let  us  about  it  Uk 
and  paper,  dear  Wanton.  We  will  draw  tbe 
petition  presently. 

Wan.  Will  Master  Jolly  consent  too?  Yos 
mus^  not  then,  as  soon  as  a  handsome  wonsa  is 
named,  smile  and  stroke  your  beard;  teOtiu 
t|iat  is  next  you,  you  have  lain  with  her.  Soc^ 
a  lye  is  as  dangerous  as  a  truth ;  and  'twere  bot 
justice  to  have  thee  Itans'd  for  a  sin  thou  oefcr 
committedst,  for  having  deimm'd  so  many  wones. 

JoL  If  all  those  liars  were  hanc'd,  I  bdiew 
the  scale  would  weigh  down  with  the  guilty* 

Wan.  One  rogue  hang'd  for  example,  wodd 
make  a  thousand  kind  gvls.  If  it  take,  it  sbB 
be  called  my  Uw,  Wanton's  Law ;  then  we  mj 
go  in  petticoats  again ;  for  women  grew  imft' 
rious  and  wore  the  breeches  only  to  pi^  ^ 
poor  cuckolds,  and  make  the  foob  dignt  tkir 

boras. ^Are  you  all  ready  ?    Shall  I  opes  tbe 

door? 

Copt.  Yes. 

WUd.  I'll  expect  you  at  my  house. 

[Exit  Wild  one  aray,  and  the  rat  eftif 
company  another. 

Omnei.  Wc^ll  come,  we'll  come. 

Capt.  So,  knock  louder. 

[They  knock  within,  and  the  Psrw  ^ 
covered  in  hii  bed,  and  the  BMitit^ 


^^ denreitmoffU  death,  Jlcc— AUading  to  the  acts  of  OUver  CromwelPs  paifiameBt,  Ari^ 

ftiaing  adultery,  incest,  and  fornication ;  by  which  it  was  dedared,  that  the  two  former  shesMK 

punishable  with  death  on  the  first  ofience,  and  the  latter  upon  the  second  convicthm. ^  1^ 

acts,"  an  excellent  writer  (Mr  Barrlngton  m  the  Stahdee)  observes,  ^  could  not  have  coatiMei  haf 
unrepealed,  fMi^CAorlMfAeSsmid  had  not  succeeded  to  the  thro^  Ithashcendo«a>ted,wkelhff 
tbere  were  any  instances  of  carrymg  them  into  execution,  notwitfastaading  the  rigidaess  eUtkt^ 
wberem  they  were  enacted,  A  newsi>aper,  however,  of  that  period,  fturi^shes  an  ezaiqrie,  w«A 
mm  the  extraordinary  circumstances  attending  it,  may  perhaps  be  considered  as  not  apwartly^^ 
^Jl^n^'.  ?"  ilfercarww  PolUieui,  N*.  16S,  Jrmn  JUreda^,  Atit.  «5,  <•  Thnda^,  Sm<.1,  1^ 
1J.J1700,  pHa*«d  6y  TU.  Neweumb.  is  the  foUowhig  passage :  «  At  Monmouth  Assise  mf^wm^ 
«V*/9-iiiwSfe«r9,waspQttodeadiforadaltet7y  committed  with  a  woaaa  above  stu^.* 
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Pmr.  Who'll  there?    What  woold  you  have? 
Cupt.  Here's  his  majesty's  watch,  and  roaster 
coostable's  worship  mast  come  in.    We  have  a 
warrant  from  the  lords  to  search  for  a  delinquent. 
Far,  YoQ  come  not  here.    Fli  answer  yoor 
warrant  to-morrow. 
Jol,  Break  open  the  door. 
Far»  I  would  you  durst. 
BiUfd.  Lord,  dear !     What  shall  we  do? 
Pmf»  Why,  sweet,  I  warrant  you.    Art  thou 
not  my  wife,  my  rih,  hone  of  my  bone  ?    I'll 
sofier  any  thing  ere  one  hair  of  thee  shall  be 
tooch'd. 
B4imd.  Hark !  They  break  open  the  door ! 
Pmr.  They  dare  not.    Why  dost  thou  tremble 
so  ?  Alas,  sweet  innocence,  how  it  shakes  I 
CapU  Break  open  the  door. 
Par.  m  complain  to  the  bishop  of  this  inso- 
lence. 
Bamd,  They  come,  they  come,  lamb ! 
Par.  No  matter,  sweet,  tbey  dare  not  touch 
tbee.    What  would  you  have,  roaster  constable  h 
You  are  very  rude.     [He  delivers  the  warrant, 
Capt,   Read  our  warrant,  and  our  business 
will  excose  us.    Do  you  know  any  such  person 
as  you  find  there? 

Par.  Yea,  sir,  but  not  by  this  name.  Such  a 
woman  is  my  wife,  and  no  Lindabrides.  We 
were  married  to-day,  and  111  justify  her  my  wife 
tJie  next  coortpday.  You  have  your  answer,  and 
nMj  be  gone. 

JM.  W«  must  take  no  notice  of  such  excuses 
now.  If  she  be  vour  wife,  make  it  appear  in 
coort,  and  she  will  be  deliver'd  unto  you. 

Par.  If  she  be  my  wife !  Sir,  I  have  wedded 
her  and  bedded  her,  what  other  ceremonies 
would  yoa  have?— Be  not  afraid,  sweetheart. 

JoL  Sir,  we  can  do  no  less  than  execute  our 
warrant :  we  are  but  servants ;  and,  master  con- 
ttable,  I  charge  you  in  the  king's  name  to  do 
yoor  duty.     Behold  the  body  of  the  delinquent. 
Par.  Touch  her  that  dares;  I'll  put  my  dag- 
ger in  bim.   [He  takes  his  dagger.]  Fear  no- 
liiing,  sweetheart.    Master  constable,  you'll  re- 
peat this  insolence  offer'd  to  a  roan  of  my  coat. 
Batffd.  Help,  my  dearest,  will  you  let  me  be 
W'd  thus  ?      [Here  they  strive  to  take  her  out. 
Par.  Villains,  what  will  you  do?    Murder! 
Rimel 

CV*  Yea,  yes,  'tis  likely;  I  look  like  a  ra- 
visher! 

/W.  Hold  him,  and  well  do  well  enough  with 
W.     [As  they  go  tp  pull  her  out  ^Ihe  hed^ 
they  dtseaoer  the  Bawd.    When  they 
let  him  gOf  he  turns  to  her  and  holds 
her  in  his  arms. 
Capt.  What  have  we  here,  an  old  woman  ? 
Per.  Let  me  go,  slaves  and  murtherers. 
Cept.  Let  him  go. 

Jot.  Do  any  of  you  know  this  woman  ?    This 
ifliiotshewelook'dfor. 
for.  No^  rascal,  that  miiMake  shall  not  excuse 


JoL  It  is  old  Goodman  what  d*  ye  call  him, 
his  wife. 

Capt.  HoUi  the  candle,  and  let's  see  her  ftice. 
[When  they  hold  the  candle,  she  lifs  in  his 
bosom^and  his  arms  about  her.  She 
must  be  tis  nastily  dressed  as  they  can 
dreu  her.  When  he  sees  her  he  falls 
into  amaze,  and  shoves  her  from  him, 

Jol.  What  have  we  here,  adultery  ?  Take  them 
both  :  here  will  be  new  matter.. 

Par.  Master  constable,  a  little  argument  will 
persuade  you  to  believe  I  am  grmsly  abus'd« 
Sure,  this  does  not  look  like  a  piece  that  a  man 
would  sin  to  enjoy.  Let  that  then  move  your 
pity  and  care  of  my  reputation.  Consider  my 
calling,  and  do  hot  bring  me  to  a  publick  shame» 
for  what  you're  sure  I  am  not  guilty  of,  but  by 
plot  of  some  villains. 

Bawd.  Dear,  will  you  disclaim  me  now  i 

Par.  Oh  impudence ! 

Jol.  Master  constable,  do  your  duty.  Take 
them  both  away,  as  you  will  answer  it.  ' 

Capt.  Give  him  his  cassock  to  cover  him. 
[They  put  on  his  cassock  and  her  coat, 
ana  lead  them  away. 

Par.  Why,  gentlemen,  whither  will  you  carry 
me?  , 

Capt.  To  the  next  justice,  I  think  it  is  Master 
Wild ;  he  is  newly  come  irom  travel.  It  will  be 
a  ffood  way,  neighbours,  to  express  our  respects 
to  nim. 

Par.  No,  faith,  gentlemen,  e'en  go  the  next 
wray  to  Tyburn,  and  dispatch  the  biuiness  with* 
out  ceremony ;  for  you  il  utterW  dismce  roe.— 
This  is  that  daron'd  captain.  My  wire  is  abroad 
too :  I  fear  she  is  of  the  plot. 

Jol.  Come,  away  with  'em. 

Bawd.  Whither  will  they  lead  us,  dear? 

Par.  Oh,  oh,  impudence!  Gentlemen,  do 
not  lead  us  together,  I  beseech  you. 

Copt.  Come,  come,  lead  them  together :  no 
ceremonies.    Your  fiiults  are  both  alike. 

[Exeunt  omnes^ 

SCENE  n. 
Enter  Wantow  and  Wild, 

Wan.  You  had  best  brae  now,  and  use  roe 
like  my  lady  what-d'-ye-calT;  but  if  you  do,  I 
care  not. 

Wild.  Come,  y*  are  a  fool,  I'll  be  a  faithful 
fHend,  and  make  good  conditions  for  thee  before 
thy  husband  be  quit. 

[Wild  sits  down  with  Wahton  »fi  his  lap. 

Wan,  You  must  do  it  now,  or  never. 

WUd  Hark!  hark!  I  hear  them. What's 

the  news  ? 

Enter  Captain,  Jolly,  Watch,  Bawd,  ani 
'  Parson. 

Capt.  We  have  brought  a  couple  of  deKiH 
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qtfents  before  Yoar  worebip;  tbey  hare  ootn- 
xnitted  a  very  foul  (tiolt.  . 

JoL  And  we  have  broogbt  tbe  fmih  along  Mo» 
^t  jour  wortbip  may  see  it.  You  will  be  the 
better  able  to  judge  of  the  offenders. 

Far.  Ha !  what  do  I  see  ?  My  wife  in  master 
justice's  lap ! 

Wan.  What  has  the  poor  felloe  done? 

Capt,  Why,  madam,  he  has  been  taken  in  bed 
with  this  woman,  another  man's  wife. 

Wan.  In  bed  with  her !  and  do  jou  raise  him 
to  |>unish  him }  Master  constable,  if  you  would 
afflict  him,  command  them  to  lie  together  again. 
Is  not  the  man  mad  ? 

Par.  This  is  fine  roguery !  I  find  who  rules 
the  roast. 

Wild.  Well,  to  the  business.  You  say,  be 
was  taken  in  bed  with  another  man's  wife. 

Capt.  Yes,  and  't  like  your  worship. 

wild.  Make  his  mittimus  to  tbe  hole  at  New- 
gate. 

Wan.  Sure,  I  have  seen  this  fellow's  face. — 
Friend,  have  I  never  seen  your  fece  before? 

Par.  If  I  mistake  not,  I  have  seen  one  rerj 
like  your  ladyship's  too;  she  was  a  captains 
6ast-whore  in  the  town.  I  shall  have  a  time  to 
be  reveng'd. 

Wild.  How  now,  sirrah;  are  you  threatentng? 
Away  with  him. 

Capt.  I'll  fetch  a  stronger  watch^  sir,  and  r^ 
turnpresently. 

Wild.  Do,  master  constable ;  and  give  tbe 
poor  woman  something,  and  set  her  free ;  for  I 
dare  say  'twas  liis  wickedness.  She  looks  like 
one  that  ne'ef  thought  on  such  a  thing. 

Bawd.  God  bless  vour  worship,  I  am  inno- 
cent. .  He  never  left  making  love^  till  I  con- 
sented. 

Enter  Captdin  in  hii  own  shape. 

Par.  Oh  miserable !  miserable ! 

Capt.  How  now  I  what's  the  news  here?  My 
honour'd  friend  and  master  parson,  what  makes 
Tou  here  at  this  tittle  of  nisbt?  why,  I  should 
have  thouji^bt  this  a  time  to  have  envy'd  you  for 
your  fair  hride'i  embraces.  Do  you  five  these 
favours?  Are  these  your  bride-laces?  It's  a  new 
wfty.    [Pioyf  with  the  curd  that  bindi  hi$  arms. 

Par.  Is  it  new  to  you  ? 

Wan.  How  now,  captain  ? 

Caot.  Wanton,  i^  this  yot(r  plot  to  endear 
your  husband  to  you  ? 

Par.  No,  'tis  thy  plot,  poor  beaten  captain : 
but  I  shall  be  revenged. 

Capt.  Ye«9  fattby  it  was  my  plot»  and  I  dory 
in't;  to  undermine  my  Macbiavel,  which  so 
greedily  swallow'd  that  sweet  bait  that  had  this 

Far.  Tit  weM. 

Capt.  But  my  anger  «nds  not  here.  Remem- 
\>er  the  base  language  you  gave  me :  Son  of  a 
tliouaand  Others;  captain  of  a  tame  baod;  and 


one  that  jKjot  my  living  by  the  long.staff«pee<?lies : 
— for  wluch,  and  tliy  former  ticaeberies.  111 
rain  thee,  slave.  Ft!  have  no  move  aaercj  oa 
tbee,  than  old  women  on  blind  poppies.  Ill 
bring  you  to  your  eommendatkMis  is  Laeia 
episUes  again :  nor  leave  thee  any  thing  to  live 
on;  no,  not  bread,  but  what  tltoo  eera'sc  by 
ranking  gentlewomen's  names  in  anagraoi?. 
And,  master  justice,  rf  ever  youl)  oblige  me, 
stand  to  me  now,,  that  I  may  procw^  the  whip- 
piiig  of  him  from  the  reverend  benoh. 

Par.  I  am  undone. 

lYild.  I  can  do  nothing  but  justice:  you  most 
ei^cuse  me.  I  shall  only  make  it  appear  bow  6t 
it  is  to  punish  this  kind  of  sin  in  that  coat  in  time, 
and  to  crush  such  serpents  in  the  sheUs. 

Par.  Mercy!  Oh,  mercy! 

Wild.  Officers,  away  with  him. 

iney  pull  kirn  mmajf. 

Par.  No  mercy? 

ITan.  Yes,  upon  condttioos,  there  may  be 
some  mercy.     [The  Parson  looks  very  def^aed. 

Wild.  And  these  tber  are ^Let  the  wtftch 

stay  in  t'other  room. — Firse,  your  wife  sbaH  hiive 
her  liberty,  and  you  yours,  as  she  repotts  of 
you ;  and  when  you  bring  her  witb  you,  toa 
shall  be  welcome.  Then  you  shaH  not  be  jea- 
lous ;  that's  another  point.  [Exit  Watch. 

Capt.  That  he  shaH  have  a  core  for. 

Wan,  Yes,  yes,  FU  apply  somefbmg  to  bis 
eyes  shall  cure  him  of  his  doubt. 

Wild.  Then  you  shall  ask  the  captain  paidea, 
and  your  wife.  To  him  yon  shall  allow  half 
your  parsonage  to  maintain  her.  The  deeds  art 
ready  within;  if  you'll  sign  them,  and  debvrr 
your  wife  to  our  use,  she  shall  discbarge  you. 

Par.  I  submit,  sir;  but  I  hope  yonr  worship 
will  desire  no  witness  to  the  use  of  my  wi^. 
The  sumner,  and  tbe  veatch  too,  I  hope  year 
worship  will  ei^oin  them  silence. 

Wan.  You  shall  not  need  to  fear;  l*fl  bavet 
care  of  your  credit.  Call  in  the  watch.  Do  yoa 
know  these  feces?  [She  discaoert  tkm. 

Par.  Ha!  abus'd! 

JoL  Nay,  no  flhichmg;  if  you  do,  I  beCaks 
me  to  master  sumner  again. 

Capt.  And  I  become  severe  master  coostaUe 
in  a  trice. 

Par.  No,  no,  I  submit;  and  I  hope  we  ait 
all  friends.  I'm  sure,  I  have  the  hardest  part  to 
forgive. 

Wan.  And  I,  bdore  all  this  corapaaj,  proabe 
to  forget  and  forgive  thee;  and  am  content  to 
take  thee  again  for  my  dear  and  mortal  husband, 
now  you  are  tame :  but  you  most  see  yon  do  so 
no  more ;  and  give  yomielf  td  be  blind  when  it 
is  not  fit  for  you  to  see ;  and  practise  to  be  daaf; 
and  learn  to  sleep  in  time;  and  fimi  basincis to 
call  you  away,  when  gentlemen  come  ^lal  fMoU 
be  private. 

Capt.  Why  so !     Now  tbiogs  are  as  tbay 
should  be;  and  when  you  will  obey,  yon  Mi 
but  when  yoQ  would  be  imperit«^ 
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subscribe,  Cedunt  anrns  togit;  and  if  it  be  fiilse 
iMtm^  paraoD,  too  most  (»m(m  that  toe. 

Joi.  By  this  \mad,  I  mMt  bare  my  t^tbc^^ngbt 
^h  tbe«9  thou  art  sack  a  wag.  Say,  when  f 
When  wile  tbOa  pvt  me  leave?  ha  f 

Wan.  Never. 

J<rf.  Never! 

Wtm,  No,  never. 

Jo/.  D*ye  hear?  I  am  notie  of  them  (hat 
T^rk  for  charity.  Eitlier  resolve  to  pay,  or  I 
kick  down  all  my  milk  agaio. 

Wan.  What  would  you  have  ? 
'  J6L  dive  me  leave  to  lie  with  yon. 

Wan.  No  indeed* 

JoL  No! 

Wan.  No ;  bnt  rather  than  ^uarrely  as  I  said 
before,  I  will  give  you  leave  to  say  yoq  have 
hiD  with  me. 

Wild.  I  am  of  opinion  she  owes  yott  mHhint 
now:  S09  Mrs  Wanton,  takeyonr  hnsbimd;  aaci, 
to  remove  aU  doubts,  this  sight  II!  be  at  the 
charge  of  a  wedding-supper. 

Far.  This  is  better  tluio  Newsate^^iole  yet, 
Bridewell  hemp,  blown  bread, -and  whip-cord. 

[Ejeeunt  omnei, 

SCENE  m. 

Enter  the  Widm  tmd  Mn  Plcasakt,  Matter 
Sad,  and  Matter  Covstant. 

Wid,  By  my  troth,  it  was  a  good  play. 

Plea.  And  I  am  glad  t  am  come  home;  for 
I  am  e^en  as  weary  with  this  walking.  For 
God's  sake,  whereabouts  does  the  pleasure  of 
walking  Ke  F  I  swear,  I  have  oftea  sought  it  till 
I  was  weary,  and  yet  I  could  ne'er  find  it 


Aid.  What  do  these  halberds  at  your  ddor  ? 
[A  Watch  at  the  Widow't  dadr. 

Wtd.  Halberds!    Where? 

Sad.  There,  at  your  lodging.  [haver? 

Con.   Friend,  what  would  those  watchmen 

Watch.  The  house  is  shut  up  for  the  sickness 
this  afternoon. 

Flea.  The  sickness ! 

Watch.  Yes,  forso6€h;  theirs  a  coachman 
dead,  full  of  the  tokens. 

Sad.  Where  is  the  officer? 

WaUh.  He  is  gone  to  seek  the  hidy  of  the 
bouse,  and  some  other  company  that  dmV)  here 
yesterday,  to  bring  her  in,  or  carry  her  to  the 
Pest-bouse. 

Wid.  Ha !  What  shall  we  do,  niece  ? 

Sad.  If  you  please  to  cornmand  our  (od^jmg^ 

Flea.  It  wHl  be  too  much  trouble. 

Wid.  Let's  go  to  LoveaH's. 

Flea.  Not  I,  by  my  faith ;  it  is  scarce  fbr  our 
crediu  to  let  her  come  to  us. 

Wid.  Why,  is  she  naught } 
*  Ccn.  Faith,  madam,  her  reputattoit  is  not  goodl 

Wid.  But  what  shall  we  do  then  ? 

Con.  Dare  you  adveatttre  h>  oblige  us? 

Wid.  Thank  vou,  sir ;  welt  ^  tomy  nephew^ 
at  Coi^nt  Garden :  be  may  shifk  among  his  ao» 
quamtaaee. 

Flea.  It  was  well  thought  oh  ;  the  Piasza  ii 
hard  br,  too. 

Wid.  We'll  borrow  your  eoadi  thkher,  and 
we'll  seiid  it  vou  back  again  straight. 

Ccn.  Well  wait  upon  you,  madam. 

Wid.  This  accident  troubles  me.  I  am  heo^ 
tily  sorry  for  the  poor  ^ow. 

Flea.  I  am  sorry  too.  Bnt  prav,  amt^,  let  us 
not  forget  ourselves  in  our  grief,  ^i  afli  not  am* 
bitions  of  a  red  cross  upon  the  door. 


^*  lam  not  ambitiow  qfa  red  ernst  apoa  the  doer. — ^This  alludes  to  one  of  the  regulktioiiB  made  to 
Iprevent  the  spreading  of  tbe  plague.  When  a  house  became  infected,  the  officers  fanpowered  fbr  that 
parpose  inunediately  placed  a  ffuard  before  it ;  which  continued  there  mght  and  day,  to  prevent  any 
ferwn  going  from  menee,  until  tbe  expuratioit  of  forty  days.  At  the  same  time,  red  aroeets^  qfa/ooi 
mg,  were  painted  on  the  doors  and  wmdows,  with  the  words,  lord  havb  mbrcy  dfok  us,  in  great 
letters,  wrote  over  them,  to  caution  all  passengers  to  avoid  imected  places. 
intituled,  More  Fooles  yet;  written  by  ^ &  (R«i^  8hvp«y>  1610^ 


In  a  eoBectiaa  of  epigrsms^ 
^  is  the  Ibllewing ; 


^^  Rusticus,  an  honest  country  swayne, 
Whose  education  snnplc  was,  and  plaine, 
Having  surveyed  tbe  citie  round  about, 
Emptyed  his  purse,  aad  so  went  trudf^  oat. 
But  by  tbe  way  he  saw,  and  much  respected, 
A  doore  belonging  to  a  house  infected ; 
Whereon  was  phus't  (as  'tis  the  custome  still) 
LoTdhmemercnitfomuB!  Thissadbill 
Tbe  sot  perusoe ;  and  having  read,  he  swore 
All  Lonoon  was  ungodly,  but  that  doore. 
Here  dwells  some  vertoe  yet,  sayes  be )  fbr  this 
A  most  devout  relijpous  saying  is : 
And  thus  he  wisht  (with  putting  off  his  hatte)  . 
That  every  doore  had  sach  a  biD  as.thaf 
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Cam.  Mtftrew  PlMMnt  it  in  the  ri^;  for  if 
jpa  ttajy  the  officers  will  pet  yon  in. 
*  Wid.  We  shall  tnmble  joo.  tir,  for  your 
lEsemnt  ommei. 


SCENE  IV. 

Smier  Pmrttm,  Ctqftnm,  Wild,  WAiiTOVf 
Caeelbss,  and  Jollt. 

Par,  I  am  recondl'd,  and  will  no  \omjffT  be 
an  nnchariiahle  chorcbman.  I  think  this  sack 
its  cooler. 

C4^t.  What !  does  it  make  jou  to  see  yoor 
error? 

Par.  Yes,  and  consider  my  man  of  war ;  nor 
win  I  again  dispute  his  letters  of  mart^  nor  call 
them  passes  for  pirates.    I  am  free. 

Cmft.  And  welcome.  Any  thing  hot  anger 
h  sntterabley  and  all  is  jest  wlien  yon  langh ;  and 
I  will  hnc  thee  for  abusing  me  with  thy  eyes  in 
ibeir  scabbards:  but  when  yon  rail  with  dravrn 
eyes,  red  and  naked^  threatening  a  Levite's  se- 
cond revenge  to  all  tlwt  touches  your  concubine, 
Iben  I  betake  me  to  a  dark  lanthom  and  a  con- 
stable's staff;  and  by  help  of  these  fathers  whom 
I  dte^  I  prove  my  text,  Women  that  are  kind 
on^tobe  free. 

Par.  But,  captain,  is  it  not  Uwfnl  for  us  sbe|^ 
berds  to  recbum  them  ? 

Cani,  A  mere  mistake ;  for  sin,  like  the  tea* 
may  be  tum'd  out,  but  will  ne*ergrow  less :  and 
though  you  should  drain  this  mistress  Doll,  yet 
the  whore  will  find  a  place,  and  perhaps  overflow 
tome  Bkaid,  till  then  honest :  and  so  you  prove 
the  author  of  a  new  sin,  and  the  defiler  of  a  pure 
temple ;  therefore  I  say,  while  you  live,  let  the 
whore  alone,  till  she  wears  out ;  nor  is  it  safe  to 
▼amp  them,  as  you  shaU  find.  Read  Ball  the 
irst  and  the  second. 

Wild.  No  more  disoonrse.   Strike  up,  fidlers. 

Cop/.  See,  who's  that  knocks  ? 
[A  couniry-dance.    When  tkof  are  meny, 
itfi|w  catches  and  drinking  healthi^ 
the  Widow^  Mn  VLZASAiiir,andihetwo 
Lonoert^  knitck  at  the  door, 

Serv.  Sir,  'tis  Mistress  Pleasant,  and  the  two 

gentlemen  that  din'd  there  to-day. 

...    ^j,j 


WUd.  My  aunt  and  Mistress  Pleasant ! 

JoL  What  a  pos  makes  them  abroad  at  this 
tuneofnkht? 

Ci^t.  u  inay  be,  they  have  been  a  wenching. 

Serv,  Sir,  they  were  upon  alighting  out  of  the 
coach  when  I  came  up. 

Wild.  Quickly,  Mrs  Wanton  5  you  and  your 
bnshand  to  bed;  there's  the  key.  Mr  Parson, 
you  know  the  way  to  the  old  chamber;  and  to 
It  quickW;  all  is  friends  now. 

Par.  Sweetheart,  we'll  steal  away. 

Wan.  The  devil  on  them,  they  have  spoil'd 
curmirth.  [E^it  Parwn. 

Wild,  Jack|  get  you  and  yoor  company  down 


the  back-way  into  the  kitchen,  and  stay  fWre, 
till  we  see  what  this  visit  means.  [Eremni  Fldieru 

O^,  Means!  What  should  it  mean?  It  n 
nothing  but  the  mischievous  nature  all  honest 
women  are  endu'd  with,  and  naturally  given  to 
spoil  sport.  I  wonder  whatfort  blew  tbas  hither 
to-ni|ht. 

Wtld.  Nay,  have  a  little  patience,  capcaia ; 
you  and  Mr  Jolly  must  sit  quietly  a  wbfle  wkbin, 
till  -we  know  the  caasc. 

Capti  It  is  but  deferring  our  aufth  for  an 
hour,  or  so. 

Serv,  Sir,  here's  my  lady. 

Wild.  Quickly  remove  those  thingi  there. 
Captain,  step  in  there 

Enter  Wukm^  Plsasaut,  Sad,  and  Cokstavt. 

Wid,  Nephew,  do  you  not  wonder  to  see  me 
here  at  thb  time  of  night? 

Wild.  I  know  it  is  not  ordinary,  tberefofc  I 
believe  'tis  some  design.  What  it  it,  Mrs  Plear 
sant  ?  shall  I  make  one  ? 

Plea.  As  I  live,  sir,  pure  necessitjr.^  Neither 
mirth  nor  kindness  hath  begot  this  visit. 

Care.  What !  is  your  coach  broke  ? 

Wid.  Faith,  nepfaiew,  the  truth  is,  the  sickness  is 
in  my  house,  and  my  coachman  dy'd  since  dinner. 

IFtM.  The  sickness! 

Plea.  Ay,  as  I  live:  we  have  been  walking 
since  the  play ;  and  when  we  came  home,  we 
found  the  watch  at  the  door,  and  the  house  shot 
up. 

Sad.  And  a  constable  gone  in  search  of  all 
those  that  dined  there  to-day,  with  orders  to  far* 
nish  us  lodgings  in  the  oest^iouse. 

Wfd.  Are  you  not  afraid  to  receive  us  ? 

Wild.  As  I  live,  the  accident  tronbles  me; 
and  I  am  sorry  such  a  misfortune  should  be|$et 
me  this  favour;  and  I  could  wish  myself  Set 
from  the  honour,  if  the  cause  were  removed  too. 

Plea.  As  I  live,  Mr  Wild,  I  must  have  been 
forc'd  to  have  lain  with  my  servant  to-ni^ity  if 
you  had  not  received  nie. 

Wild.  If  1  thought  so,  I  would  carry  you  out 
in  mv  arms,  I  am  so  much  Mr  Constant^  friend. 

Plea,  But  are  you  more  his  friend  than  mine, 
Mr  Wild? 

Wild,  No ;  but  I  presume  by  thb  he  hss 
eain'd  so  much  interest,  as  he  would  notbeveiy 
displeasioK  to  you. 

Con,  Oh !  your  humble  servant,  sir. 

Plea.  If  I  had  had  a  mind  to  that  lodging  I 
had  ne'er  come  hither ;  for  when  I  have  a  nund 
to  it,  I'll  marry  without  dispute;  for  I  foar  no 
body  so  much  as  a  husband;  and  when  I  csa 
conquer  that  doubt,  1*11  marry  at  a  minnte'i 
warning. 

Wid,  No  dispute  now:  can  yon  furnish  of 
with  a  couple  ot  beds  ? 

mid.  Yes,  yes. 

Wid.  And  have  you  e*er  a  woman  in  At 
house? 
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WUd.  MyMter^snuuditbere. 

Care*  Madam,  if  joo  resolve  to  do  ti*  this 
hoDoor,  joa  shall  find  dean  liocDi  and  joor 
beds  qoicldy  read  j. 

Wid,  But  where  will  my  nephew  andyooi  sir, 
lie  co-night? 

Ore.  Oh,  madam,  we  have  acquaintance 
enough  in  the  town. 

md.  Well,  sir,  well  accept  this  courtesy; 
and  when  you  come  into  Suflfolk,  ]fou  shall  com- 
mand niT  hoosew 

Wild.  Pr*ythee  call  Bess,  and  bid  her  bring 
sheets  to  make  the  bed ;  Til  go  and  fetch  in  a 
pallet,  *tis  as  good  a  bml  as  the  other;  and  if 
YOU  will  stay  the  reoAoving^   we*ll  set  up  a 

Plea.  No,  a  pallet,  pray ;  but  what  shall  we 
do  for  night-cloaths,  aunt  ? 

WikL  Why,  what  are  those  you  bought  my 
sister? 

IFtdL  Is  not  that  linen  gone  yet? 
Care*  No  fiiith,  madam,  his  man  forgot  it, 
till  the  carriers  were  gone  last  week. 
WHd.  Will  that  serre? 
Piea.  Yes,  yes,  pre?  do  us  the  fovoor  to  let 
■I  bare  it,  'tis  but  washing  oft  again. 

Wild,  Nay,  it  will  serve  s  discourse  no  more ; 
ru  fetch  the  bundle;  and  pr'ythee  fetch  the 
combs  and  looking-glasses  I  bought  the  other 
day:  for  other  necessaries  that  want  a  name  the 
wench  shall  furnish  yon  with. 

Wid,  Nay,  but  where  is  she,  nephew? 
,  Wild,  ril  call  her,  ifshe  be  not  gone  to-bed; 
it  is  an  ignorant  young  thing;  I  am  to  send  her 
to  my  sitter's  in  the  country ;  I  have  had  such 
ado  to  put  her  in  the  foshion. 

Piea.  What  country  is  she?    Pr'ythee,  Mr 
WikI,  ieetseeher. 
WUd,  FU  call  her  down.  [Exit  Wild. 

,^Bd.  Madam,  now  we  see  y'are  safe,  well 
luisyour  hands,  and  wait  upon  yon  to-morrow. 
Wid.  It  must  be  earl  V  then,  sir,  for  I  shall  bor- 
row my  nephew's  coach,  and  be  gone  betimes 
into  the  country,  to  take  a  little  Iresh  air,  and 
pccvent  the  search. 

Com.  Pmy,  madam,  be  pleased  to  command 
oon. 

Wild,  No,  sir,  I  humbly  diank  you ;  my  ne- 
'  pbew's  will  hold  our  company. 

Coo.  Yoor  humble  servant,  Mistress  Pleasant 
Sed,  Your  servant,  madam. 
Pka.  Good  night,  Mr  Constant. 
If  id.  Sir,  youll  excuse  us,  we  have  no  body 
^fft  to  light  you  down. 

Core.  Madam,  I  am  here  your  servant  as 
^ach  as  those  tlmt  wear  yoor  livei^ ;  and  this 
"<>ate  bokis  no  other ;  we  can  be  civil,  madam, 
**  well  as  extravagant. 
^id.  Your  humble  servant,  Mr  Careless. 
^      Cart.  Gentlemen,  if  youll  wait  on  my  lady 
^  her  chamber,   then   FU   wait  upon   you 
«>wn. 
^  Toaobl^c  tt^  sir.  [Exiuni  (Mmci. 


SCENE  V. 

Snier  Wild,  Captain^  Wavtoit,  Pancm, 
and  JoLLT. 

Capi.  The  plague ! 

WUd.  The  pli^,  as  I  live;  and  all  my  re- 
lation is  truth,  every  syUaUe.  Bat,  Mrs  Wan- 
ton,, now  most  you  play  your  mastei^iece;  be 
sure  to  blush,  and  appear  but  simple  enough, 
and  all  is  well^  thou  wil|  pass  for  as  arrant  a 
chamber-maid  as  any  is  in  the  parish. 

Par.  Hum !  new  plots  ? 

Capt.  Let  me  put  on  a  petticoat,  and  a  mn& 
fler,  and  V\\  so  chamber-maid  it,  and  be  so  dili- 
gent with  the  clean  smock  and  the  chamber-pot 
— ^Now  would  I  give  all  the  shoes  in  my  shop  to 
lie  with  'em  both. 

Wen.  Let  me  alone  to  fit  them ;  I  can  make 
a  scurvy  curt'sjr  naturally :  remember,  I  am  an 
Essex  woman,  if  they  ask. 

Wild.  Come,  come  quickly,  take  those  sweat- 
meats;  bring  the  great  cake  and  knifo,  mid  nap- 
kins, for  they  have  not  supp'd ;  and,  captain, 
make  some  lemonade,  and  send  it  by  the  boy  to 
my  chamber;  and,  do  you  hear.  Jolly,  you 
must  stay  till  we  come,  for  we  must  lie  with  you 
to-night. 

M.  Well  stay,  but  make  haste  then. 

Capl*  And  bnng  our  cloaks  and  swords  out 
with  yon. 

WUd.  I  wiU,  I  will ;  but  be  ^uiet  aU. 

Par.  Mr  Wild,  I  hope  there  u  no  plot  in  this. 

Capt.  There's  no  jealousy,  Mr  Parson ;  'tit 
all  serious,  upon  my  life.    Come  away  wiUi  us. 

[Eeeunti 


SCENE  VI, 

The  tyringHwmtf  curtaim  dramn^  and  tkey  dk" 
€aur$e.  Hiichamber^tmo  beds,  t9^  tablet,  look* 
ing'gUmeif  nigkt-cloaiktf  wmittcoalt,  eweet- 
hags,  imeet-meatt,  and  wine;  WAarroir  dre»t 
like  a  Chamber-maid:  all  above,  if  the  Scene 
can  be  to  ordered. 

Enter  Widow  and  Afn  Plxabaht,  Wild,  and 
Carbless;  the  Widow  and  Mrt  Plbasaht 
salute  Wahtov. 

Wild.  Faith,  aunt,  'tu  the  first  time  I  have 
had  the  honour  to  see  you  in  my  house ;  and  as 
a  stranger  I  must  salute  you. 

Wid.  As  I  live,  nephew,  Fm  asham'd  to  put 
you  to  this  trouble. 

Wild.  It  is  an  obligation— —-Mrs  Pleasant, 
I  know  you  have  not  supp'd;  I  pray  you  be 
pleas'd  to  taste  these  sweet-meats,  tfaiey  are  of 
Sail's  doing ;  but  I  understand  not  sweet-meats, 
the  wine  111  answer  for ;  and,  in  a  word,  you 
are  welcome :  you  are  Patrona,  and  we  your 
skvcf. 
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Care,  Good  rei^  •M  •  jpleMing  dream,  yoor 
humble  seirant  wishes  you; 

W44.  Good  aighft,  ncflMSw;  pifii  wi^  Mr 
CardeM. 

P/ea.  Good  night,  Mr  Careless ;  your  hum- 
ble servant^  Mr  Wild. 

[E^eumt  Wild  amf  Careless. 
.  Wid*  Why  ay,  here  ase  men  have  some  wit ; 
by  this  CQod  night,  had  we  lain  at  my  senrjant's, 
we  iboukl  have  found  the  iac^d  cap  and  slippers, 
that  have  been  entailed  upon%he  family  tiMeae 
£we  descents,  adfanc'd  «pon  the  copboaid's 
head  instead  of  plate. 

[They  $iU  doom  U  wndreu  ikem. 

FUa.  They  are  a  couple  of  the  readiest  youths 
ttoo;  hew  they  run  Mid  do  all  things  with  a 
Ibonglit!  I  love  him  lor  tending  his  sister's  maid: 
a  pretty  wench ! 

TTid.  Fray,  let's  go  ia4icd;  I  am  veary. 

FUih  Y<Hi  will  not  fio  10  bed  with  all  those 
windows  open :  sweetheart,  pr'y thee  shut  them, 
And  bring  aehiUier—^-dost  understand  me?  as 
I  Jive,  tis  a  great  while  since  I  went  to  the  play. 

Wi4*  It  has  been  one  of  the  loi^est  days;  a 
yaar  of  them  wo^ld  be  an  age. 

Fle^n  Oh,  do  you  grow  weary  ?  yon'll  break 
jRMir  fiovenaot  lere  the  year  go  out. 

[Tkf  curtains  are  cloud* 

Wid.  Pr'ytbee,  shut  the  windows,  and  come 
piUMpmyliair, 

SCENE  VU. 

JSmter  Wild,  Jollt,  CAaJu.Esa»  CapiaUt  and 
FanoH,  and  FidUrit  and.  one  with  a.ttrch, 
j^Uih  th^i/r  cloaks  and  their  swords^  putting 
them  on.    Enter  Wild's  tfan. 

Wild.  See  you  wait  diUgently,  and  let  them 
want  nothing  they  call  for. — Come,  shall  we  go } 
'tis  very  -late. 

Copt.  Buthow  does  Wanton  cari^  it? 

WUd,  They  saluted  her;  and  Mrs  Pleasant 
swore  you  might  see  the  oountry-sinylicity  in 
b«rface. 

Far.  A  pox  upon  her,  crafty  cypsy. 

Capt.  Why,  art  not  thou  gfadto  see  she  can 
be  hooeet  when  she  will  ? 

Far,  1*11  shew  you  all  a  trick  for  hefi  within 
these  few  days,  or  I'll  miss  my  aim. 

Jol.  Come,  let's  go.         [They  all  offer  to  go. 

€apt.  I  liave  a  mind  to  itay  till  Wanton 
x»|nes. 

WiU.  Stay  a  little  th^  for  'twill  not  be  loii« 
4Ke  Abey  be  a>bed. 

Eater  Wanton. 

C«9<.  I  hear  Wanton*s  voice. 

Wild,  Are  they  »^bed. 

Wan»  Y^s,  and  have  so  adnur'd  you  and  Mr 
C;areles8,  and  a^u^*d  the  lovers— Well,  gentle- 
men, you  are  the  wits  of  the  time ;  but  if  I  might 


counsel— well,  she^mS^^italosMtiifisnight;  bnt 
it  should  g0  haid  if  I  Uy  not  with  one  of  them 
within  m  monthi 

Care.  Were  they  so  taken  with  their  Udipag? 

Warn.  All  that  can  be  said  they  said :  yon 
are  the  friendliest  men,  the  readiest  mne,  the 
hsndwame^t  men ;  men  that  bad  wit  and  fionld 
tell  when  to  be  civil,  and  when  to  he  wild  ;  and 
Mrs  (what's  her  uMtoe)  the  yoon^sr,  ashsd  whj 
Mr  Wild  did  not  go  a  wooiac  lo  some  rich  heir; 
upon  her  conscience,  she  said,  you  wonM  ipfsid 

Care.  Well,  well,  there^s  a  tnne  for  all  things; 
come,  let's  go.  [Tk^  qikr  to  dapmi. 

Wild.  Take  a  light.— Good  ni^  Wanton. 

Capt,  D'ye  hear,  dWe  hear?  let  nae  speak 
with  you.  [^^  ^^^  come  back  agmim^ 

wild.  What's  the  business? 

Capt.  I  cannot  get  hence  this  tticbt :  bntyav 
§aod  angels  hang  at  my  heels;  a^  if  I  jcan-pce- 
vail,  you  shall  stay. 

Wild.  What  to  do? 

Capt.  What  to  do!  why  111  be  han^fd  if  aH 
this  conipanv  do  not  guess. 

Jol.  Pr^rthee,  what  should  we  stay  for  ? 

Cop^  For  the  widow,  and  her  niece:  Are 
they  worth  the  watching  for  a  night  ? 

WUd.  Yes,  certainly. 

Capt.  Then  take  my  counsel,  and  let  aae  gf«e 
it  out  y*are  married :  you  have  new  doatha  oome 
home  this  morning,  and  there*s  that  yoo  spoke 
of  m  fetch  from  the  taylor's;  and  bm^s  a  per- 
son shall  rather  give  them  his  living,  than  stay 
for  a  licence;  tlie  £dlers  too  are  ready  tossAote 
'enu 

Care.  But  if  they  refose  ? 

Jol.  Which,  upon  my  conscience,  they  wiL 

Capt.  As  YOU  hope,  else  you  are  langh^  ^ 
for  missing  the  widow.  Ned,  follow  nay  ooon- 
sel ;  appear  at  her  chaasher-window  in  diy  ahict, 
and  salute  all  that  passes  by ;  let  me  alone  to 
give  it  out,  and  invite  company,  and  provide  din- 
ner; then  when  the  business  is  known,  and  I 
have  presented  all  your  friends  at  court  with  nh- 
bands,  she  must  consent,  or  her  honour  ialost, 
if  you  have  but  the  grace  to  swear  it,  and  keep 
your  own  .coonseL 

Care.  By  this  hand,  he  has  reason;  and  lU 
underta^  the  widow. 

Wild.  It  will  incense  them,  and  predpitase  the 
bnainess,  whichis  in  a  fair  way  now ;  and  if  ihef 
have  wir,  thev  must  hate  us  for  such  a  trenohrry. 

Capt.  If  they  have  wit  they  will  love  yoe; 
bettde,  if  it  come  to  that,  we  two  yull  swear  we 
saw  you  married,  and  the  parson  shtdl  he  sweia 
he  did  it :— T^i-Priest,  wiU  you  not  swear? 

Far.  Yes,  any  thing;  what  is*t,  captain? 

WUd.  If  this  jest  x)Ottld  do  i^  yet  *tis  base  K) 
gain  a  wife  so  poorly :  she  came  hither  loo  4ir 
sanctuaiy ;  it  would  be  an  uncivil  and  an  unhoA- 
pitable  thing,  and  look  as  if  I  bad  not  jaerit 
enough  to  get  a  wife  witbout  steahog  her  firesi 
herself;  then,  'tis  in  mine  own  house. 

Capt.  TfaiB.better ;  jaay^  novr  I  think  onV^ 
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CUM  she  hither?  how  do  you  know  the  plague 
15  tbaK?  all  was  well  at  dinner;  I'll  be  hang'd 
if  it  he  not  a  plot;  the  lovers  too,  whom  you 
ahoi'd  at  dinner,  are  join'd  with  them;  a  trick, 
a  mat  trick  of  wit  to  abuse  us;  and  to-morrow, 
when  the  birds  are  flown,  they'll  laugh  at  you, 
Mdw,  two  country-ladies  put  themselves  naked 
uHo  toe  hands  of  three  tfavel'd  city-wits,  and 
they  durst  not  Uiy  hold  on  them. 
Oire,  A  pox  upon  these  niceties ! 
Wmu  If  they  have  not  some  design  upon  you, 
hang  me ;  why  did  they  talk  so  freely  before  me 
ebe? 

Cm-e,  Let's  but  try ;  we  are  not  now  to  begin 
to  oMd^e  the  world  talk ;  nor  is  it  a  new  thmg 
to  them  to  hear  we  are  mad  fellows. 
Cm/.  If  you  get  them,  are  they  worth  having  i 
wild.  Having!  yes. 

Cupt.  If  you  miss  them,  the  jest  is  good.  Fr'y- 
thce,  Ned,  let  me  prevail ;  'tis  but  a  mad  trick. 
Wild.  If  we  would,  bow  shall  we  get  into  the 
cfaai^>er? 

Wmn,  Let  me  alone  for  that ;  I'll  put  on  my 
country  simplicity,  and  carrv  in  a  chamber-pot ; 
then,  under  pretence  of  bolting  the  back-door, 
ru  open  it — and  yet  I  grudge  them  the  sport  so 
honestly ;  for  you  wendiers  make  the  best  hus- 
bands; after  you  are  once  married,  one  never 
■eesyon. 
Oqft»  I  warrant  thee,  wench. 
Wmn.  No,  &ith,  I  have  observ'd  it,  they  are 
vdU  the  doting'st  husbands,  and  then  retreat  and 
become  justices  of  the  peace,  and  none  so  violent 
^'nm  the  bench,  as  they,  against  us  poor  sinners. 
Yet  I'll  do  it ;  for,  upon  my  conscience,  the 
>OHng  gentlewoman  will  fall  upon  her  back,  and 
thank  me.  [Exit  Wanton. 

C^t,  Away,  go  then,  and  leave  your  fooling ; 
and  in  the  morniiig,  Ned,  get  in,  and  plead  naked 
with'yonr  bands  in  the  b^. 

Pmr.  And  if  they  cry,  put  your  lips  in  their 
muoAOf  artd  stop  them. 

O^t,  Why,  look  you,  you  have  the  authority 
of  Ae  cborch,  too. 

Wild,  Well,  I  am  now  resolv'd ;  go  you  about 
yrar  part,  and  make  the  report  strong. 

Ctre,  And,  d*  ye  hear  ?  be  sure  you  set  the 
cook  at  work,  thiat  if  we  miss  we  may  have  a 
good  dinner,  and  good  wine,  to  drink  down  our 

Cmpt.  Miss !  I  warrant  thee,  'twill  thrive. 

[Exit  Captiun. 

Ctirt,  Nay,  if  I  knock  not  down  the  widow, 
pid  me,  and  come  out  to-morrow  compleat  un-' 
cte,  and  salute  the  company  with,  You  are  wel- 
come, gentlemen,  and  Good-morrow,  nephew 
MqiL 

WUd,  Uncle  Tom,  good  morrow,  uncle  Tom. 

Enter  Wanton. 

If  an.  Alf s  done ;  the  door  is  open,  and  they're 
siftill  as  children's  thoughts ;  'tis  time  vou  made 
jroa-ready,  which  is,  to  put  off  your  breeches, 

VOL.   III. 


for  'tb  almost  day;  and  take  my  counsel^  be 
sore  to  offer  force  enough,  the  less  reason  will 
serve ;  especially  you.  Master  Wild,  do  not  put 
a  maid  to  the  pain  of  saying,  A^. 

Wild,  I  warrant  thee,  wench ;  let  me  alone. 

Care,  We'll  in  and  undress  us,  and  come 
again ;  for  we  must  go  in  at  the  back-door. 

Wild*  I'll  meet  you.    Is  the  captain  gone? 

[Exeunt  Wild  and  Careless* 

Wan,  Yes,  yes,  he's  gone. 

Jol,  Come,  Master  Parson,  let  us  see  the 
cook  in  readiness.  Where  are  the  fidlers  f  What 
will  become  of  our  plot  ?  for  the  coach-man. 
Master  Sad,  and  his  friend,  will  stink  of  theif 
jest  if  this  thrive. 

Par,  They  have  slept  all  night,  on  purpose  to 
play  all  day. 

Jol,  When  the  ribbands  and  points  come 
from  the  Exchange,  pray  see  the  fidlers  have 
some;  the  rogues  will  play  so  out  of  tone  all 
day  else,  they  will  spoil  the  dancing,  if  the  plot 
do  take. 

Enter  Wild,  taid  CaaelxsSi  in  their  shirts^ 
with  drawers  under  ;  night^gowM  an,  and  in 
slippers. 

Wan,  Let's  see  them  in  the  chamber  first,  and 
then  I  shall  go  with  some  heart  about  the  busi-* 
ness. — So,  so,  creep  close  and  quietly :  you 
know  the  way ;  the  widow  lies  in  the  high  bed, 
and  the  pallet  is  next  the  door. 

[They  kneel  at  the  door  to  go  in  ;  she 
shakes  her  coats  aver  'em. 

Wild,  Must  we  creep  ? 

Wan,  Yes,  yes,  down  npon  your  knees,  al- 
ways, till  you  get  a  woman,  and  then  stand  up 
for  the  cause:  stay,  let  me  shake  my  smock 
over  vou  for  luck  sake. 

Jol,  Why  so?  I  warrant  you  thrive. 

Par,  A  pox  take  you,  I'll  pare  your  nails  when 
I  get  you  from  this  place  once. 

Wan,  Sweet-heart,  sweet-heart,  off  with  your 
shoes. 

Par,  Ay,  with  all  my  heart,  there's  an  old 
shoe  after  you.  Would  I  gave  all  in  my  shop 
the  rest  were  fumish'd  with  wives  too  ! 

Jol,  Parson,  the  sun  is  rising ;  go  send  in  the 
fidlers,  and  set  the  cook  on  woik ;  let  him  chop 
soundly. 

Par,  I  have  a  tythe-pig  at  home,  Fll  e'en 
sacrifice  it  to  the  weddine.  [Exit  Parson, 

Wan,  They  will  find  utem  in  good  posture, 
they  may  take  privy  marks  if  thev  please ;  for 
they  said  it  was  so  hot  they  could  endure  no 
cloaths,  and  my  simplicity  was  so  diligent  to  lay 
them  naked,  and  with  such  twists  and  turns 
•fastened  them  to  the  feet,  I'll  answer  for 't  they 
find  not  tbe  way  into  them  in  an  hour. 

Enter  Servant  and  Parson, 

Jol,  Why  then  they  may  pull  up  their  smocks, 
and  bide  their  faces. 

So 
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Serv,  Master  Jolly,  there  was  one  without 
would  speak  with  you. 

JoL  iVho  was  it  ? 

Serv,  It  is  the  ladj  that  talks  so  well. 

Jol.  They  say,  indeed,  she  has  an  exceltent 
longue ;  I  would  she  had  chang*d  it  for  a  face ; 
'tis  she  that  has  been  handsome. 

Par,  Who,  not  the  poetess  we  met  at  Mr 
Sad's? 

Jol.  Yes,  the  same. 

Par,  Sure  she's  mad. 

JoL  Pr'ythee,  tell  her  I  am  gone  to  bed. 

Serv,  I  have  done  as  well,  sir ;  I  told  her  Mrs 
Wanton  was  here;  at  which  discreetly,  being 
touchM  with  the  guilt  of  her  face,  she  threw  out 
a  curse  or  two,  and  retreated. 

Wan.  Who  is  this  you  speak  of?  I  will  know 
who  'tis. 

-    Par.  Why 'tis  she  that  married  the  Genoa 
merchant ;  they  cozen'd  one  another. 

Wan.  Who  f  Pec  Dritep>  bewgle-eyes  ? 

Jol.  The  same,  the  same. 

Wan.  Why,  she  is  ugly  now  ? 

Par.  Yes ;  but  t  Imve  known  her,  by  this 
hand,  as  £ne  a  wench  as  ever  sinn'd  in  town  or 
suburbs :  when  I  knew  her  first,  she  was  the 
original  of  all  the  wainscot  chamber-nbaids  with 
lirooms,  and  bare-foot  madams,  you  see  sold  at 
Temple-bar  and  the  Exchange. 
*  Wan.  Ah  !  th*  art  a  devil !  how  could'st  thou 
find  in  thy  heftrt  to  abuse  her  so !  Thou  Iov*st 
antiquities  too :  the  very  memory  that  she  had 
been  handsome  should  have  pleaded  something. 

Jol.    Was   handsome^    signifies    nothing   to 


Wan.  But  she's  a  wit,  and  a  wench  of  ao  ex- 
cellent discourse.  hcmn. 

Par.   And  as  good  company  as  any  s  \'  tb* 

JoL  Company  f  for  whotn,  Leather-ean,  hii 
majesty  of  Newgate-watch  ?  There  her  story  will 
do  well  while  tl^y  louse  themselves. 

Par.  Well,  yon  are  curious  now ;  bet  the 
time  was  when  you  have  skip'd  for  a  kjss. 

JoL  Pr'ylhee,  parson,  no  more  of  wit,  and 
was  handsome ;  but  let  ns  keep  to  this  text — 
[he  kisses  Wanton] — and  with  joy  think  upon 
thy  Irttle  Wanton  here,  that's  kiM,  soft,  sweet, 
and  sound:  these  are  epithets  for  a  mistress, 
nor  is  there  any  elegancy  m  a  womstn  like  it. 
Give  me  such  a  nak^  scene  to  study  night  and 
day :  I  care  not  for  her  tongue,  ao  her  6ce  be 
good.  A  whore,  dress'd  in  verse,  and  set 
speeches,  tempts  me  no  more  to  that  sweet  sin, 
than  the  statute  of  whipping  can  keep  me  froa 
it.  This  thing  we  talk  d  on,  which  retains  aoch* 
ing  but  the  name  of  what  she  was,  is  not  odIt 

{)oetical  in  her  discourse,  but  her  tears  aad  hei- 
ove,  her  health,  nay  her  pleasure,  were  all  fic- 
tions, and  had  scarce  any  live  flesh  about  ber 
till  I  administer'd. 

Par.  Indeed,  'tis  time  she  set  out,  and  fare 
others  leave  to  play  ;  for  a  reverend  whore  is  in 
unseemly  sight ;  besides,  it  mitkes  the  sin  iiiaJ>- 
cious,  which  is  but  venial  else. 

Wan.  Sure  he'll  make  a  case  of  conscieocei 
on't!  you  should  do  well  (sweet-heiat)  to  re- 
commend her  case  to  your  brethren  dhnt  acteod 
the  committee  of  affection,  that  they  may  order 
her  to  be  sound  and  young  again,  for  the^ood 
of  the  commonwealth. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Fidlers,  Jolly,  and  Wanton. 

JoL  Oh,  are  you  ready  f  are  you  ready  ? 
Fid.  Yes,  an't  like  your  worship. 
Jol.  And  did  you  bid  the  cook  chop  Uistily, 
and  laake  a  noise  ? 

Fid.  Yes,  sir,  he's  at  it. 
Wan.  I  bear  the  captain, 

EnUr  the  Curtain. 

JoL  Have  yo«  brought  cloaths  and  ribbands } 
Capt.  Yes,  yes,  all  is  ready :  Did  you  bear 
them  squeak  yet  ? 

Wan,  No,  by  this  light :  I  think  'tis  an  ap- 
pointment, and  we  have  been  all  abus'd^ 


Capt.  Give  the  fidlers  their  ribbands,  lii 
carry  the  rest  in.  Mrs  Wanton,  jwjl  most  pbr 
my  lady's  woman  to-day,  and  tnuice  it  lo  »il 
that  come,  and  hold  np  your  head  fincJy  wbeo 
they  kiss  you ;  and  take  heed  of  swearing  whet 
you  are  angry,  and  pledging  whole  cups  vbrt 
they  drink  to  yoa. 

Wan.  1*11  warrant  you,  for  my  part. 

Capt.  Go,  get  you  in  then,  and  let  your  bs* 
band  dip  the  ^  rosemary. 

Jol.  Is  all  ready  ? 

Capt.  All,  all ;  some  of  the  company  are  be- 
low already  s  I  have  so  blown  it  aboot,  oaepo^ 
ter  is  gone  to  the  Etobange  to  inrite  Mr  WiU^ 
merchant  to  his  wedding,  and,  by  the  war,  t9 
bid  two  or  three  fruiterers  to  send  in  fnia  ^ 
such  a  wedding ;  another  in  my  lady's  aaaw  to 
Sail's  for  sweet-meau :  I  swore  at  E^bon  i9 


*«  AMeaunV.— See  Note  50  oh  A  Match  ai  3IidmgtU,  Vol.  11.  p.  433. 
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hm  shop  nyselfy  Umt  J  wanderM  be  vrpuld  dis- 
appolut  Mr  Wiid  for  bis  poiots,  aud  baving  so 
long  wnniing ;  be  protested  'tvas  not  bis  fault, 
but  tbey  w«re  ready,  and  be  would  send  John 
wi(h  tbeia  presently.  One  of  tbe  waterman  is 
gone  to  {he  Melon  garden ;  tfie  other  to  Cook's 
St  the  Bear,  fur  some  bottles  of  his  best  wine ; 
and  (hence  to  Grac^Qs-street  to  tbe  poalterer*s, 
vid  all  with  directions  to  send  in  provisions  for 
Mr  Wild*s  weddjing ;  and  who  should  I  meet  at 
ihe  <iioQr,  but  apricock  Tom  apd  Mary,  waiting 
M>  speak  with  her  yonng  master  1  they  came  to 
beg  that  tiiey  might  serve  tbe  feast ;  I  promis*d 
iWni  tbey  shonld,  if  they  would  cry  it  up  and 
down  the  town,  to  bring  company,  for  Mr  Wild 
vas  resolv*d  to  keep  open  house. 

JoL  Why,  then  here  will  be  witnesses  enough. 

Copt.  But  who  should  I  meet  at  tbe  coruer  of 
the  Piazza,  but  *^  Joseph  Taylor !  be  tells  me, 
there's  a  new  play  at  the  Fryers  to-day ;  and  I 
bave  b^poke  a  box  for  Mr  Wild  and  bis  bride. 

JoL  And  djkl  pot  be  wonder  to  bear  be  wa§ 
laarried  ? 

.    Capi,  YcA ;  but  I  told  him  'twas  a  match  bis 
aant  .made  for  him  when  he  w^s  abroad. 

Jol.  And  I  have  spread  it  suifioiently  at  court, 
•by  lendiog  to  borrow  plate  for  such  a  wedding. 

KnUr  a  Servant, 

Semo,  Tt»eve*e  half  adqz^n  coachofullsof  com- 
-paiiy  light^ ;  they  call  for  tbe  bride-laces  and 
jwie^s. 

Capt.  Let  tbe  fidlers  play  then,  and  bid  God 
give  them  joy,  by  tbe  name  of  my  Lady  Careless 
4U)d  Mn  Wild. 

iW.  Where  shall  we  play,  sir  ? 

JitL  Come  with  us,  we'U  shew  you  the  win- 
dow. 

SCENE  IL 

The  Fidlert  play  in  the  tiring-room ;  and  the 
itage-curtains  are  dravm^  and  discover  a  chain- 
hery  as  it  were,  with  two  beds^  and  the  Ladies 
asleep  in  them;  Mr  Wild  being  at  Mrs 
Pleas  A  NT's  bed-tide,  and  Mr  Careless  at 
the  Widows.     The  music  awakes  the  Widow. 

Wid,  Niece,  niece,  niece  Pleasant. 

[She  opens  the  curtain  and  calls  her ;  she 
is  under  a  canopy,  - 
Plea,  Ha!  I  hear  you,  I  bear  you;  what 
would  yon  have  ? 
Wid.  DoyoonothearthefitttrrsP 
Plea,  Yes,  yes ;  but  you  have  wak'd  me  from 
tbe  finest  dream- 
Wid,  A  dream !  what  was't,  some  knavery  f 


Plea,  Why,  I  know  not,  but  'twas  merry; 
e'en  as  pleasmg  as  some  sins:  well,  I'll  lie  np 
more  in  a  man  s  bed,  for  fear  I  lose  more  than  I 
get. 

WUd.  Hark !  (bat's  a  new  tune. 

Plea,  Yes,  and  they  play  it  well.  This  ip 
your  jaunty  nephew;  1  would  be  had  less  of  the 
father  in  liim.  Id  venture  to  dr«^m  out  my  dream 
with  him ;  o*  my  conscience  he's  worth  a  doiei^ 
of  my  dull  servant ;  that's  such  a  troublesome 
visitant,  without  any  kind  of  conveaiency. 

Wid.  Ay,  ay,  so  are  all  of  that  kind ;  give 
me  your  subject  lover ;  those  you  c^U  servant^ 
are  \>ut  troubles,  I  confess. 

Plea,  What  is  the  diflEierence,  pray,  betwix^ 
a  subject  and  a  servant  lover  ? 

Wid,  Why,  one  I  have  absolute  power  over^ 
the  other's  at  large  ;  your  servant-lovers  are 
those  who  take  mistresses  upon  trial,  and  scarce 
give  them  a  quarter's  warning  before  they  are 
gone. 

Plea.  Why,  what  do  your  subject-lovers  do? 
— I  am  so  sleepy. 

Wid.  Do  !  All  things  for  nothing :  then,  they 
are  the  diligentest  and  the  humblest  tbiiiKS  a 
woman  can  employ ;  nay,  I  ha'  seen  of  them 
tame,  f^nd  run  loose  about  a  house :  I  Irnd  on^ 
once,  by  this  light,  be  would  fetch  and  carry, 
.go  back,  seek  out ;  he  would  do  any  thing :  I 
tiiittk  some  faulconer  bred  liim. 

Plea.  By  my  troth,  I  am  of  your  ^lind. 

Wid,  He  would  come  over  for  all  my  friend!^; 
but  it  was  the  dog^ed'st  thing  to  my  enemies ; 
he  would  sit  upon's  tail  before  them,  and  frow|i 
like  John-9-Napes  when  the  pope  is  named :  be 
bennl  me  once  praise  my  uttle  spaniel  bitch 
Smut  for  waiting,  and  hang  me  if  I  stir'd  for  se- 
ven years  afber,  but  I  found  bim  lying  at  m^ 
door. 

Plea,  And  what  became  of  him  ? 

Wid,  Faith,  when  I  married  he  forsook  me : 
I  was  advis'd  since,  that  if  I  would  ha'  spit  in's 
mouth  sometimes,  he  would  have  stay'd. 

Plea.  That  was  cheap,  but  'tis  no  certain 
way ;  for  'tis  a  general  opinion,  that  roarringe  Is 
one  of  the  certain'st  cures  for  love  that  one  can 
apply  to  a  man  that  is  sick  of  tbe  sighings ;  yet 
it  you  were  to  live  about  tins  town  still,  such  a 
fool  would  do  you  a  world  of  service;  I'm  sore 
Secr^»t  will  miss  him ;  he  would  always  take  such 
a  care  of  her,  h'as  saved  her  a  hundred  walks 
for  hoods  and  masques. 

Wid.  Yes,  and  I  was  certain  of  the  earliest 
fruits  and  6owers  that  the  spring  afforded. 

Plea,  By  my  troth  'twas  foolishly  done  to  part 
with  him ;  a  few  crumbs  of  your  aflectiou  would 
have  satisfy'd  him,  poor  thing  1 

Wid.  Thou  art  m  tbe  right;  in  this  town 


^7  ^o0tfk  T«|f2or.— One^f  jthe  origuial  actMs  jn  tbe  plays  of  Shikspeare.    See^fui^oooaiit  4d  hun 
ia  A  DiJ^gm  #«  Plays  mtd  Playfrs,  Dodsle/s  Old  Plays,  Vol.  XII.  ediU  1?80. 
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there's  no  living  without  'em ;  they  do  more  ser- 
vice in  a  house  for  nothing,  than  a  pair  of  those 
what-d'ye-call-'ems,  those  he-waitiug-xwomen, 
beasts,  that  custom  imposes  upon  ladies. 

Plea,  Is  there  none  of  them  to  be  had  now, 
think  yon  I  I'd  fain  get  a  tame  one  to  carry 
down  into  the  country, 

Wid.  Faith,  I  know  but  one  breed  of  them 
about  the  town  that's  rieht,  and  tbat*s  at  the 
court :  the  lady  that  has  them,  brings  'em  up  all 
by  hand :  she  breeds  some  of  them  from  very 
puppies :  there's  another  wit  too  in  the  town 
that  has  of  them ;  but  her*s  will  not  do  so  many 
^cks;  good  sullen  diligent  waiters  those  are 
'which  she  breeds,  but  not  half  so  serviceable. 

Plea.  How  does  she  do  it?  is  there  not  a 
trick  in't? 

Wid,  Only  patience;  but  she  Ims  a  heavy 
band  with  'em  (they  say)  at  first,  and  many  of 
them  miscarry ;  she  governs  them  with  signs, 
find  by  the  eye,  *•  as  Banks  breeds  bis  horse : 
there  are  some  too  that  arrive  at  writing,  and 
those  are  the  right  breed,  for  they  commonly 
betake  themselves  to  poetry ;,  and  if  you  could 
light  on  one  of  them,  'twere  worth  your  money ; 
for  'tis  but  using  of  him  ill,  and  praising  his  ver- 
ses sometimes,  and  you  are  sure  of  him  for  ever. 

Plea.  But  do  they  never  grow  surly,  aunt  ? 

Wid,  Not  if  you  keep  them  from  raw  flesh ; 
for  they  are  a  lund  of  lyon-lovers,  and  if  they 
once  taste  the  sweet  of  it,  they'll  turn  to  their 
kind. 

Plea,  Lord,  aunt,  there  will  be  no  going 
without  one  this  summer  into  the  country ;  pray 
let's  enquire  fo^  one,  either  a  he*one  to  entertain 
us,  or  a  sherone  to  tell  us  the  story  of  her  love ; 
'tis  excellent  to  bedward,  and  makes  one  as 
drowsy  as  prayers. 

Wid.  Fai(h,  niece^  this  pariiament  has  so  de- 


stroyed 'em,  and  the  Platonick  bomonr,  that  ^ii 
uncertain  whether  we  shall  get  one  or  no ;  yoor 
leading  members  in  the  lower  boose  have  so 
cow'd  the  ladies,  that  they  have  oo  leisure  to 
breed  any  of  late  t  their  whole  endeavours  are 
spent  now  in  feasting,  and  winning  olose  coo* 
mittee  men,  a  rugged  kind  of  sullen  fi^lows,  with 
implacable  stomachs  and  hard  hearts,  that  make 
the  gay  things  court  and  observe  them  as  nodi 
as  the  foolish  lovers  use  to  do.  Yet  I  think  I 
know  one  she-lover,  but  she  is  smitten  in  vein 
o'  th'  wrong  side  of  forty ;  I  am  certain  m  is 
poor  too,  and,  in  this  lean  age  for  courtiers,  she 
perhaps  would  be  glad  to  run  this  summer  in  osr 
park. 

Plea,  Dear  aunt,  let  us  have  her.  Has  she 
been  fomous  ?  has  she  good  tales,  think  yoo,  of 
knights,  such  as  have  ^n  false  or  true  to  love, 
no  matter  which  f 

Wid,  .She  cannot  want  cause  to  curse  theses; 
handsome,  witty,  wdl-bom,  and  poor,  in  coort 
cannot  want  the  experience  how  false  jom% 
*men  can  be :  her  beauty  has  had  the  highest 
fame ;  and  those  eyes,  that  weep  now  iropitj'd, 
have  had  their  envy,  and  a  dazzlmg  power. 

Plea,  And  that  tongue,  I  warrant  yoo,  which 
now  grows  hoarse  with  flattering  the  great  hm* 
breakers,  once  gave  law  to  princes :  vras  it  not 
so,  aunt^  Lord,  shall  I  die  without  begetting 
one  story  ? 

Wid,  Penthesilea,  nor  all  the  cloven  knigbts 
the  poets  treat  of,  yclad  in  migbtieat  petti- 
coats, did  her  excel  for  gallant  deeds,  and,  with 
her  honour,  still  preserv'd  her  freedom.  My 
brother  lov'd  her;  and  I  have  heard  him  swear 
Minerva  might  have  own'd  her  language  ;  an  eye 
like  Pallas,  Juno's  wrists,  a  Venus  lor  dbape, 
and  a  mind  chaste  as  Diana,  but  not  so  fongh ; 
never  uncivilly  cruel,  nor  faulty  kind  to  any;  no 


**  — *-ilf  BoMka  breeds  l^s  hqrte. — Banks,  who  was  ftoous  for  a  horse,  which  was  taught  to  sfae«r 
tricks,  and  perform  several  feats  of  art,  to  die  great  admiration  of  the  virtuoso  spectator.  This  ce- 
lebrated horse  is  mentioned  by  several  writers  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  time,  as  Ben  Jonson,  in  ftvry 
Man  omt  qfhie  Humtmr,  A.  4.  S.  6 : 

^*  He  keeps  more  ado  with  this  monster  than,  ever  JSaalet  did  with  his  horse,  or  the  feUow  with  Ike 
elephant." 

Jack  Dnim's  Entertainment,  Sign.  B.  3: 

*f  It  shall  be  chronicled  next  after  the  death  of  Bankes  his  hone,** 

Dekker's  Satkoma^rix; 

^  111  tea^  thee  to  turn  me  into  Banki  his  horse,  an4  to  tell  ffeDticmen,  I  am  a  jngler  and  can  shen 
tricks.** 

Dekker's  WendeifuU  Yeare,  1603 : 


These  are  those  ranck  riders  of  art,  that  have  so  spur  gal'd  your  histie  wmg'd  PecasM,  that 

he  begins  to  be  out  of  flesh,  and  (even  only  for  provanoer  sake)  is  glad  to  shew  tricks  Uke  Bnfa 
urtalL" 

See  Digby  oa  Bediee,  c.  37.  p.  393:  Sir  Walter  Raleigh's  Hktorf  rf  libt  ITerM,  1st  part,  p.  in: 
Oayton's  iVo<cioa  jDm  Qatopsley  p.  4.  p.  289. 
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ynnkjf  that  sees  more  than  lovers  pay;  nor 
blind  to  a  zallant  passiou:  her  maxim  was,  he 
tfMt  couidlovey  and  tell  her  so  handsomely,  was 
better  company,  but  not  a  better  lover,,  than  a 
silent  man ;  tlios  all  passions  fbood  her  civility, 
and  she  a  value  from  all  her  lovers.  But,  alas, 
oieoe,  this  wag  (which  is  a  sad  word)  was  hand- 
some, and  was  beloved,  are  abhorr*d  sounds  hi 
women's  ears.  [The  Fidlers  play  again. 

PUm.  Hark,  the  fidlers  are  merry  stiU.  Will 
not  Secret  have  the  wit  to  find  us  this  morning, 
think  yon? 

Fid,  God  give  jrou  joy,  Mr  Careless !  God 
giveyour  ladyship  joy,  my  Lady  Wild ! 

Wid.  What  did  the  fellow  say,  God  ghre  me 
joy? 

Fka.  As  I  live,  I  think  so. 

Fid,  God  ipve  you  joy,  Mrs  Pleasant  Wild ! 

Wid.  This  is  my  nephew ;  I  smell  him  in  this 
knavery. 

Plea,  Why  did  they  gjve  me  ioy  by  the  name 
of  Mrs  Wild  r  I  shall  pay  dear  for  a  night's  lodg- 
ing if  that  be  so;  especially  lying  alone.  By 
this  ligbty  there  is  some  knavery  aribot. 

[^AU  the  compare  confitUd  without,  and 
bid  Oodgive  them  joy, 

JoL  Rise,  rise,  for  shame,  the  year's  afore  yoo. 

Copt.  Whv,  Ned  Wild,  why,  Tom,  will  you 
not  nse  and  let's  in  ?  What,  is  it  not  eaoogh  to 
steal  your  wedding  over  night,  but  lock  your- 
selves up  in  the  morning  too  ?  All  your  friends 
stayfor  points  here,  and  kisses  from  the  brides. 

Wild.  A  little  patience !  you'll  eive  us  leave  to 
dress  us  ?  [  The  women  squeak  w/ien  they  speak, 
,   Care,  Why,  what's  a  clock,  captain  ? 

Capt.  It's  late. 

Care,  Faith,  so  it  was  before  we  slept. 

Wid,  Why,  nephew,  what  means  this  rude- 
ness? As  I  live,  I'll  fall  out  with  you.  This  is 
noiest. 

Wil4,  No,  as  I  live,  aunt ;  we  are  in  earnest ; 
but  roy  part  lies  here,  and  Uiere's  a  gentleman 
will  do  his  best  to  satisfy  yoo ;  [they  catch  the 
women  in  their  artns ;]  and,  sweet  Mrs  Pleasant, 
I  know  you  have  so  much  wit  as  to  perceive  tliis 
busioess  cannot  be  remedied  by  denials.  Here 
^e  are,  as  you  see,  naked,  and  thus  have  sa- 
luted hundreds  at  the  window  that  past  by,  and 
gave  us  joy  this  morning. 

Plea,  Joy  !  of  what  ?  what  do  yoo  mean  ? 

Care,  Madam,  this  is  visible ;  and  you  may 
coj  it,  and  refuse  to  call  me  husband ;  but  I  am 
'esolv'd  to  call  yon  wife,  and  such  proofe  I'll 
l>nDg  as  shall  not  be  denied. 

[Careless  kisses  the  Witbw. 

Wid.  Promise  yourself  that;  see  whetlier  your 
^  wits  can  make  it  good — ^You  will  not  be  un- 
civil? 

Csff .  Not  a  hair,  but  what  you  give,  and  that 

vras  in  the  contract  before  we  undertook  it ;  for 

aaj  man  may  force  a  woman's  body,  but  we 

We  laid  we  will  force  Vonr  mind. 

Wil^  Bat  that  needs  not;  for  we  know  by 


your  discourse  last  night  and  this  morning,  we 
are  men  you  have  no  aversion  to ;  and  I  believe, 
if  we  had  taken  time,  and  woo'd  hard,  this  would 
have  come  o'  course ;  but  we  had  rather  win  yoa 
by  wit,  because  you  deiy'd  us. 

Wid,  Tis  very  well,  if  it  succeed. 

Care,  And,  for  my  part,  but  tor  the  jest  of 
winning  you,  and  this  way,  not  ten  jointures 
should  have  made  me  marry. 

Wid,  This  is  a  new  way  of  wooing. 

Care.  Tis  so,  madam ;  but  we  have  not  laid 
our  plot  so  weakly  (tho'  it  were  sudden)  to  leave 
it  in  any  body's  power,  but  our  own,  to  hinder  it* 

Plea,  Do  you  think  so  ? 

Wild.  We  are  secure  enough,  if  we  can  be 
true  to  ourselves. 

Care,  Yet  we  submit  in  the  midst  of  omr 
strength,  and  beg  you  will  not  wilfully  spoil  a 
good  jest  by  refusing  us.  By  this  hand,  we  are 
both  sound,  and  we'll  be  strangely  honest,  and 
never  in  ill  humours ;  but  live  as  merry  as  tlie 
maids,  and  divide  the  year  between  the  town  and 
the  country. — What  say  you,  is't  a  match?  your 
bed  is  big  enough  for  two,  and  my  meat  will  not 
cost  you  much:  I'll  promise  nothing  but  one 
heart,  one  purse  betwixt  us,  and  a  whole  doccB 
of  boys.    Is't  a  bargain  ? 

Wid.  Not,  if  I  can  hinder  it,  as  I  live. 

Wild.  Faith,  Mrs  Pleasant,  he  hath  vpokea 
nothing  but  reason,  and  I'll  do  my  best  to  make 
it  good :  come,  f^ith,  teach  my  aunt  what  to  do, 
and  let  me  strike  the  bargain  upon  your  Mpa. 

Plea.  No,  sir,  not  to  be  half  a  queen ;  if  we 
should  yield  now,  your  wit  would  domineer  for 
ever;  and  still  in  all  disputes  (tho'  never  so 
much  reason  on  our  side)  this  shall  be  urg'd  as 
an  argument  of  your  master-wit  to  confute  us : 
I  am  of  your  aunt's  mind,  sir,  and,  if  I  can  hin- 
der it,  it  shall  be  no  match. 

Wild,  Why,  then  know,  it  is  not  in  your  pow^ 
ers  to  prevent  it. 

Wid.  Why  ?  we  are  not  married  yet. 

Care.  No,  'tis  true. 

Wid,  By  this  good  light  then,  I'll  be  dumb  for 
ever  hereafter,  lest  I  Tight  upon  the  words  of 
marriage  b^  chance. 

Plea,  Tis  hard,  when  our  own  acts  cannot  be 
in  our  own  power,  gentlemen. 

Wild.  The  plot  is  only  known  to  four;  the 
minister,  and  two  that  stood  for  fathers,  and  a 
simple  country-maid  that  waited  upon  you  last 
night,  which  plays  your  chamber-maid's  part. 

Plea,  And  what  will  all  these  do  ? 

Wild,  Why,  the  two  friends  wiU  swear  they 
gave  YOU,  the  parson  will  swear  he  married  yon^ 
and  the  wench  will  swear  she  put  us  to-bed. 

Wid.  Have  you  men  to  swear,  we  are  married? 

Plea,  And  a  parson  to  swear  he  did  it  ? 

Both,  Yes. 

Wid,  And  a  wench  that  will  swear  she  pot 
us  tobed  ? 

Both,  Yes,  by  this  good  light,  and  witness  of 
reputation. 
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Plea,  Dare  tbey,  or  jou>  look  its  in  the  face^ 
lUid  swear  this  ? 

Care,  Yes,  ^th ;  and  all  but  those  four  know 
no  other  but  really  it  is  so ;  and  you  may  deny 
it ;  but  V\\  make  master  constable  put  you  to- 
bed,  with  this  proof,  at  night. 

Wid.  Pray,  let's  see  these  witnesses. 

Wild,  Call  in  the  four  only.  [Exit  Careless. 

Flea,  Well,  this  shall  be  a  warning  to  me:  I 
say  nothing,  but  if  ever  I  lie  from  home  again — 

WUd,  1*11  Jie  with  you. 

Plea.  Tis  well.  I  dare  say  we  are  the  first 
women  (if  this  take)  that  ever  were  stolen 
against  their  wills. 

Wild,  I'll  go  call  the  gentlemen.  [  Exit  Wild. 

Wid,  I  that  have  refus'd  a  fellow  that  lov*d 
■Mf  these  seven  years,  and  would  have  put  off 
his  hat,  and  thank'd  in«  to  come  to  bed,  to  be 
beaten  with  watchmeirii  staves  into  another's ! 
•—lor  by  this  good  light,  for  aught  that  I  per> 
ceive,  there's  no  keeping  tliese  out  at  night. 

Plea,  And  unless  we  consent  to  be  their  wives 
to*day,  Mr  Justice  will  make  us  tl»eir  whores  at 
nit^t.  Oh,  oh,  what  would  not  I  give  to  come 
off!  not  that  I  mislike  them,  but  I  hate  they 
•bottld  get  us  thus. 

Enter  Wild,  Jollt,  Co/)/^'n,  Careless,  Par^ 
son.  Wanton,  with  rosemury  in  their  handi, 
and  points  in  their  hats. 


Care,  Follow.- 


-Will  not  you  two  swear 


we  were  married  last  night? 
'^.  i  Yes,  by  this  light,  will  we. 

Wild,  Will  you  not  swear  you  married  us? 

Par.  Yea,  verily. 

Care.  And  come  hither,  pretty  one ;  Will  not 
you  swear  you  left  us  all  a-bed  last  night,  and 
pleas'd  ? 

Wan.  Yes,  forsooth ;  I'll  swear  any  thing  your 
worship  sliall  appoint  me. 

Wid.  But,  gentlemen,  have  you  no  shame,  no 
conscience?  Will  you  swear  false  for  sport? 

Jol.  By  4his  light,  I'll  swear,  if  it  be  but  to 
vex  you :  remember  you  refused  me.  [That  is 
contrary  to  covenants  tlio'  with  my  brace  of 
lovers:  what  will  they  do  with  their  coachman*s 
plot  ?  but  'tis  no  matter,  I  have  my  ends ;  and 
so  they  are  cozen'd,  I  care  not  who  does  it.] 

[Speaks  these  words  marked  atide, 

Copt,  And,  faith,  madam,  I  have  sworn, many 
times  false  to  no  purpose ;  and  I  should  take  it 
ill,  if  it  were  mine  own  case,  to  have  a  friend 
fefuse  me  an  oath  upon  such  an  occasion. 


Plea*  And  m-e  you  all  of  ooe  mind? 

Par,  Verily,  we  will  ail  swear. 

Plea.  WiU  you  verily?  What  shatt  m  do, 
aunt?  fPLEASAJi T  io^ikt. 

Wid,  DoyouJaugh?  by  this  light,  I  am  licar- 
tily  angry. 

Plea,  Why,  as  I  live,  lei's  marry  them,  anor, 
and  be  revenged. 

Wid.  Marry  \  Where's  the  Parson? 

Capt.  Here,  here;  Mr  ParBon,  oone^yid^b 
your  office. 

Plea,  That  fellow !  no,  by  my  trotli,  let's  he 
honestly  joiu'd,  for  luck's  sake ;  we  know  not 
how  soon  we  may  part. 

Wild.  What  shall  we  do  for  apanon?  Cap- 
tain, you  must  run  and  fetch  one. 

Capt.  Yes,  yes;  but  metliinks  idrn  atigbt 
serve  turn ;  by  this  hand,  he's  ^^  a  Marsh^  and 
a  Case^  by  sire  ai^.dam;  pray  try  hioi;  by 
this  light,  he  comes  of  the  best  preaching  kind 
in  Eseex.    . 

Wid.  Not  I,  as  I  live;  that«ereaU«snagia 
the  devil's  name. 

Par.  A  pox  on  your  wedding  \  give  me  oy 
wife,  and  let  me  be  goae. 

Capt.  Nay,  nay,  no  cboler,  parsoa ;  the  ladies 
do  not  like  the  colQi\r  of  your  beard. 

Par.  No,  no,  fetch  another,  and  let  t^B 
escape  with  tliat  trick,  then  they'll  jeer  yoor 
bearas  blue,  i'faith. 

Care.  By  this  hand,  he's  in  the  rif^t ;  ekher 
this  parson,  or  take  one  another*s  worde :  to  bed 
now,  and  marry  when  we  rise. 

Plea,  As  I  li^,  you  come  not  here  till  yoo 
are  married ;  I  have  been  no  body's  whoce  yet, 
and  I  will  not  begin  with  my  husbaad. 

Wild,  Will  you  kiss  upon  the  baigain,  and  pro- 
mise before  these  witnesses  not  to  spoil  our  jetf, 
but  rise  and  go  to  cbovch  ? 

Plea.  And  what  will  Mr  Constant  and  Mr 
Sad  say? 

Capt.  Why,  111  run  and  invite  them  tofhr 
wedding ;  and  you  shall  see  them  expire  in  their 
own  s;arters. 

Jol.  No,  no,  ne'er  fear't,  their  jest  is  oalf 
spoil'd. 

Caft.  Their  jest!  what  jest? 

Jol,  Faith,  now  ^ou  shall  Jeoow  it,  and  tbe 
whole  plot :  in  the  hrst  place,  yoor  coachmaa  k 
well,  whose  death,  we,  by  the  help  of  Secret, 
contriv'd,  thinking  by  that  trick  to  prevent  ckis 
danger,  and  carry  yon  out  of  town. 

Capt,  ^ut  hadtthey  this  plot? 

Jol,  Yes,  faith;  and  see  bow  itthrives !  thejH 
fret  like  carted  bawds  wbco  they  hear  thb  news. 


^9  A  Marshal f  and  a  Case^— Stephen  Matshal  and-^ — Case,  two  of  the  most  celebrated  divines  amoflfit 
the  Presbyterians.  Marshal  was  the  person  who  preached  the  faqious  sermon  before  the  Hooie  of 
Commons,  Feb.  13, 1641,  frotn  Jqdges  ,v.  fS.  Cuirse  ye  Meroz^  ^c.  Tliis  sermon  is  mentioned  by  Lorjl 
<}lareDdon.  Beth  these  Sectaries  are  noticed  by  Putler.  $ee  Dr  Greyjs  edUion  qf  Hmdibras,  p»  9* 
c.  1. 1.  884.  p.  3.  c.  2. 1.  636,  and  the  notes. 
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Plea.  MTby,  aant^  Woold  7611  bav^  thooght 
Mr  Sad  a  plotter  ?  well,  'tis  some  eomibrt  we 
have  them  to  lao^h  at. 

Wid.  Nay,  faitb,  then,  geBtlemen^  give  us 
leave  to  rise,  and  ill  take  my  ventare,  if  it  be 
but  for  a  revenge  on  them. 

Care,  Gentlemen,  bear  witaess. 

Capt,  Come,  come  awaj,  I'U  get  the  points ; 
Ym  glad  the  coacjiman's  well;  the  rogue  had 
like  to  have  spoii'd  our  comedy.  [Exeunt  omnes. 


SCENE  III. 

Enter  the  Ladjf  Lovkact.  ;  Matter  Sad  and 
Constant,  tindres$*d^  and  buttoning  theti^ 
uhes  as  they  go. 

Sad.  Married  ? 

Can.  And  to  them  f 

Love.  Ay,  married,  if  you  prevent  it  not ; 
eicch'd  with  a  trick,  an  old  stale  trick ;  I  have 
seen  a  ballad  on*t. 

Sad.  We  shall  go  near  to  prevent  *em. — Boy, 
my  sword. 

Enter  Captain. 

Capt.  Whither  so  fast? 

Sad.  You  guess. 

Capt,'  If  you  mean  the  wedding,  you  come  too 
kite. 

Con.  Why,  are  they  married  ? 

Capt.  No,  but  lustily  promised. 

Sad.  We  may  come  time  enough  to  be  rcvengM 
tho* 

Capt.  Upon  whom }  yourselves,  for  you  are 
only  guilty :  who  carry*d  them  thither  last  night? 
wbo  laid  the  plot  for  the  coachman  ? 

Sad.  Why,  do  they  know  it? 

Love.  Well,  youMl  find  the  poet  a  rogue,  'tis 
li«  that  has  betray*d  you;  and  if  you'll  take  my 
counsel,  be  reveiig'd  upon  him. 

Ccn.  Nay,  we  were  told  he  did  not  love  us. 

Capt.  By  my  life,  you  wrong  him :  upon  my 
knowledge  the  poet  meant  you  should  have  them. 

Sad.  Why,  who  had  the  power  to  hinder,  then  ? 

Capt.  I  kuow  not  where  the  fault  lies  directly; 
tfcey  say  the  wits  of  the  town  would  not  consent 
to't;  they  claim  k  right  in  the  ladies,  as  orphan- 
wits. 

Con.  The  wits !  hang  'em  in  their  strong  lines. 

Capt.  Why,  ay,  such  a  clinch  as  that  has  on- 
<iooe  you ;  and  upon  my  knowledge  'twere 
raoa£;h  to  hinder  your  neit  match. 

Sad.  Why,  what  have  they  to  do  with  us  ? 

Capt.  I  know  not  what  you  have  done  to  dis- 
oblige them;  but  they  cross'd  it;  there  was 
aoiDngBt  tltem  too  a  pair  of  she-wits,  something 
wricken  in  years ;  they  s^rew  in  fury  at  the  roen- 
^  of  it,  and  concluded  you  both  with  an  au- 
thority out  of  a  modern  author;  besides, -'tis  said, 
yw  rmi  naturally  into  the  six-penny  room  and 
•teal  sayings,  ood  &. discourse  more  than  your 


pemiy-wortb  of  jests  every  term.  Why,  just 
now,  you  spit  out  one  jest  stolen  from  a  poor 
play,  that  has  hot  two  more  in  five  acts ;  what 
conscience  is  there  in  't,  kaowing  how  dear  we 
pay  poets  for  our  plays  ? 

Con.  Twas  madam  with  the  ill  face,  one  of 
those  whom  yoa  refused  to  salute  the  other  day 
at  Chipp's  house ;  a  cheese-cake  bad  sav*d  aft 
this. 

Love.  Why  do  you  not  mtike  haste  about  your 
business,  but  lose  time  with  this  babbler? 

Sad.  Madam,  will  you  give  us  leave  to  make 
use  of  your  coach? 

Love.  Yoo  may  command  it,  sir ;  when  you 
have  done,  send  him  to  the  Exchange,  where 
ril  dispatch  a  little  business,  and  be  with  yoa 
immediately.  [Exeunt  all  but  the  Captain, 

Capt.  So,  this  fire  is  kindled ;  put  it  out  that 
can.  What  would  not  1  give  for  a  peeper's  place 
at  the  meeting  ?  I'll  make  haste,  and  it  shall  go 
hard  but  1*11  bear  my  part  of  the  mirth  too.  [Exit, 


.  SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Widow,  Pleasant,  CxaELESS,  Win>, 
Parson,  Jolly,  Wanton,  and  Secret  ;  the 
FidUr splay  as  they  come' in. 

Par.  Master  Jolly,  I  find  I  am  naturally  in«- 
clin'd  to  mirth  this  day,  and  methiuks  my  corns 
ach  more  than  my  horns;  and  to  a  man  tlmt  has 
read  Seneca,^  a  cuckold  ought  to  be  no  f/ipef; 
especially  in  this  parish,  where  I  see  such  droves 
of  St  Luke's  cloathing.  There's  liule  Secret  too, 
th'  allay  of  waiting-woman,  makes  me  hope,  she 
may  prove  metal  of  the  parson's  standard.  Find 
a  way  to  rid  me  of  Wanton,  and  1*11  pot  in  to  be 
chaplain  to  this  merry  family ;  if  I  did  not  in- 
veigle formal  Secret,  you  should  hang  me.  I 
know  the  trick  on  't;  'tis  but  praying  to,  and 
preaching  of  the  waiting-womnn,  then  care- 
fully seeing  her  cushion  laid,  with  her  book  and 
leaf  turn'd  down,  does  it,  with  a  few  anagrams, 
acrosticks,  and  her  name  in  the  register  of  my 
bible;  these  charm  the  soft-soul'd  sinner:  then 
sometimes  to  read  a  piece  of  my  sermon,  and 
tell  her,  a  Saturday,  where  my  text  shall  be, 
spells  that  work  more  than  philters. 

JoL  If  you  can  be  serious,  we'll  think  of  this 
at  leisure. See  how  they  eye  Wanton ! 

Care.  What !  consulting,  parson  ?  let  us  be 
judges  betwixt  you.  D*  ye  hear.  Jack  ?  if  he  of^ 
fers  ready  money,  I  counsel,  as  a  firiend,  take  it ; 
for,  by  this  light,  if  you  refuse  it,  your  wife  wiH 
not.    D'  ye  see  those  gay  petticoats  ? 

Par.  les,  if  you  mean  my  wife's. 

Care.  You  know  they're  his,  and  she  only 
wears 'em  for  his  pleasure;  and  'tis  dangerous 
to  have  a  wife  under  another  man's  petticoats ; 
What  if  you  should  find  his  breeches  upon  her? 

Par.  Are  not  you  marry'd  too  ?  take  care  that 
yours  does  not  wear  the  breeches,  another  kind 
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^  danger,  but  as  titnibiesoine  as  tlmt,  or  sore 
eyes ;  and  if  sbe  get  but  a  trick  of  taking  as 
readily  as  she*s  persuaded  to  give,  you  may  find 
a  bom  at  home.  I  have  seen  a  cuckold  of  your 
complexion ;  if  he  had  had  ns  much  hoof  as  horn, 
you  might  have  bunted  the  beast  by  his  slat. 

Plea.  How  fine  sbe  is !  mid  by  this  light,  a 
handsome  wench.  Mr  Jolly,  I  am  easier  per- 
suaded to  be  reconcird  to  your  fault,  than  any 
man's  T  have  seen  of  this  kind ;  her  eyes  liave 
more  arguments  in  'em  than  a  thousand  of  those 
that  seduce  the  world ;  bang  me  if  those  quivers 
be  not  full  of  darts ;  I  could  kiss  that  moutb  niy 
self.    Is  diis  she  my  aunt  quarreKd  with  you  for  ? 

Jol,  The  same,  self-same.  And,  by  this  hand, 
I  was  barbarous  to  her,  for  your  aunt's  sake ; 
and  had  I  not  'scap*d  tliat  mischief  of  matrimony, 
by  this  light,  I  had  never  seen  her  again ;  but  I 
was  resolv'd  not  to  quit  ber,  till  I  was  sure  of  a 
wife,  for  fear  of  what  has  followed.  Had  I  been 
Bocb  an  ass  as  to  have  left  her,  upon  the  airy  hopes 
of  a  widow's  oaths,  what  a  case  had  I  been  in 
DOW  I  You  see  your  aunt's  provided  of  a  man. 
Bless  bira,  and  send  bim  patience !  Twould 
have  been  fine,  to  have  seen  me  walking,  and 
sighing  upon  cold  bunting,  seeking  my  whore 
again,  or  forc'd  to  make  use  of  some  common 
mercenary  thing,  that  sells  sin  and  diseases, 
crimes,  penance,  and  sad  repentance  together ! 
Here's  consolation  and  satisfaction  in  Wan- 
ton, tho'  a  man  lose  his  meal  with  the  widow. 
And  faith,  be  free,  how  do  you  like  my  girl  ? 
Rid  thee  of  her !  What  does  she  want  now,  pray, 
but  ajointure,  to  satisfy  any  lionest  man  ?  Speak 
your  conscience,  ladies :  don't  you  think  a  little 
repentance  hereafler  will  serve  for  all  the  small 
fiins  that  good-nature  can  act  with  such  a  sinner? 

Par,  Pray,  sir,  remember  she's  my  wife ;  and 
be  so  civil  to  us  both,  as  to  forget  tliese  things. 

M.  For  that.  Jack,  we'll  understand  hereaf- 
ter. 'Tis  but  a  trick  of  youth,  man;  and  ber 
jest  will  make  us  both  merry,  I  warrant  thee. 

Par.  Pray,  sir,  no  more  of  your  jests,  nor 
?onr  Jack.  Remember  ray  coat  and  calling, 
^his  familiarity,  both  with  my  wife  and  myself, 
is  not  decent ;  your  clergy  with  Christian  names 
are  scarce  held  good  Christians. 

Enter  Widow. 

Wid,  I  wonder  at  nothing  so  much  as  Mr 
Jolly's  mirth  to-day !  Where  lies  bis  part  of  the 
jest?  Cozen'd,  or  refus'd  by  all^  not  a  fish  that 
stays  in's  net. 

Jol.  No;  wbat*8this?  fjoLLvAiigs  Wanton.] 
shew  me  a  fiurer  in  all  your  streams.  Nor  is 
this  ray  single  joy;  who  am  pleased  to  find  you 
may  be  cozeo'd;  rejoice  to  see  you  may  be 
brought  to  lie  with  a  man  for  a  jest.  Let  roe 
alone  to  fit  you  with  a  trick  too. 

Care.  Faith,  it  must  be  some  new  trick ;  for 
diou  art  so  beaten  at  the  old  one ;  'twill  neither 
please  thee  nor  ber;  besides,  I  meau  to  teach 
her  that.myself. 


Plea.  I  ^hall  never  be  perfectly  quiet  m  M 
mind,  till  I  see  somebody  as  angry  as  mysm 
yet,  I  have  some  consolation  w^n  I  diiak^i 
the  wise  plot  that  killed  the  coacfamao.  BtK 
the  plague,  red-cross,  and  halberd,  has  cat  thrir 
fingers  that  design'd  it!  their  anger  will  be  jflK 
feet.  Secret  says  they  are  coming,  and  thai  Av 
Lady  Loveall  hi^  given  'e 


comin£,and 
I  thea&rm. 


Enter  Sap  and  Cowstast. 

Wild.  And  see  where  the  parties  comet* 
stonns  and  tempests  in  their  minds !  their  lodto 
are  daggers ! 

Plea.  Servant,  what  ?  yon're  mdancboly,  sil 
full  of  wonder ;  I  see  you  have  met  the  i 

Sad.  Yes,  madam ;  we  have  heard  a 
that  will  concern  both  your  judgment  and  ] 
honour. 

Plea.  Alas,  sir,  we're  innocent;  'tis  mere  pi^ 
destination. 

Con.  All  weddings,  Mr  Sad,  yon  know,  go  tf 
chance,  like  hanging. 

Plea.  And,  I  thank  my  stars,  I  have  'sct^ 
lianeing.    To  ha'  been  his  bride  had  been  bM^ 

Con.  Tliis  is  not  like  the  promise  yon  miJt 
us  yesterday. 

Wid.  Why  trury,  servant,  T  scarce  know  wktf 
I  do  yet.  The  fright  of  tlie  plague  had  so  ptf^* 
sess'd  my  mind  with  fear,  that  I  could  think  all 
dream  of  nothing  lost  night,  but  of  a  tall  bbafc 
man  that  came  and  kiss'd  me  in  my  sleep,  aai 
slapp'd  his  whip  in  mine  ears.  Hfwas  a  saoer 
gliost,  (not  unlike  my  coachman  that's  dee^) 
and  accus'd  you  of  having  a  hand  in  his  mnidsb 
and  vow'd  to  haunt  me  till  I  was  married.  1 
told  my  niece  the  dream. 

Plea.  Nay,  the  ghost  sisb'd,  and  accos'd  S^ 
cret  and  Master  Sad  of  mi£ing  him  away.  C«i^ 
fess,  faith ;  bad  yon  a  hand  in  that  bloody  jesif 

Wid.  Fie,  servant !  Could  you  be  so  cruel  m 
to  join  with  my  woman  against  me? 

Ck>n.  'Tis  weU,  ladies.  Why  a  pox  do  ^fi 
look  at  me?  This  was  your  subtle  plot;  a  p« 
on  your  clerk's  wit.  You  said  the  jest  would  b» 
get  a  comedy  when  'twas  known ;  and  so  I  be* 
lieve  'twill. 

Sad.  Madam,  I  find  yon  have  discovered  ov 
design,  whose  chief  end  was  to  prevent  this  sir 
chief;  which  I  doubt  not,  but  you'll  botli  ljvel» 
repent  your  share  of,  before  you  have  done  ttt* 
veiling  to  the  Epsoms,  Qurbons,  and  the  Spawi 
to  cure  those  travell'd  diseases  these  knigbl^ 
errant  have  with  curiosity  sought  out  fiM*  jfA 
Tis  true,  they  are  mischief  timt  dwell  in  pl«* 
sant  countries ;  yet  those  roses  have  their  thonn; 
and  I  doubt  not,  but  these  gentlemen's  wit  mf 
sting  as  well  as  please  some  time ;  and  yon  mtfj 
find  it  harder  to  satisfy  their  travell'd  experieois 
than  to  have  su£Fer'd  our  homebred  ignorance. 

Care.  Hark,  if  he  be  not  fallen  into  a  fit  ofkb 
cousin  !  these  names  of  pUces  be  has  stolen  stf 
of  her  receipt-book :  amongst  all  whooe  diseani 
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find  me  any  so  dangerous,  troublesome,  or  incur- 
able, as  a  fool;  a  lean,  pale,  sighing;,  cougbing 
fool,  that's  rich  and  poor  both ;  being  bom  to  an 
estate,  without  a  mind  or  heart  capable  to  use  it; 
of  a  nature  so  miserable,  he  grudges  himself 
meat;  nay,  they  say,  he  eats  his  meals  twice:  a 
fellow  whose  breath  smells  of  yestercky's  dinner, 
and  stinks  as  if  he  had  eat  all  our  suppers  over 
a^n.  I  would  advise  you,  Mr  Sad,  to  sleep 
With  your  mouth  open,  to  air  it,  or  get  the  brewer 
to  toil  it.  Fob !  an  empty  Justice,  that  stinks  of 
the  lees  and  casks,  and  belches  Littleton  and 
Plowden's  cases!  Oost  thou  think  any  woman 
that  has  wit  or  honour,  would  kiss  that  bung- 
hole  ?  By  this  light,  his  head  and  belly  look  as 
blue  and  lank  as  French  rabbits,  or  stale  poultry ! 
Alas,  sir,  my  lady  would  have  a  husband  to  re- 
joice with :  no  ^een-tail*d  lecturer,  to  stand  sen- 
trj  at  his  bedside,  while  his  nasty  soul  scours 
t W  him,  sneak  ine  out  at  the  back-door! — ^These, 
sir,  are  diseases  which  neither  the  Spaw  or  Bath 
can  cure :  your  garters  and  willow  are  a  more 
certain  remedy. 

Con,  Well,  sir,  I  find  our  plot's  betrav'd,  and 
*  we  have  patience  left.  Tis  tnat  damn 'd  captain 
has  inform'd. 

Sad.  Yet  'tis  one  comfort,  madam,  that  you 
have  miss*d  that  man  of  war,  that  knight  of  Fins- 
bory.  His  dowager,  with  ale  and  switches, 
woold  W  bred  a  ballad. 

Pka,  Faith,  sir,  you  see  what  a  difficulty  it  is 
in  this  age,  for  a  woman  to  live  honest,  though 
she  lave  a  proper  man  for  her  husband ;  there- 
fore, it  behoves  us  to  consider  whom  we  choose. 

Jo/.  The  lady  has  reason :  for  being  allow'd 
bat  one,  who  would  choose  such  weasels,  as  we 
see  daily  marry'd  ?  that  are  all  head  and  tail, 
crooked,  dirty,  sordid  vermin,  predestin'd  for 
cuckolds,  painted  snails,  with  houses  on  their 
backs,  and  boms  as  big  as  Dutch  cows !  Would 
any  woman  marry  such?  Nay,  can  any  woman 
be  honest  that  lets  such  hodmandods  crawl  o'er 
her  vimn-breast  and  belly,  or  suffer  'em  to  leave 
their  slimy  paths  upon  their  bodies  only  for 
jointures?  Out!  'tis  mercenary  and  base !  The 
generous  heart  has  only  the  laws  of  nature  and 
kindness  in  her  view ;  and  when  she  will  oblige, 
Friend  is  all  the  ties  that  Nature  seeks;  who 
can  both  bear  and  excuse  those  kind  crimes. 
And  I  bdieve,  one  as  poor  as  the  despis'd  cap- 
tam  and  neglected  courtier,  may  make  a  woman 
as  happy  in  a  friendship  as  Master  Sad,  who  has 
as  many  faults  as  we  have  debts ;  one,  whose  fa- 
ther bad  no  more  credit  with  Nature,  than  ours 
bad  with  Fortune;  whose  soul  wears  rags  as 
well  as  the  captain's  body. 

Sad.  Nay  then,  Fll  laugh ;  for  I  perceive  y' 
are  angrier  than  we.  Alas !  h'as  lost  both  ven- 
tures; Wanton,  and  the  Widow. 

^J9(.'Both;  and  neither  so  unlucky  as  to  be 
tby  wife.  Thy  face  is  hang'd  with  blacks  al- 
ready: we  may  see  the  bells  toll  in  thy  eyes. 
A  bride  and  a  wedding-shirt !  a  sexton  and  a 
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winding-sheet  A  scrivener  to  draw  up  jointures ! 
a  parson  to  make  thy  will,  man.  By  this  light, 
he's  as  chap-fallen  as  if  he  had  lain  under  the 
table  all  night. 

Care,  Faith,  Master  Sad,  he's  parlouslv  in  the 
right.  Ne'er  think  of  marrying  in  this  dull  clime« 
Wedlock's  a  trade  you'll  ne'er  go  through  with. 
Wives  draw  bills  upon  sight;  and  'twill  not  be 
for  your  credit  to  protest  them.  Rather  follow 
my  counsel,  and  marry  la  Venetiano,  for  a  night 
and  away ;  a  pistole  jointure  does  it ;  then,  'tis 
but  repenting  in  the  morning,  and  leave  your 
woman  and  the  sin  both  i'  th'  bed.  But  if  you 
play  the  fool,  like  your  friends,  and  marry  in  se^ 
rious  earnest,  you  may  repent  it  too,  as  they 
do ;  but  where  s  the  remedy  ? 

Wid,  What  was't  you  said,  sir?  Do  you  re- 
pent ? 

Care,  By  this  hand,  widow,  I  don^t  know* 
but  we  have  pursu'd  a  jest  a  great  way.  Parson, 
are  you  sure  we  are  married  ? 

Fur,  Yes,  I  warrant  you,  for  their  escaping. 

Care,  Their  escaping]  Fool,  thou  mistak^t 
me;  there's  no  fear  of  that!  But  I  would  faid 
know,  if  there  be  no  way  for  me  to  get  out  of 
this  noose  ?  no  hole  to  hide  a  man's  bead  in  froni 
this  wedlock  ? 

Par,  Not  any,  but  what  I  presume  shell 
shew  you  anon. 

Care,  Hum !  now  do  I  feel  all  my  fears  flow* 
ing  in  upon  me.  Wanton  and  Mrs  Pleasant  both 
^row  dangerously  handsome.  A  thousand  graces 
m  each,  I  never  observ'd  before  now,  just  now. 
When  I  must  not  taste,  I  begin  to  long  for  some 
of  their  plumbs. 

Wid.  Is  this  serious,  sir  ? 

Care,  Yes,  truly,  widow,  sadly  serious.  Is 
there  no  way  to  get  three  or  four  mouthfiils  of 
kisses  from  the  parson's  wife? 

Wid,  This  is  sad,  sir,  upon  my  wedding-day, 
to  despise  me  for  such  a  common  tiling. 

Sad,  As  sad,  as  I  could  wish.    This  is  a  jest 

makes  me  laugh. Common  !  No,  madam, 

that's  too  bitter;  she's  forest  only,  where  the 
royal  chace  is  as  free  as  fair. 

Wan,  Were  not  you  a  widow  to  day  ? 

Sad.  Yes,  faith,  girl,  and  as  foolish  a  one  as 
ever  coach  jumbled  out  of  joint. 

Wan,  Stay  then  till  to  morrow,  and  tell  me 
the  difference  betwixt  ns. 

Sad,  I  hope,  thou'lt  prove  a  she-prophet. 
Could  I  live  to  see  thee  turn  honest  wife,  and 
she  the  wanton  widow  ! 

Wan,  I  cannot  but  laugh,  to  see  how  easy  it 
is  to  lose  or  win  the  opinion  of  the  world.  A  lit- 
tle custom  heals  all,  or  else  what's  the  difference 
betwixt  a  married  widow  and  one  of  us  ?  Can 
any  woman  be  pure,  or  worth  the  serious  sighing 
of  a  generous  heart,  that  has  had  above  one  hand 
laid  upon  her  ?  Is  there  place  to  write  above  one 
lover's  name  with  honour  in  her  heart  ?  Tis  in- 
deed for  one  a  royal  palace ;  but  if  it  admits 
of  more,  an  hospital,  or  an  inn  at  best,  *as 
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well  as  ours ;  only  off  from  the  road  aixi  less  fre- 
quented. 
Fiea.  Shrewdly  urg'd. 

Wan,  And  tlio^  the  sins  of  my  family  threw  me 
into  want,  and  made  me  subject  to  the  treacherv 
of  that  broken  faith  to  whose  perjury  I  owe  all 
my  crimes,  yet  still  I  can  distinguish  betwixt 
that  folly  and  this  honour,  which  must  tell  you, 
he  or  tite  that  would  he  thought  twice  to,  wot 
never  once  a  lover. 

Con,  Parson,  thou  art  fitted;  a  whore  and 
apotliegms !  What  sport  will  she  make  us  under 
a  tree  with  a  sallac^  and  sayinjp^  in  the  sum- 
mer! 

Wild.  Come,  Wanton,  no  fury ;  you  see  my 
aunt's  anery. 

Wan,  So  am  T;  sir.  and  yet  can  calmly  rea- 
80U  this  truth :  Marry  d  widows,  tho'  chaste  to  the 
(aw  and  custom,  yet  their  second  hymens  make 
that  which  was  but  dying  in  the  first  husband's 
bed,  a  stain  in  the  second's  sheets ;  where  all 
thtir  kindness  and  repeated  embraces  want  their 
value,  because  they're  sully'd,  and  have  lost  their 
lustre. 

Sad.  By  this  light.  111  go  to  school  to  Wan- 
ton; she  has  openM  my  eyes,  and  I  begin  to 
believe  I  have  'scap*d  miraculously.  By  tliis 
hand,  wench,  I  was  within  an  inch  of  being 
inarry'd  to  this  danger.  For  what  can  we  call 
these  second  submissions,  but  a  tolerated  law- 
ful mercenariness,  which  tho'  it  be  a  rude  and 
liarsh  expression,  yet  your  carriage  deserves 
it? 

Plea.  Fie,  Master  Sad!  pray  leave  being 
witty.  I  fear  'tis  a  mortal  sin,  to  begin  in  the 
fifth  act  of  your  days,  upon  an  old  subject  too, 
abusing  of  widows,  because  they  despise  you. 

Wid,  Alas,  niece,  let  him  alone,  he  may  come 
in  for  his  share ;  the  parson  that  has  so  oft  re- 
ceived 'em,  will  not  remse  him  tythes  there,  in 
charity. 

Wan.  That,  or  conveniency,  interest,  or  im- 
portunity, may,  by  your  example,  prevail :  but 
uis  not  fair  play,  madam,  to  turn  your  lover  to 
the  common,  as  you  call  it,  now  he's  rid  lean  in 
your  service.  t*ake  heed,  Mr  Careless,  and 
warning,  Mr  Sad;  you  see  how  fit  for  the  sca^ 
venger's  team  your  lady  leaves  her  lovers ! 

Care.  Such  a  lecture  before  I  had  married, 
would  ha'  made  me  have  consider'd  of  this  mat- 
ter. Do'st  thou  hear.  Wanton  ?  Let  us  forgive 
one  another  being  marry'd,  for  that  folly  has 
made  us  guilty  alike. 

Wan.  And  I  would  fain  know  the  difference 
betwixt  ours  and  a  wedding  crime,  which  is 
.  worst :  to  let  love,  youth,  and  good-humour,  be- 
tray us  to  a  kindness;  or  to  be  gravely  seduc*d 
by  some  aunt  or  uncle,  without  consideration  of 
the  disparity  of  age,  birth,  or  persons,  to  lie 
down  before  a  jointure.  Ladies,  you  may  flat- 
ter yourselves;  but  the  ingenuous  part  of  the 
world  cannot  deny,  but  such  minds,  had  they 
been  bora  where  our  faults  are  not  only  tole- 


rated but  protected,  would  have  listeii*d  to  the 
same  things  :  interest  counsels  thereto. 

Care.  Parson,  what  boot  betwixt  our  wives? 
Either  come  to  a  price,  or  draw  off  your  daxj. 
Par.  Propose,  propose:  here  wiil  be  mmh 
anon. 

Sad.  Yes,  yes,  propose,  while  I  break  it  to 
your  lady.     Madam,  you  see,  here's  a  proper 

man  to  be  had,  and  money  to  boot. Wbu, 

dumb? 

Wan,  No,  she's  only  thinkiug.  Faith,  madam, 
try  'em  both  to  night,  and  choose  to-morrow. 

Wild,  Come,  no  more  of  this.  Aunt,  take  my 
word  for  your  husband,  that  have  had  more  »- 
perience  of  him  than  all  these ;  'tis  true,  he  will 
long  for  these  girls,  as  children  do  for  plumbs; 
and  when  h'as  done,  make  a  meal  upon  cheese. 
And  you  must  not  wonder  nor  quarrel  at  wto 
he  says  in  his  humour,  but  judge  him  by  his  ac- 
tions; and  when  he  b  in  his  fit,  and  raves  motty 
put  him  into  your  bed,  and  fold  him  close  ia 
your  anns,  aunt :  if  he  does  not  rise  as  kind  and 
as  good  a  husband  as  he  that  sings  psalnois  bes^ 
hang  me  ! — Why,  youVe  a  fool,  aunt :  a  widov, 
and  dislike  a  longing  bridegroom !  I  thought  yoa 
had  known  better.  Do  you  love  a  spurr'd  boise 
rather  than  a  duker,  that  neighs  and  scrapes  ? 
I  would  not  say  this,  but  that  I  know  him«  Let 
him  not  ^o  out  of  your  sight,  for  he's  now  ia  set- 
son  ;  a  ripe  mature  husbandl  No  delays :  if  yoa 
let  him  hang  longer  upon  hope,  his  fruit  will  && 
alone. 

Wid.  You  are  merry,  sir :  but  if  I  had  kxunni 
this  humour — 

Wild.  You'd  ha' kiss'd  him  first;  but  being  k^ 
norant,  let  me  make  you  blush.  Come,  a  kiss, 
and  all's  friends. — \She  kisses  Careless,  and  he 
kisses  her  twice.] — Bow  now,  sir !  again !  again ! 
Aunt,  look  to  yourself. 

Care,  Um !  By  this  light,  sweetheart,  and  I 
thank  thee.  Nay,  widow,  there's  no  jesting  wiih 
these  things — [Kisses  her  again] — nay,  I  am  a 
Hon,  in  my  love.  Aware,  puss,  if  yoa  natter  me, 
for  1  shall  deceive  you. 

Par.  Since  all  are  cozen'd,  why  should  I  ke 
troubled  at  my  fi^rtune  ?  Faith,  gentlemen,  wbat 
will  you  two  give  me  for  a  wife,  betwixt  you? 

Con,  Faith,  they're  mischief  dear  bought, 
though  a  man  get  'em  for  nothing. 

Par,  I  am  almost  of  his  mind;  and  if  other 
people  find  no  more  pleasure  in  a  mar^'d  life 
than  I  upon  my  wedding-day,  I'd  pass  my  time 
in  the  Piazza,  with  tlie  mountebank,  and  Jet 
him  practise  upon  my  teeth,  and  draw  'em  tuo, 
ere  he  persuades  the  words  of  matrimony  oat  of 
my  mouth  again.  Ay,  ay,  Mr  Constant,  yoa 
may  laugh,  you  ha'  miss'd  a  wife ;  would  I  were 
in  your  case,  the  world  should  see  how  cheaHuDj 
I  should  bear  such  an  afBiction. 

Con,  Jack,  I  ha'  made  my  peace  at  hoife; 
ai^d  by  seeing  others  shipwreck  d,  will  avoid  the 
danger;  and  here  resolve  never  to  sigh  anm  ftr 
any  woman :  they're  weeds  grow  k  ^rymtdp; 
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and  transplanting  of  *em  thas  to  our  beds,  gives 
certain  trouble,  seldom  pleasure,  never  profit. 

Enter  Captain, 

Pat.  S^e  t?here  the  enemy  conies !  Now,  if 
yoQ  be  wi  se,  arm,  and  unite  against  him,  as  a 
common  fbe.  He's  come  fVom  his  old  ladv,  de- 
sigaiug  a  reconciliation.  The  rogue's  provident, 
and  \tould  fain  have  a  nest  for  his  age  to  rest  in. 
fiaff  and  feathers  do  well  in  the  youth  and  heat 
of  tljirty ;  but  in  the  winter  of  old  age,  captain, 
at  threescore,  lame  and  lean,  may  he  witn  the 
almanack  out  of  date. 

Capt.  The  parson*6  grown  witty,  aud  prophe- 
sies upon  the  strength  of  bride-cake.  If^I  guess 
arigiit,  thou'lt  be  hang'd ;  for  'tis  a  truth,  I  have 
been  endeavouring  to  make  it  appear,  her  fears 
were  mistaken  in  me :  but  I  find  the  witch  more 
implacable  than  the  devil.  The  waiting-woman 
is  harder  to  forgive  her  part  than  my  lady. 
Faithful  will  not  be  reconcil'd:  the  merciless 
Wivrd  is  all  fire  and  sword ;  no  quarter.  Bless 
me  from  an  old  waiting-woman's  wrath !  SheMl 
fteyer  forgive  me  the  disappointing  her  of  a  pro- 
mise when  I  was  drunk.  Her  lady  and  she  are 
coming,  but  in  such  a  fury.  I  would  not  have 
the  storm  find  you  in  the  street ;  therefore  I 
coaasel  you  to  avoid  the  buoys,  and  take  shelter 
io  the  next  house. 

Wild.  No,  let's  home,  and  with  all  diligence 
get  our  dinner  to  defend  us ;  and  let  the  porter 
dispate  it  at  the  wicket,  till  she  signs  articles  of 
peace. 

Omnes,  Agreed. 

[Careless  is  kind  to  the  Widow,  As  he 
goes  out.  Wild  an</ Pleasant  go  to^ 
gether  ;  Jolly  and  the  Parson's  Wife  go 
together. 

Wild,  See  how  they  pair  now!  Tis  not 
threescore  year  will  part  'eta,  now  he  has  tasted 
a  kiss  or  two. 

Jol,  Parson,  1*11  be  your  bride-man. 

Par,  Tis  well,  sir;  I  shall  ha'  my  time  too. 

Jol,  Ay,  by  this  hand.    Nay,  we'll  share  fairly. 

Cop^  That's  but  reason,  Wanton :  and  since 
he  grows  tame,  use  him  kindly  for  my  sake. 

far.  Can  any  of  you  digest  spunge  and 
ttsenick? 

Capt,  Arsenick!  what's  that? 

Par,  An  Italian  sailad,  which  111  dress  for 
yojt  by  Jove,  ere  I'll  walk  in  my  canonical  coat 
lin'd  with  horn.  Death !  if  I  suffer  this,  we 
*hall  have  that  damn'd  courtier  pluck  on  his 
Mioes  with  the  parson's  musons.  Fine  i'faitb ! 
Done  bat  the  small  Levite's  brow  to  plant  your 
"»eiM-hom  seed  in  ?— -How  now  ?  . 

[Am  he  is  going  off,  the  Captain  stays  him,  I 


Capt,  Pi'ythee,  Jack,  stiay,  and  say  some- 
thing to  the  gentlemen,  by  way  of  epilogue. 
T1k)U  art  a  piece  of  scurvy  poet  thyselt ;  pr'y- 
thee  oblige  Che  author,  and  give  us  il  line  of 
two  in  praise  of  his  piny. 

Par,  I  oblige  himf  bans  him  and  all  his 
friends,  and  hurt  nobody.— Yes,  Fm  likely  to 
speak  for  him.  You  see  how  I  ha'  been  us'd  to- 
day betwixt  you.  I  shall  find  a  time  to  be  re^ 
veng'd.  Let  go  my  cloak ;  I  have  a  province, 
within,  of  mine  own  to  govern :  let  me  go. 

Capt,  Who,  thy  wife?  Faith  stay,  and  give 
them  an  opportunity;  thy  pain  will  be  th^ 
sooner  over.  You  see,  'tis  a  thing  resolv'd  be- 
twixt *em ;  and  now  thou'rt  satisfy'd  in  the  mat- 
ter, be  wise  and  silent ;  who  knows  what  soocf 
she  may  do  thee  another  time  ?  I  dare  say,  if  she 
bad  as  many  souls  in  her  as  she  had  men,  she'd 
bring  thee  a  cure  of  herself. 

Par,  Let  me  go,  or  I  shall  be  as  troublesome 
as  you  are  injurious,  fbr  all  your  titles,  sir. 

Capt,  Lend  me  your  cloak  then,  to  appear- 
more  decent;  '®  you'd  not  ha' me  present  epilogutf 
in  buff,  whoreson  dunce,  with  a  red  noser 
Par,  Sir,  my  business  is  praying,  not  epilogues. 
Capt,  With  that  face?  By  this  lisbt,  'tis  a 
scandal  to  see  it  flaming  so  near  the  altar:  thou: 
look'st  as  if  thou'dst  cry  Tope  in  the  fkce  of  the 
congregation,  instead  of  Amen. 

Jrar,  Thou'rt  an  ass,  'tis  proper  there;  't  has 
zeal  and  fervor  in't,  and  boms  before  the  altar 
like  the  primitive  lamps. 

Capt.  I  cry  thee  mercy.    By  this  light,  he'll 
make  it  sacrilege  anon  to  steal  his  nose !  thon'ld 
.  entitle  the  altar  to  that  coal.     Waa't  not  kindled 
ex  voto  f  Nay,  I  will  have  your  cloak. 

Par.  Take  it;  would  'twere  Nessus  his  shirt, 
for  you  and  your  poet's  sake.        [Esit  Parson, 
Capt.  jWhat,  does  the  rogue  wish  'twere  made 
of  nettles? 

[Captain  puis  on  his  cloak,  and  addresses 
himself  to  speak  the  epilogue,  and  is  tti- 
terruptedby  Lady  Loveall,  and  Faith- 
ful, her  Woman  ;  who,  in  haste,  and  full 
of  anger, ^  pull  him  by  the.  cloak. 
Lave,  By  your  favour,  sir;  did  you  see  any. 
Company  pass  this  way  ? 
Capt,  None,  but  the  three-brides,  and  they 

are  gone  just  before  you. Hark !  the  music 

will  guide  you.  [The  musiek  plays* 

Lotc.  Is  it  certain  then  they're  married  ? 
Capt.  Yes,  lady,  I  saw  the  church's  rites  per- 
formed. 

Faith,  Why  does  your  ladyship  lose  time  in 

talking  with  this  fellow ;   don't  you  know,  him, 

madam  ?  'tis  the  rascally  captain,  hid  in  a  black 

cloak  :  I  know  you,  sirrah. 

Laoe,  She  has  reason ;  now  I  mark  him  bet* 
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ter,  I  should  know  that  false  &ce  too;   see, 
Faithful,  there  are  those  treacherous  eyes  still. 

Capt.  Alas !  you  mistake  me,  madam,  I  am 
Epilogue  now ;  the  captain's  within ;  and  as  a 
fneod  I  counsel  you,  not  to  incense  the  gentle- 
men against  the  poet,  for  he  knows  all  ]rour 
Story ;  and  if  you  anger  him  hell  put  it  in  a 
play :  hut  if  you'll  do  friendly  offices,  I'll  under- 
^ke,  instead  of  your  pearl  you  lost,  to  help  you 
to  the  iewel,  the  Scotch  dictionary  will  t^ll  you 
the  value  of  it ;  let  them  eo  alone,  and  fret  not 
at  their  loss ;  stay,  and  tiULe  my  counsel^  it  shall 
be  worth  three  reven^. 

Love.  Well,  what  is't,  sir? 

Capt.  They  say,  you  have  a  great  power  over 
the  parson;  if  you  can  prevail  with  nim  to  ex- 
press his  anger  in  some  satirick  comedy  (for  the 
knave  has  wit,  and  they  say  his  genius  lies  that 
way,)  tell  him,  'tis  expected  he  should  be  re- 
venged upon  the  illiterate  courtier  that  made 
this  play.  If  you  can  bting  this  business  about, 
I  may  find  a  way,  as  Epilogue,  to  be  thankful, 
though  the  captain  abus'd  you  to-day.  Think 
on't;  Stephen  is  as  handsome  when  the  play  is 
done,  as  Mr  Wild  was  in  the  scene. 

Jjove^  There's  something  of  reason  in  what  he 
•ays.— —But,  my  friend,  how  shall  one  believe 
YOU  ?  you  that  were  such  a  rascal  to-day,  in 
buff,  is  it  to  be  hoped  you  can  be  honest  only 
^ith  putting  on  a  black  cloak  ?  Well,  I'll  venture 
Qnce  again ;  and  if  I  have  any  power,  he  shall 
sting  the  malicious  rascal ;  and  I  think  he  is  fit 
lor  such  a  business.  I'm  sure  he  has  the  worst 
tongue;  and  a  conscience  that  neither  honour 
nor  truth  binds;  and  therefore  'tis  to  be  believed, 


if  he  will  rail  in  publick,  he  may  be  even  with 
your  poet ;  I  will  doath  and  feed  him  und  bis 
muse  this  seven  years,  but  I  will  plague  him : 
Secret  tells  me,  'twas  your  poet  too  that  pawn'd 
me,  to-day,  in  the  tavern. 

Ccpt.  By  my  faith,  did  he;  nay,  'twas  be 
ttiat  told  me  of  your  friendship  with  Jolly. 

Lave.  I  wonder  the  parson  has  been  so  long 
silent ;  a  man  of  his  coat  and  parts,  to  be  beatea 
with  a  pen,  by  one  that  speaks  sense  by  rote, 
like  parrou !  one  that  knows  not  why  seme  is 
sense,  but  by  the  sound !  one  that  can  scarce 
read,  nay,  not  his  own  band !  Well,  remember 
your  promise. 

Capt.  Leave  it  to  me,  he  is  your's ;  and  if  our 
plot  take,  you  shall  all  have  your  shares  in  the 
mirth;  but  not  the  profit  oftlieplav;  and  the 
parson,  more  than  his  tythe,  a  second  day. 

Love.  We  will  discourse  of  this  some  other 
time ;  and  pray  dispatch  what  'tis  you  bave  to 
say  to  this  noble  comj>any,  that  I  may  be  gone; 
for  those  gentlemen  will  be  in  such  fury,  if  I  stay; 
and  think,  because  we  are  alone,  God  knows 
what. 

Capt^  Tis  no  matter  what  they  think,  'tis 
not  them  we  are  to  study  now,  but  these  guests; 
to  whom  pray  address  yourself  civilly,  Bod  he% 
that  they  would  please  to  become  fathers,  an^ 
give  those  brides  within. — ^What  say  you,  gentle- 
men, will  you  lend  your  hands  to  job  them  ?  tbe 
match  you  see,  is  made;  if  you  refuse,  Stephea 
misses  the  wench,  and  then  you  cannot  justly 
blame  the  poet;  for  you  know,  they  say,  that 
alone  is  enough  to  spoil  the  pla^. 
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ADVENTURES   OF   FIVE   HOURS. 


SIR  SAMUEL  TUKE. 


Sir  Samuel  Tukb,  cf  Temple  Cressy,  in  the  County  of  Essex,  was  a  Colonel  of  Horse  in  the 
K'm^s  army,  and  served  against  the  Parliament y  as  long  as  the  affairs  of  his  master  had  anyprO' 
^>ect  of  success.  He  was  very  active  in  that  rising  in  the  County  of  Essex,  which  ended  fatally  to 
tome  m  the  chief  actors  in  it.  From  the  prologue  to  the  present  play,  spoken  at  Court,  it  appears 
that  he  intended  to  retire  from  business,  soon  after  the  Kestoration,  but  was  diverted  from  that  <to- 
figi^for  some  time,  by  his  Majesty's  recommending  him  to  adapt  a  Spanish  play  to  the  English  stage, 
w/uch  he  executed  with  some  degree  of  success.  On  the  Slst  *  March,  1664,  he  was  created  a  BarO" 
net.  He  married  Mary,  the  daughter  of  Edward  Sheldon,  a  lady  who  was  one  of  the  dressers  to 
Queen  Mary,  and  prohably  a  Roman  Catholick,  of  which  persuasion  our  author  seems  also  to  have 
^>cen.  f  He  died  at  Somerset  House,  on  the  i6th  of  January,  1673,  and  was  buried  in  the  vault 
under  the  chapel  there*  Langbaine,  by  mistake,  says  he  was  alive  at  the  time  he  published  his  lives 
of  the  Dramatick  Poets. 

Sir  Samuel  did  not  escape  the  censure  of  his  brother  poets,  X  One  of  them,  speaking  qfComley, 
soys,he 

**  Writ  yene$  niyiistly  in  praise  of  Sam  Take.** 

And  in  the  same  poem : 

'<  Sam  Take  sat.  aod  fonnall^  smil'd  at  die  rest; 

Bat  Apollo,  who  well  did  his  Ysnity  know, 
Calfd  him  to  the  bar  to  put  him  to  the  test, 

Bat  his  Mase  was  so  stiff,  she  scarcely  coald  go* 
She  pleaded  her  age,  desir'd  a  reward  ; 

It  seems  in  her  af^e,  she  doated  on  praise : 
Bat  Apollo  resolv'd  that  sach  a  bold  bard 

Should  never  be  grac'd  with  a  per'wig  of  bays." 

Sir  Samuel  was  one  of  the  first  members  of  the  Royal  Society,  and  wrote  a  history  of  the  ordering 
end  generation  of  green  Colchester  oysters,  printed  in  Sprat  fs  History,  p.  307. 
The  several  editums  of  this  play  are^in  Folio,  1663,  and  in  4/o.  1664^  167 1,  and  1704. 


•  Heylin's  Help  to  Hietory.  t  Wood*s:  Ath,  Vol.  H.  p.  80fw 

t  Dryden'sr" 
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THE   BIGHT   HONOURABLE 

HENRY     HOWARD, 

OF   NORFOLK. 


SiBTCE  it  is  your  pleasure,  (noble  sir,)  that  I  should  hold  my  fortune  from  yon;  like  tboae  teflafits» 
Tvho  pay  some  inconsiderable  trifle  in  lieu  of  a  valuable  rent,  I  humbly  offer  you  this  poem,  iotc- 
knowled{ipnent  of  my  tenure :  and  I  am  well  pleas'd  with  this  occasion  to  publish  my  sense  of  yoar 
£ATOurs,  since  it  seems  to  me  a  kind  of  ingratitude  to  l»e  thankful  in  pri irate. 

It  was  bred  upon  the  terrace-walks  in  your  garden  at  Aldbury ;  and,  if  I  mistake  not,  it  re- 
sembles the  place  where  it  was  brought  up :  the  plot  is  deligbtiiil,  the  elevations  natural,  ika 
ascents  easy,  without  any  great  embellishments  of  art. 

I  designed  the  character  of  Antonio,  as  a  copy  of  your  steady  virtue ;  if  it  appear  to  those  wbo 
have  the  honour  to  know  you,  short  of  the  origmal,  1  take  leave  to  inform  them,  that  you  have  not 
sat  to  me  long;  'tis  possible,  hereafter  I  may  gratify  mj  country,  for  their  civility  to  this  essay, 
with  something  more  worthy  of  your  patronage  and  theu:  indulgence. 

In  the  intenm,  I  make  it  my  glory  to  avow,  that,  had  fortune  been  just  to  me,  she  cooJd  not 
havejecompensed  the  loyal  industry  of  my  life  with  a  more  illustrious  title,  than  that  which  voa 
have  been  pleased  to  confer  upon  me^  of  Your  Friend.  To  which  (as  in  gratitude  I  am  bound)  I 
subjoio  that  of. 

Your  most  humble  servant, 

S.  TuK. 


The  first  SCENE  is  the  City  of  SEVILLE. 
The  Prologue  enters,  with  a  play-bill  in  his  hand,  and  reads, 

This  day,  being  the  15th  of  December^  shall  be  acted  a  new  plat/,  never  plaj^d  be/ore,  caJFd 
**  Tbe  Adventures  of  Five  fiours.'^ 


A  NEW  PLAY. 


Th'  are  i*  the  right,  for  I  dare  bddly  say. 
The  English  stage  ne^er  had  so  new  a  play ; 
The  dress,  the  author,  and  the  scenes  are  new. 
This  ye  have  seen  before  ye'U  say ;  'tis  true ; 
But  tell  mo)  gentlemen,  who  ever  saw, 
A  deep  intrieue  confin'd  to  five  hours'  law. 
Such  as  for  dose  contrivance  yields  to  none : 
A  modest  man  may  praise  wha^s  not  his  own. 
'Tis  true,  the  dress  is  his,  which  he  subroito 
To  those  who  are,  and  those  who  would  be  wits; 
Ne'er  spare  him,  gentlemen;    for,   to   speak 

truth. 
He  has  a  perilous  cens*rer  been  in  's  youth ; 
And  now  grown  bald  with  age,  doating  on  praise. 
He  thinks  to  get'  a  periwig  of  bays. 


Teach  him  what  'tis,  in  this  discerning  age, 
To  bring  his  heavy  genius  on  the  stage; 
Where  you  have  seen  such  ninable  wits  appesr, 
That  pass'd  so  soon,  one  scarce  could  say  tb' 

were  here. 
Yet,  after  our  discoveries  of  late 
Of  their  designs,  wbo  wonld  mbvert  the  state, 
You*ll  wonder  much,  if  it  should  prove  bisk>^ 
To  take  all  England  with  a  Spaniab  plot ; 
But  if,  through  his  ill  conduct,  or  hard  fiite, 
This  foreien  plot  (like  that  of  eighty-eight) 
Should  suffer  shipwreck  in  your  narrow  seas, 
You'll  give  your  modem  poet  his  writ  of  eue; 
For,  by  th'  example  of  the  King  of  Spain, 
He  resolves  ne*er  to  trouble  yon  ng^iov 


TUKE.] 
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4f» 


THE  PROLOGUE  AT  COURT, 


D£  ADDRESSES  HIMSELF  TO  THE  TIT. 


As  to  a  dying  lamp,  one  drop  of  oil 

Gives  a  nevr  blaze,  and  makes  it  live  awhile; 

So  (h'  autlu>r,  seeiu^  bis  decayiog  light. 

And  therefore  thinking  to  retire  from  *  sight, 

Was  hindered  by  a  ray  from  the  upper  sphere, 

Jjst  at  that  time  he  thought  to  disappear. 

m  chanc'd  to  hear  his  Majesty  once  say 

He  hVd  this  plot ;  he  sta^d,  and  writ  the  play : 

So  should  obsequious  subjects  catch  the  minds 

Of  princes,  as  your  seamen  do  the  winds. 

If  this  attempt  then  shews  more  zeal  than  li^ht, 

*T  may  teach  you  to  obey,  though  not  to  write. 


Ah  !  he  is  there  f  himself.    Pardon  my  X  sight| 
My  eyes  were  dazzled  with  excess  of  light; 
Even  so  the  sun,  who  all  thin^  else  displays, 
Is  hid  from  us  i'  th'  glory  of  his  rays. 
Will  you  vouchsafe  your  presence  ?  You,  that 

were  given 
To  be  our  Adas,  and  support  our  heaven  ? 
Will  you  (dread  sir)  your  precious  moments  lose 
To  grace  the  first  endeavours  of  our  Muse^ 
This  with  your  character  most  aptly  suits. 
Even  Heaven  itself  is  pleas'd  with  the  firsts 

fruits. 


PREFACE  TO  THE  THIRD  EDITION. 

Having  been  desired  by  a  lady,  who  has  more  than  ordinary  favour  for  this  play  (thoug.^  iu  otbev 
things  very  judicious)  to  make  a  song,  and  insert  it  in  that  scene  where  you  may  now  read  it;  I 
found  it  more  difficult  to  disobey  the  commands  of  this  excellent  persoQ^  than  to  obtain  of  myself 
to  write  any  more  upon  subjects  of  this  nature. 

This  occasionM  the  revising  of  thi3  piece,  upon  which  I  had  not  cast  mv  eyes,  since  it  was  tot 
printed;  and  finding  there  some  very  obvious  faults,  (with  respect  to  theu-  judgments,,  who  havQ 
heen  pleased  to  applaud  it,)  I  could  not  well  imagine  how  they  came  to  escape  my  last  hand ;  ua« 
*^ss  poetic  rage,  or,  in  a  more  humble  phrase,  heat  of  fancy,  will  not,  at  the  same  time,  adoait 
the  calm  temper  of  judgment;  or  that,  being  importuned  by  those,  for  whose  benefit  this  play  wa^ 
intended,  I  was  even  forcM  to  expose  it^  before  it  was  fit  to  be  seen  in  such  good  company. 

This  refers  only  to  the  dress;  for  certainly  the  plot  needs  no  apology ;  it  was  taken  out  of  ||Por 
■^^ro  Calderon,  a  celebrated  Spanish  author,  the  nation  of  the  world  who  are  the  bappi^t  la  the 
^orce  and  delicacy  of  their  inventions,  and  recommended  to  me  by  his  sacred  Majesty,  a3  an  ex.* 
celleot  design;  whpse  judgment  is  no  more  to  be  doubted,  than  bis  commands  are  to  be  disobey? 
^ :  and  therefore  it  might  seem  a  great  presumption  in  me,  to  enter  my  sentime^^Sy  with  his  royal 
^firage:  But  as  secretaries  of  state  subscribe  their  names  to  thte  mandates  oC  ^k  pKi«ce>  sq  at 
the  bottom  of  the  leaf  I  take  the  boldness  to  sign  my  opinion,  that  tlus  is  incompArably  tbo^best 
plot  that  I  ever  met  with :  and  yet,  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  do  myself  justice,  I  might  acouaint  the 
readers,  that  there  are  several  futerajUQns  in  the  copy,  which  do  not  disgrace  the  priginaL 


^*  This  refers  to  the  author's  purpose  of  retirement,  at  that  time  when  his  Majesty  recommended 

this  got  to  him. 
t  He  lookine  op  and  seeing  the  Kine,  starts.  t  He  kneels.    He  rises* 

I  Calderon  &  la  Barca  was  a  Spaniw  officer,  who,  after  having  signalized  himself  in  the  military 

profession,  quitted  it  for  the  ecclesiastical,  and  tiien  commenced  dramatic  writer.    His  plays  make 

■uoeTolomes  in  4to.  and  several  of  them  have  been  adapted  to  the  English  stage.    He  flonrisbed 

•bout  the  year  1640. 
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I  confess^  'tb  something  new,  that  trifles  of  this  nature  should  have  a  second  edition ;  botlfiii 
truth  this  essay  be  at  present  more  correct,  I  have  then  found  an  easy  way  to  gratify  their  cMlk 
who  have  been  pleased  to  indulge  the  errors  in  the  former  impressions.  . 

If  they  who  have  formerly  seen  or  read  this  play,  should  not  perceive  the  amendments,  Ml 
have  touched  the  point ;  since  the  chiefest  art  m  writing  is  the  concealing  of  art ;  and  tbej  rfn 
discover  'em,  and  are  pleased  with  them,  are  indebted  only  to  themselves  for  their  new  satisfadtej 
since  their  former  favour  to  our  negligent  Muses  has  occasion'd  their  appearing  again  in  a  iMi 
studied  dress :  and  certainly  those  labours  are  not  ungrateful,  with  which  the  writers  and  rei|pl 
are  both  pleasM. 

And  since  I  am  npon  the  subject  of  novelties,  I  take  the  boldness  to  advertise  the  reader,  in 
tho*  it  be  unusual,  I  have  in  a  distinct  column  prefixed  the  several  characters  of  the  most  e^mfti 
persons  in  the  play ;  that,  being  acquainted  with  them  at  his  first  setting  out,  he  may  the  lip^ 
ter  judge  how  they  are  carried  on  in  the  whole  composition;  for  plays  being  moral  pictures,  tm 
chiefest  perfections  consist  in  the  force  and  congruity  of  passions  and  humours,  which  are  ^tjt 
tures  and  complexion  of  our  minds;  and  I  cannot  chuse  but  hope,  that  he  wUl  approve  theiljl^ 
nuity  of  this  design,  though  possibly  he  may  dislike  the  painting. 

As  for  those  who  have  been  so  angry  with  this  innocent  piece,  not  guilty  of  so  much  as  thati 
rent  wit,  obscenity  and  profaneness :  These  are  to  let  them  know,  that  thouj^h  the  author  convi 
but  with  few,  he  writes  to  all;  and  aiming  as  well  at  the  delight  as  profit  ofhis  readers,  if  thei 
any  amongst  them,  who  are  pleased  to  enter  their  haggard  Muses  at  so  mean  a  quarry,  they  J 
freely  use  their  poetic  licence;  for  he  pretends  not  to  any  royalty  on  the  mount  of  Parnassus  a 
I  dare  answer  fur  him,  that  he  will  sing  no  more,  till  he  comes  into  that  choir,  where  there  is  i 
enough  for  all :  and  such,  he  presumes,  is  the  good-breeding  of  these  criticks,  that  they  will 
be  so  unmannerly  as  to  crowd  him  there.  Fabewelw 


FROLOGUE.    Spoken  by  Mr  Betterton. 


If  we  could  bit  on't,  gallantSy  there  are  due 
Certain  respects  from  writersy  and  from  you  ; 
Which,  well  observed,  would  celebrate  this  age, 
And  both  support,  and  vindicate  the  stage. 
If  there  were  only  candour  on  your  part. 
And  on  the  poet^a,  judgment,  fancy,  art ; 
If  they  remember  that  their  audience 
Are  persons  of  the  most  exalted  sense; 
And  you  consider  well  the  just  respect 
Due  to  their  poems,  when  they  are  correct : 
Our  two  houses,  then,  may  have  the  fate, 
To  help  to  form  the  manners  of  the  state; 
For  there  are  crimes  arraisn'd  a'  th'  poeVs  bar, 
Which  cannot  be  redressM  at  Westminster, 
Our  ancient  hards  their  morals  did  dispense 
In  numbers,  to  insinuate  the  sense. 
Knowing  that  harmony  affects  the  soul, 
And  who  our  passions  charm,  our  wills  controuL 
This  our  well-meaning  author  had  in  view, 
And  tho'  but  faintly  executed,  you 


Indulg'd  th'  attempt  with  such  benerolence^ 

That  he  has  been  uneasy  ever  since  ; 

For  though  his  vanity  you  gratify*d. 

The  obligation  did  provoke  his  pride. 

But  he  has  now  compounded  with  ambUum^ 

For  that  more  solid  greatness,  self'fruhtian ; 

And,  going  to  embrace  a  civil  death, 

He*s  loath  to  die  indebted  to  your  breath ; 

Therefore  he  would  be  even  w*  you,  but 

force ; 
The  stream  will  rise  no  higher  tfian  the 
And  tbe^  who  treat  such  judges,  should  e: 
Here,  *tis  to  do  ill,  to  do  only  well. 
He  has,  as  other  writers  have,  good-wiU, 
And  only  wants  (like  those)  nature  and  skill |] 
But,  since  he  cannot  reach  the  enyied  heigb^ 
H'  has  cast  some  grains  in  this  to  mend 

weight; 
And  being  to  part  w'  you,  prays  you  to 
This  revived  piece,  as  legacy  or  debt,. 
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■  1 


1* 

/■    PZftSONS. 


DI^AMATIS  PERSONJ£. 


KtLATIpMS. 


HfiNRIQUEy 

Carlos, 

Oct  AVI  o, 


CSARACTEftS* 

CkoUricky  jealous,  revengeful, 
A  wellfiatur^d  moral  Oenilemans 


In  love  with  Cam  ill  a«  but  rejected, 
NearkintmantoDonli^viLiQvt, 

ilnlovewithPonciA,  hut  feigning  to}       .      ...       .  #•  i*  j  rt      i- 

be  in  hve  with  Camilla.  J      ^  ^'"*»'  ^'^^  accompli$h  d  Cavalier. 

(  Contracted  to  PoaciA,  by  Proxy,  fte-  >     A  Soldier,  haughty^  and  rf  exact 


Antonio,     >  ^^roc'«« '«  roa, 
C    y<»"C  he  saw  her. 


Mk:iA, 


Aonofir. 


t         Sister  to  Don  Henri qve«  > 

I         Sister  to  Don  Carlos.  > 

Servant  to  Octavio,  bred  a  Schol^. 
\         Waiting-woman  to  Forcia.        > 

fr»cHr        ]  Servant,  to  D^Ai,Tonjo. 
Silvio, 


Ingenious,  constant,  and  severely  vir» 

tuous. 
Susceptible  rflaoe,  but  cautiom  of  her 

honour, 
A  great  Coward  and  a  pleasant  Droll, 
J^tty,  contriving,  aitd/aithful  to  her 

mistress. 


Geraldo, 
Pedro, 
Bernardino^ 
Jaco, 


>  Servants  to  X>on  Henrique. 


The  Corrigidor  and  Attendants. 
SCENE-SEVILLE. 


ACT  L 


^SCENE—Doji  Antonio»»  House. 

Enter  Don  Henrique. 

J>«  Hen,   How  happy  are  the  men  of  easy 
phlegm  ! 
t^on  the  confines  of  indifference, 
;  from  nature,  the  securest  tenure^ 


(The  peaceful  empire  o'er  themsellres ;  which  we, 
Th*  unhappy  men  of  fire,  without  the  aids 
Of  mighty  reason,  or  AlmigbtT^^race, 
Are  all  our  lives  contending  for  in  vain. 
'TIS  evident,  that  solid  happiness 
Is  founded  on  the  conquest  of  our  passions;  ^ 
But  since  they  are  the  fiavourites  of  sense. 
Self-love  bribes  reason  still  in  their  defence : 


TWa  play,  m  the  third  edition,  from  which  it  is  here  printed,  received  some  additions  and  im- 
"'    '    ta.    Oownes  says,  fhe  £arl  of  Bristol  joined  in  wntiag  it.    The  first  pei&nnance  of  it  was 

vols.    IIU  3  F 
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Thus,  in  «  calro»  I  reason ;  but  when  cross'd. 
The  pilot  quits  the  helm,  and  I  am  toss'd. 

Enier  Silvio. 

iSi7.  Sir,  Don  Carios  is  without. 
D.  Hen,  Wait  on  him  in. 

Enter  Don  Carlos. 

D.  Car,  Cousin,  metbinks  this  dajr  hath  longer 


Than  usual ;  since  *tis  so  far  advancM 
Witliout  our  seeing  one  another. 
D.  Hen,  If  I  h^l  not  been  hinder*d  bj  some 

business, 
I  should,  ere  this,  have  seen  you,  t'  have  told 

you 
Some  pleasing  news  I  lateljf  have  receiv'd  ; 
You  have  so  often  borne  with  my  distempers, 
nris  fit  that  once,  at  least,  you  shoidd  partake 
Of  my  i^Dod  humour. 

P.  Car.  What  cause  soever  has  producM  this 

change, 
I  heartily  rejoice  in  the  effect, 
And  may  it  long  continue. 
-     D.  Hen,  I  can  inform  you,  by  experience, 

now. 
How  great  a  satisfaction  'tis  to  find 
A  heart  and  head  eas*d  of  a  weighty  care; 
For  a  gentleman  of  my  warm  temper. 
Jealous  of  the  honour  of  his  family, 
(As  yet  ne*er  blemish'd,)  to  be  fainy  freed 
From  the  tuition  of  an  orphan  sister, 
Rich,  beautiful,  and  young. 

V.  Car,  You  know,  Don  Henrique,  for  these 

thirteen  years. 
That  I  hare  been  with  the  like  province  chargM ; 
An  only  sister,  by  our  parents*  will, 
(When  they  were  called  from  their  cares  below,) 
Committed!  to  mv  trust ;  much  more  exposM 
To  the  great  woiid  than  yours ;  and,  sir,  unless 
Nearness  of  blood  deceive  me,  short  of  few 
In  those  perfections  which  invite  the  gallants : 
Yet,  thanks  to  my  temper,  cousin,  as  well 
As  to  her  virtue,  I  have  seen  her  grow. 
Even  firom  her  childhood  to  her  dangerous  age. 
Without  tlie  least  disturbance  to  my  rest ; 
And  when  with  equal  justice  I  reflect 
On  the  great  modesty  and  circumspection 
Of  lovely  Porcia,  I  conclude,  that  you 
Might  well  have  slept  as  undiaturb'd  as  I. 


D.  Hen,  Sir,  I  complain  not  of  my  sister*! 
conduct ; 
But  you  know  well,  younp  maids  are  so  expoi*d 
To  the  invasion  of  audacious  men, 
And  to  ihe  malice  of  their  envious  sex ; 
You  must  confess  the  confines  of  their  fame 
Are  never  safe,  till  guarded  by  a  husband, 
^is  true,  discreet  relations  ought  to  use 
Preventions  of  all  kinds ;  but,  dear  Carlos, 
The  blemish  once  receiv'd,  no  wash  is  good 
For  stains  of  honour,  but  th*  offender's  hiooA, 

D,  Car,  Y*  are  too  severe  a  judge  of  points  of 
honour. 

D«  Hen,  And  therefore,  having  not  king sboe 
receiv'd 
The  news,  thai  Don  Antonio  de  Mendoia 
Is  likely  to  be  here  this  night,  from  Flanden; 
To  whom  my  sister,  by  th*  intervention 
O*  th*  Marquiss  d'Olivera,  is  contracted; 
I  will  not  close  these  eves  till  I  have  seeo 
Her,  and  my  cares,  safe  lodg*d  within  his  aros. 

D,  Cur,  1  find  your  travels,  cousin,  have  not 
^  cur'd  you 
Of  that  innate  severity  to  women ; 
Urg*d  justly  as  a  national  reproach 
To  all  of  us  abroad ;  tlie  rest  o*  th'  worid 
Lament  that  tender  sex  amongst  us  here, 
Born  only  to  be  honorable  prisoners ; 
The  sreater  quality,  the  closer  kept ; 
Which  cruelty  is  reveng'd  upon  ourselves, 
Whilst,  by  immuring  those  whom  most  we  love, 
We  sing  and  sigh  only  to  iron-grates. 
As  cruel  is  that  over-cautious  custom. 
By  proxy  to  contract  parties  unknowu 
To  one  another ;  this  is  only  fit 
For  sovereign  princes,  whose  high  qualities 
Will  not  allow  of  previous  interviews ; 
They  sacrifice  their  love  to  publick  good. 
Consulting  interest  of  state  and  blood : 
A  custom,  which,  as  yet,  I  never  knew 
Us*d  amongst  persons  of  a  lower  rank. 
Without  a  sequel  of  sad  accidents. 
Sir,  understand  me  right ;  I  speak  not  this 
By  way  of  pro[)hecy ;  I  am  no  stranger 
To  Don  Antonio's  reputation. 
Which  I  believe  so  just,  I  no  way  doubt 
Your  sister's  being  happy  in  him. 

D,  Hen,  Don  Carlos,  let  us  quit  this  aipH 
ment ; 
I  am  now  going  to  our  noble  friend 


at  conrt ;  and  on  its  appearance  on  the  stage  at  the  Duke's  theatre,  it  met  with  great  applaose,  tfd 
was  acted  thirteen  nights  successively.  Eouard,  in  the  preface  to  his  translation  (Mf  Terence,  |t^  ^ 
this  ffeneral  character,  that  it  <'  is  one  of  the  pleasantest  stories  tliat  ever  appealed  upon  oarfUi^ 
and  has  as  much  variety  of  plots  and  intrigues,  without  any  thing  being  precipitated,  improper,^ 
nnnatural,  as  to  the  main  action."  In  the  year  1767,  Mr  Hull  made  some  alterations  in  it,  with  wlik^ 
it  was  acted  at  Covent  Oarden  theatre  about  nine  nights,  under  the  titie  of  The  Perflexiiiet,  '^ 
the  id  edition  were  prefixed  complimentaryverses  by  James  Long,  J.  Evelyn,  A.  Cowley,  Js^ 
Nedham,  M.D.,  Lod.  Carlile,  Chr.  Wase,  wUliiBm  Joyner,  and  one  copy  signed  MelpomcBe.  bSir 
Wm  Davenanfs  Works,  p.  SS9,  is  a  prologue  written  by  him,  addressed  tp  the  Lord  ChaBoeUir,M  ^ 
acting  9£  this  pl^  at  the  Inner  Temple. 
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Asid  kiDsmaii  the  Corrigidor,  to  «ee 
If  be'U  oblige  us  with  his  company 
At  my  sister's  wedding ;  will  you  come  along  ? 
D,  Car.  Most  willingly;  as  soon  as  I  have 
brought 
My  sister  htther,  who  has  given  this  evening 
To  her  cousin  Porcia, 
D.  Hen,  I  have  some  business,  cousin,  by 
the  way, 
m  go  before,  and  wait  you  i'  th'  piazza. 
Your  servant,  sir. 

[Don  H£NRiQUR  waiti  on  him  to  the  door. 
Exit  Don  Carlos. 
D.  Hen.  This  kinsman  is  ipy  bosom  friend ; 
and  jret. 
Of  all  men  living,  I  must  hide  from  him 
My  deep  resentments  of  his  sister's  scorn. 
That  cruel  maid,  to  wound  me  to  tlie  heart. 
Then  close  her  ears  against  my  just  complaints ! 
But  though  as  yet  I  cannot  h^l  my  wound, 
I  may,  by  my  revenge  upon  my  rival. 
Divert  the  pain;  and  I  will  drive  it  home; 
There's  in  revenge  a  balm,  which  will  appease  . 
The  present  grief,  and  time  cure  the  disease. 

[Exit  Don  Uehrique. 

Enter  Porcia. 

For.  My  heart  is  so  oppress'd  with  fear  and 

That  It  must  break,  unless  it  finds  relief; 
The  roan  I  love,  is  forc'd  to  fly  my  sight, 
'And  like  a  Parthian  kills  me  in  his  flight; 
One  wliom  I  never  saw,  I  most  embrace. 
Or  else  destroy  the  honour  of  my  race. 
A  brother's  care,  more  cruel  than  his  hate ; 

0  how  perplexed  are  the  iktrigues  of  fate  !  ' 

Enter  Don  Carlos  and  Camilla. 

D.  Car.  Cousin^  I  thought  my  sister's  com- 
pany 
Would  not  displease  you,  whilst  I  wait  upon 
Your  brother  in  a  visit. 

For.  Sir,  you  oblige  me  with  a  welcome  favour. 

1  rather  should  have  stil'd  it  charity. 

To  bring  a  friend  to  her,  whose  cruel  fate 

Has  robb'd  her  of  herself.  [Aside. 

Cam.  Methinks,  'tis  pity  that  a  wall  should 
make 
The  houses  two,  of  friends  so  entirely  one, 
As  you,  and  I,  and  our  two  brothers  are. 

for.  If  it  be  true,  that  lovers  live  much  more 


There  where  they  love,  than  where  tbey  breathei 

I'm  sure 
No  walls  can  sever  us,  we're  still  toeether. 
D.  Car,  Were  I  not  much  engaged,  I  would 
not  quit 
So  sweet  a  conversation  ;  but,  sister. 
At  my  return  I'll  wait  upon  you  home. 
For.  For  this  night,  cousin,  pray  let  her  bei 
mine, 
I  beg  it  of  you  both. 
D.  Car.   You  may  command,  we  are  both 
yours.  [Exit  Don  Ca&lo9. 

For.  My  dear  Camilla,  bow  I  loog'd  to  have 
thee, 
[Porcia  throws  Aerte^^ on  Camilla's  neck^ 
Where,  freeljr  breathing  out  my  grief,  1  might 
8ome  mitigation  Irora  thy  pity  find  ! 
But  since  there's  no  true  pity  without  pain. 
Why  should  I  ease  by  thy  a&iction  gam  ? 

Catn.  Ah,  Porcia  I  if  compassion  suffering  be^ 
And  to  condole  be  pain;  my  destiny 
Will  full  revenge  in  the  same  kind  aflbrd. 
Should  I  but  my  onequal'd  grte&  relate. 
And  vou  but  equally  participate. 
For,  If  your*s,  as  mine,  from  love-disasters 
rise. 
Our  fates  are  more  ally'd  than  families. 

Cam,  What  to  our  sex  and  blooming  age  can 
prove 
An  anguish  worthy  of  our  sighs,  but  love  ? 
For.  Tis  true,  Camilla,  were  your  fate  like 
mine. 
Hopeless  to  hold,  unable  to  resign. 
Cam.  Let's  tell  our  stories,  then  we  soon  shall 
see 
Which  of  us  two  excels  in  misery. 
For.  Cousin,  agreed. 
Cam.  Do  you  ^in  then. 
For.  You  know,  Camilla,  be8t,4K>wgenerousIy, 
How  long,  and  how  discreetly,  Don  Octavio 
Has  serv'd  me;  and  what  trials  of  his  faith 
And  fervour  I  did  make,  ere  I  allow'd  him 
The  least  liope  to  sustain  his  noble  love. 
Cousin,  all  this  you  know;  'twas  in  your  house 
We  had  our  inten-iew.s ;  where  you  were  plea^'d 
To  suffer  feign'd  addresses  to  yourself. 
To  cover  from  my  watchful  brotlier'b  eyes 
The  passion  which  Octavio  had  for  me. 

Cam,  My  memory  in  this  needs  no  refreshing. 
For.   And  how  one  evening  (O  that  fiital 
hour !) 
My  brother  passing  by  Don  Carlos'  house. 


A»i  like  a  Pmikua^  Ac—Prior  has  adopted  this  image : 

<<  So  when  the  Parthian  tnni'd  his  steed, 
And  from  the  hostile  camp  withdrew, 

He  backward  sent  the  fatal  reed, 
Secure  of  conquest  as  he  flew," 
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with  his  gTMt  friend  aed  confident  Don  Pedro^ 
Did  chance  to  see  the  unfortunate  Octavio 
In  your  balcony,  entertainios  me : 
Wliom,  not  believing  there,  he  took  for  700 ; 
My  back  being  towards  him,  and  both  dress*d 

alike ; 
Enrag'd  with  jealousy,  this  cruet  roan 
(To  whom  all  moderation  is  unknown) 
Resolves  to  stamp  all  your  neglects  of  him 
In's  suppos'd  riyaf,  poor  Octavio's  heart. 
Thev  take  ifa^ir  stand  i*  th'  comer  of  our  street ; 
And  after  some  little  time,  Octavio, 
Free  from  suspicion,  as  design  of  ill, 
Retires ;  they  assault  him,  and  in  *&  own  defence 
He  kills  Don  Pedro,  and  is  fbrc'd  to  fly ; 
Idy  brother  cruelly  pursues  him  still, 
With  such  insatiate  thirst  after  revei^. 
That  nothing  but  Octavio*s  blood  can  quench ; 
Covering  his  ill-nature  and  suspicion 
,  With  the  resentment  of  Don  Pedro*s  death. 

Cam.  Is  this  the  sum  of  your  sad  story,  Porcia  ? 
Is  this  all? 

Par,  No,  no,  Camilla,  'tis  the  prologne  only, 
The  tragedy  will  follow— This  brother. 
To  whose  impetuous  will  my  deceased  parents 
(May  their  souls  rest  in  peace !)  having  coudemn'd 
Me  and  my  fortune,  treats  me  like  a  slave ; 
80  far  from  suff  Ving  me  to  make  my  choice^ 
T^iat  be  denounces  death  if  I  refuse; 
And  now,  to  frustrate  all  my  hopes  at  once^ 
Has  very  lately  made  me  sitfn  a  contract 
To  one  in  Flanders,  whom  I  never  saw ; 

And  is  this  night  (they  say)  expected  here. 
Cam,  Is  such  a  rigour  possible,  dear  Porcia? 
PtfP,  Was  ever  misery  like  mine,  Camilla? 

Reduc'd  to  such  extremes,  past  all  relief? 

If  I  acquaint  my  brother  with  my  love 

T*  Octavio,  the  man  whom  he  most  hates, 
J  must  expect  the  worst  effects  of  fury ; 

If  I  endeavour  to  forget  Oetavio, 

Even  that  attempt  renews  his  memory. 

And  heightens  my  dis<}uiet;  if  I  refuse 

To  marry,  I  am  lost;  if  I  obey, 

I  cast  Octavio  and  myself  away. 

Two  such  extremes  of  ill  no  choice  admit. 

Each  seems  the  worst ;  on  which  rock  shall  I 
split? 

Since,  if  I  marry,  I  cannot  survive; 

And  not  to  marry,  were  to  die  alive.  [ing ; 

Cam.  Yc»ur  story,  I  confess,  is  strangely  mov- 

Yet,  if  yon  could  my  fortune  weigh  with  your's, 

In  scales  of  equal  sensibility. 

You  would  not  change  your  sufferings  for  mine. 
Por.  What  pan  tliere  be  in  nature  more  af- 
flicting. 

Than  to  be  torn  from  th'  object  of  my  love, 

And  forc'd  to  embrace  a  man  whom  I  must  hate? 
Cam.  Have  you  not  known  that  object  of  your 
love. 

And  entertainM  the  person  you  esteem? 

Have  yon  not  heard,  and  answer*d  to  his  sighs  ? 

Has  he.not  home  his  p^rt  in  all  your  cares? 

Do  not  you  live  and  reign  within  his  heart? 


Por.  I  doubt  no  more  his  faith,  tban  my  hnd 

fate. 
Cam.  Tell  me,  dearest  Porcia,  if  I  love  one, 
Whom  I  shall  never  see,  suff  *nng  as  mock, 
Without  the  means  of  e'er  expressing  it. 
As  what  I  suffer  is  above  expression ; 
if  all  my  sighs  wander  in  fleeting  air. 
And  ne'er  can  reach  his  ears  for  whom  ibefte 

form'd ; 
If  all  my  passion,  all  my  killing  cares. 
Must  be  lor  ever  to  their  cause  unknown; 
If  their  sad  weight  must  sink  me  to  my  grave, 
Without  one  groan  that  he  can  ever  hear, 
Or  the  least  hope,  that  I  should  eVr  obtain 
Ease  by  's  pity,  or  cure  by  his  disdain ; 
If  this  the  state  of  my  mi^rtune  be, 
(As  Heaven,  that  has  decreed  it,  knows  it  is,) 
Say,  dearest  Porcia,  do  you  envy  me  ? 

Por.  What  overwcruel  laws  of  decency 
Have  struck  you  dumb?    have  yon  mispbcM 

your  love, 
On  soch  a  party  as  you  dare  not  own  ? 

Cam.  No,  no ;  the  cause  is  worthy  of  tb'  e^ 
feet; 
For,  though  I  bad  no  passion  for  this  persos, 
1  were  ungrateful  if  I  should  not  give 
The  first  place  in  my  heart  to  such  high  merit 

Por.  If  he  has  been  so  happ^  to  deserve 
Your  love,  why  are  not  you  so  just  to  let 
Him  know  it? 

Cam.  Tis  impossible.    Ah,  that  dismal  word 
Clearly  states  the  difference  of  our  fortunes ! 
Yon,  in  your  first  adventure  have  been  cTom% 
But  I,  before  I  can  set  out,  am  lost. 
Por.  Prav  make  me  compreliend  this  mjstefy. 
Cam.  Tis  t'  open  my  wounds  afresb,  dear 
Porcia, 
But  you  must  be  obey*d —  MA^  «  UitUpme. 
His  excellence  the  Conde  (T  Oniate 
Being  sent  ambassador  to  tb*  emperor, 
We,  having  the  honour  to  be  near  ally 'd 
To  's  lady,  went  with  biro ;  my  brother 
Was  desir*d  by  her,  to  make  that  journey : 
Whose  tenderness  for  me,  not  suffering  him 
To  jet  me  stay  behind,  I  was  engag'd, 
Apd  treate<l  by  th'  ambassadress,  my  ooqsid, 
With  more  respect  than  I  could  ever  mfrit. 
Por.  She  's  a  lady  fam'd  for  great  civility. 
Cam.  We  had  not  pass'd  much  time  i'tb*aB* 
peror*s  court. 
When  my  dear  brother,  unexpectedly. 
By  urgent  business  was  call'd  back  to  SeviDe; 
In  our  return  (parsing  too  near  a  garrison 
Of  ih'  enemy's)  our  convoy  was  surpriz'd 
And  routed  by  a  party  of  their  horse—- 
Por.  Camilla,  you  begin  to  raise  my  tetis* 
Cam,  We  being  pris'ners,  were  hniry'd  itx«f 
away 
To  the  enemy's  quarters,  where  my  iO  fiite 
Made  me  appear  too  pleasing  to  the  eyes 
Of  their  commander;  who,  at  first  appraa^ 
Pretends  to  parly  in  a  lover's  stile, 
Protesting  that  my  face  had  changed  oariora«0} 
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And  him  ray  captive  made :  but  finding  soon 
How  little  he  advanc'd  in  bis  design, 
By  flattery  -.md  his  feign'd  submission ; 
lid  shifts  bis  person,  ccills  me  bis  prisoner, 
And  swears  my  virgin  treasure  was  his  prize ; 
But  yet  protests  he  had  much  rather  owe  it 
To  my  indulgence,  than  his  own  good  fortune; 
And  so,  through  storms  and  calms,  the  villain 

still 
PufBues  liis  course  to  bis  accursed  end ; 
But  finding  me  inflexible  to  his  threats 
As  well  as  fawnings,  he  resolves  to  use 
The  last  and  uncontrouled  argument 
Of  impious  men  in  power,  force. 

For,  Ah,  poor  Camilla !  where  was  your  bro- 
ther. 
At  a  time  of  such  distress  ? 

Cam.  My  brother !  he,  alas,  was  long  before 
Borne  away  from  me  in  the  first  encounter ; 
Where  having  certainly  bebav*d  himself, 
As  well  became  his  nation  and  his  name, 
Reinain'd  sore  wounded  in  another  house. 

For,  Pr*y  thee  make  haste  to  free  me  from  this 
fright. 

Cam.  The  brute  approaches,  and  by  violence 
Endeavours  to  accomplish  his  intent ; 
I  iovocate  my  guardian  angel,  and  resist, 
But  with  unequal  force,  though  rage  supply*d 
Those  spirits  which  my  fear  had  put  to  flight ; 
At  length  grown  faint  with  crying  out  and  striv- 

I  spy'd  a  dagger  by  the  villain's  side, 

Which  snatching  boldly  out,  as  my  last  refuge. 

With  his  own  arms  I  wound  the  savage  beast ; 

He,  at  the  stroke,  unseized  me,  and  gave  back ; 

So  guilt  produces  cowardice;  then  i. 

The  dagger  pointing  to  my  breast,  cry'd  out, 

Villain,  keep  ofl",  for  if  thou  dost  persist, 

ril  be  myself  both  sacrifice  and  priest : 

1  boldly  now  defy  thy  lust  and  hate ; 

She  that  dares  chuse  to  die,  may  brave  her  fate. 

For,  How  I  love  and  envy  thee,  at  once  ! 

[PoRCiA  starts  to  her  and  kisses  her. 
Go  on,  brave  maid. 

Catn.  Immediately  the  drums  and  trumpets 
sound. 
Pistols  go  off,  and  a  great  cry.  To  arms. 
To  arms:  the  lustful  satyr  flies;  I  stand 
Pix'd  with  amazement  to  the  marble  floor. 
Holding  my  uuardian  dagger  up  alofb, 
As  if  the  ravisher  had  threatened  still. 

For,  I  fancy  tliee,  Camilla,  in  that  posture. 
Like  a  noble  statue,  which  I  remember-    • 
To  have  seen,  of  the  enraged  Juno,  w 

When  she  had  robb'd  Jove  of  his  thunderbolt. 

Cum.  Freed  from  this  fright,  my  spirits  flowed 
so  fast 
To  the  forsaken  channels  of  my  heart. 
That  they,  wlio  by  their  prdi;rly  access 
Would  have  supported  life,  by  throngs  oppress : 
0*crcharg'd  with  joy,  I  fell  into  a  swoon, 
And  that  which  happened  during  this  interval, 
Is  not  withiu  the  circle  of  my  knowledge. 


For.  Y'  have  rais'd  me  to  a  mighty  expecta- 
tion; 
Will  the  adventure  answer  it,  Camilla  ? 
'  Cum.  At  my  return  to  life,  op'ning  my  eves, 
Think,  dearest  Porcia,  how  I  was  astonished. 
To  find  there,  kneeling  by  my  sxle,  a  man 
Of  a  mobc  noble  form,  who  bowing  to  me. 
Madam  (says  he)  y*  are  welcome  to  the  world; 
Pardon,  I  pray,  the  boldness  of  a  stranger. 
Who  humbly  sues  t'  you  to  continue  in  it; 
Or,  if  you  needs  will  leave  us,  stay  at  least 
Until  I  have  reveng'd  >our  wrongs,  aud  then 
1*11  wait  upon  you  to  the  other  world. 
For  you  withdrawn,  this  will  a  desart  seem. 
And  life  a  torment. 

For.  High  gallantry,  cousin,  for  the  first  ad- 
dress. 

Cam.  Tw&s  so  surprizing,  that  my  confusion 
Check'd  my  reply ;  but  I  suppose  my  looks 
Did  speak  the  grateful  language  of  my  heart; 
For  I  perceiv'd  an  air  of  joy  enlighten 
His  manly  face;  but,  oh  I  how  soon  'twas  clouded 
By  firesh  alarms  1  we  beard  tJie  soldiers  cry, 
Where's  Antonio  ?  the  enemy  is  rally'd, 
And  coming  on  to  give  a  second  charge. 
He  started  up,  and,  with  a  mien  that  mark*d 
The  conflict  twixt  his  honour  and  his  love, 
Madam  (says  he)  the  soul  was  never  yet 
With  such  convulsion  from  the  body  torn. 
As  I  from  you ;  but  it  must  ne'er  be  said 
That  Don  Antonio  de  Mendoza 
Follows  those  in  dangers,  whom  he  ought  to  lead. 
Thus  the  vanquished  conqueror  disappear*d. 
Leaving  that  image  stampM  upon  my  heart, 
To  which  I  all  the  joys  must  sacrifice 
Of  the  poor  remnant  of  my  wretched  life ; 
If  properly  to  live  I  may  be  said, 
Wlien  all  my  hopes  of  seeing  him  are  dead. 

[She  puts  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyet. 

For,  Though  you  have  kept  this  part  of  your 
adventure 
Still  from  me— 

Cam.  And  from  every  body  living. 

For.  I  have  observ'd  the  signs  of  smotber*d 
grief; 
I  've  often  seen  those  lovely  eyes  much  swoln. 
Those  are  tnie  tears,  Camilla,  which  are  storn. 
But  what  said  you  was  his  name,  Camilla  ? 

Cam.  Antonio  de  Mendoza. 

For.  O  heavens,  Antonio  de  Mendoza ! 

£fi^er  Don  Henrique^ 

D.  Hen.  I'm  pleas'd  to  find  you  speaking  of 

your  husband. 
Cam.  What's  that  I  hear  i  her  husband  ! 

[Aside. 
D.  Hen.  Have  you  the  letter  ready,  I  detir'd 
you 
To  write  to  him  ?  111  send  a  servant  with  it. 
To  meet  him  on  tlie  way,  'twill  shew  respecC 
For.  You  know  my  ohedieiice,  brotberr 
JD.  Hen,  rris  well,  sister. 
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Enter  Silvio. 

Sil,  Sir,  beres  a  servant  of  Don  Antonio 
Newlv  alighted  at  tlie  gate ;  he's  come 
Post  m>m  bis  master, cliargM  with  letters  for  you. 
D,  Hen,  I  could  not  have  received  more  wel- 
come news. 
Go,  bring  bim  in;  sister,  you  may  withdraw. 

[Exeunt  Porcia  and  Camilla. 

Enter  Ernesto  and  Silvio. 

Em,  Sir,  Don  Antonio  kisses  your  hands, 
And  sends  me  to  present  this  letter  to  you. 
[He  gives  a  letter  to  Dan  Henrique.    Don 
Henrique  opens  it,  and,  having  read  it  to 
himself,  says: 
D.  Hen.  Vm  glad  to  find  by  's  letter  he  's  in 
health ; 
Yet  metbinks,  friend,  be  writes  but  doubtfully 
Of  *s  being  here  this  night,  as  I  expected. 
Em,  His  letter,  I  suppose,  sir,  speaks  bis 

purpose. 
D,  Hen,  I II  answer  %  and  dispatch  you  pre- 
sently ; 
In  the  mean  while,  go  make  him  welcome, 
Silvio.  [JSx^n^  Silvio  aa(^  Ernesto. 
I  would  to  Heaven  he  were  arrived ;  I  grow 
Each  minute  more  impatient :  as  bodicfs 
Near  the  centre  move  with  more  violence ; 
So  when  we  approach  the  ends  of  our  designs, 
Our  expectations  are  the  more  intense. 
And  our  fears  greater,  of  all  cross  events. 

[Esit  Henrique. 

Enter  Silvio,  Ernesto,  Geraldo,  Pedro^ 
Bernardino,  J  ago,  vith  some  cups  of  cho- 
colate. 

Sil,  Metbinks,  camerade,  a  soup  of  chocolate 
Is  not  amiss  after  a  tedious  journey — 
Your  master's  health,  sir.  [He  drinks, 

Em,  *  I'll  do  you  reason,  sir. 

SiL  Pray  how  long  is  %  brother,  since  you 
left  Spain  ^ 

Em,  Tis  now  five  years,  and  upwards,  since 
I  went 
From  Seville,  with  my  roaster,  into  Flanders, 
The  king's  fencing-school ;  where  nil  his  subjects 
Given  to  fighting,  are  taught  the  use  of  arms. 
And  notably  kept  in  breath. 

Sil,  Your  master,  I  am  sure,  has  got  the  fame 
To  be  a  perMous  man  in  that  rough  trade. 

Em,  He's  a  brave  soldier,  envy  roust  con- 
fess it. 

Fed,  It  seems  so,  fiiith,  since  merely  by  the 
force 
Of  his  ^reat  reputation,  he  can  take 
Our  bright  young  mistress  in  without  a  siege. 

Em.  Iff  mistake  not,  she  will  be  reveng'd 


On  bim  ere  long,  and  take  bim  too,  by  tb'  force 
Of  her  rare  wit  and  beauty. 

Fed.  Sh'  as  a  fair  portion,  sir,  of  both,  I  dare 
Assure  you. 

Sil.  But  pr'vtbee,  brother,  instruct  us  a  little; 
Tell  us,  what  kind  of  country  is  this  Holland, 
That's  so  much  talk'd  of,  and  so  much  fought 
for? 
Ern.  Why,  friend,  'tis  a  huge  ship  at  anchor, 
fraueht 
With  a  sort  of  creatures  made  up  of  turf 
And  butter. 
Fed,  Pray,  sir,  what  do  they  drink  in  tfaat 
country  ? 
Tis  said,  there's  neither  fountains  there 
Nor  vines. 

Em.  This  is  the  butler,  sure,  by  bis  apt 

question.  [^ft^ 

Friend,  they  drink  there  a  certain  muddy  liquor, 

Made  of  that  grain  with  which  you  f€«d  yov 

mules. 

Fed.  What,  bariev  ?  can  that  juice  qneoch 

their  thirst  f 
Em.  You'd  scarce  believe  it  could,  did  yoa 
but  see 
How  oft  they  drink. 
Fed,  But  metbinks  that  should  make  them 

drunk,  camerade — 
Em,    Indeed  most   strangers   are   of  that 
opinion. 
But  they  themselves  believe  it  not,  because 
They  are  so  often. 

uer,  A  nation,  sure,  of  walking  tuns !  the 
world 
Has  not  the  like. 

Em,  Pardon  me,  friend ;  there  is  but  a  gresl 
ditch 
Betwixt  tbem  and  such  another  nation; 
If  these  good  fellows  would  but  join,  and  drink 
That  dry,  i'  faith  they  might  shake  hands. 
Ger,  Pr'ytbee,  friend,  can  theM  Dutch  6or> 

racios  fight? 
Em.  They  can  do  even  as  well,  for  they  can 
pay 
Those  that  can  fight. 

Sil,  But  where,  I  pray,  sir,  do  they  get  tbetr 

money? 
Em.  Oh,  sir,  they  have  a  thriving  mysteiy; 
They  cheat  their  neighb'ring  princes  of  their  trade, 
And  then  they  buy  £eir  subjects  for  their  soWiets, 
SiL  Metbinks  our  armies  should  beat  tbeie 
butter^boxes 
Out  of  the  world. 

Em.  Trust  me,  brother,  they*U  sooner  b«rt 
our  armies 
Out  of  their  country ;  why,  ready  money,  Cekod, 
Will  do  much  more  in  camps,  as  well  as  courtsi 
Than  a  ready  wit,  I  dare  assure  you. 
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Ger.  MeihinkSy  camerade,  oar  king  sbonld 
have  more  money, 
Than  these  Dutch  swabben;  lie*s  master  o*  tb' 

lodiesy 
Where  money  grows. 
Em,  But  tbey  have  herrings^  friend^  which,  I 
assure  you, 
Are  worth  our  master's  mines. 

Ger.  Herrings !  why,  what  a  devil  do  tbey  grow 
In  their  country  ? 
Em,  No,  fiuth,  they  fish  'em  on  the  English 
coast. 
And  fetch  their  salt  from  France,  then  tbey 

pickle  'em. 
And  sell  'em  all  o'er  the  world. 
Ger.  'Slife,  these  rascals  live  by  cookery. 
Em.  This  is  the  coddled  cook,  I've  found 
him  out.  [Afide, 

Ber,  What  kind  of  beds,  sir,  have  they  i'  that 

country? 
Em,  This,  I  dare  swear  's  the  groom  o'  th' 
chamber.  [Aside. 

Sir,  they  have  certain  niches  in  their  walls. 
Where  they  climb  up  o'  nights,  and  there  tbey 

stew 
In  their  own  grease  till  morning. 
Jug,  Pray,  sir,  give  me  leave  to  ask  you  one 
question ; 
What  manner  of  women  have  they  in  that 
country? 
Em.  The  gentleman-usher,  upon  my  life. 

[Aiide. 
Pray  eicuse  me,  sir ;  we  gentlemen  soldiers 
Value  ourselves  upon  our  civility 
To  that  soft  sex ;  and,  in  good  faith,  they  are 
The  softest  of  that  sex,  I  ever  met  with. 

Joe,  Does  any  of  our  Spaniards  ever  marnr 
With 'em? 
Em.  Yes,  some  lean  fiunilies,  that  have  a 
mind 
To  hird  their  progeny. 
^  What,  a  God's  name,  could  cpme  into  the 
heads 
Of  this  people,  to  make  them  rebel  ? 
Em.  Why,  religion;   that  came  into  their 
beads 
A  God*s  name. 

Ger.  But  what  a  devil  made  the  noblemen 
Rebel,  they  never  mind  religion  ? 
Em.  Why,  that  which  made  the  devil  himself 
rebel. 
Ambition. 

Sil,  This  is  a  pleasant  fellow.  ^Aside. 

I  find  you  gentlemen  soldiers  want  no  wit. 
Em,  When  we're  well  paid,  sir;  but  that's  so 
seldom, 
I  find  that  gentleman  wants  wit  that  is 
A  soldier — ^Your  company's  very  good. 
Bat  I  have  business  which  requires  dispatdk 
Pa/.  Will  yon  not  mend  your  draught  before 

yoM  go? 
Em,  I  thank  you,  sir,  I  have  done  verv  well. 
AlU  Your  servant,  your  fler?ant,&c.  [Kxwni. 


Enter  Camilla,  Porcia,  Flora. 

For,  Was  e'er  disaster  like  to  mine,  Camilla? 
Cam.  Was  e'er  mbfortune,  Porcia,  like  to  mine? 
¥or.  That  I  must  never  see  Octavio  more  ? 
Cam,  That  I  again  must  Don  Antonio  see. 
Yet  never  see  him  mine  ? 

For.  I,  to  be  marry*d  to  the  man  I  hate. 
Cam.  And  I,  to  have  the  man  I  love  torn 

from  me. 
Tor,  I  am,  by  robbing  of  my  friend,  undone. 
Cam.  I,  for  not  hind'ring  of  the  thef)^  am  lost. 
Tor,  Ye  powers,  who  these  entangled  fortunes 
give. 
Instruct  us  how  to  die,  or  how  to  live.  [She  weeps. 
Cam.  Cousin,  when  we  should  act,  then  to 
complain 
Is  childishly  to  beat  the  air  in  vain. 
These  descants  on  our  griefs  only  perplex ; 
Let 's  seek  the  remedy ;  you  know,  our  sex 
This  honour  bears  from  men,  in  exigents 
Of  love,  never  to  want  expedients. 

Tor.  You  have  awaken'd  me,  give  me  your 
veil; 

[Porcia  takes  o/^Camilla's  veil  and 
puts  it  on  herself. 
Quickly,  dear  cousin,  quickly;  and  you.  Flora, 
Run  presently,  and  see  whether  my  brother 
Be  settlecl  to  dispatch  Antonio's  man. 

[Exit  Flora. 
Cam,  What  mean  you,  Porcia  ? 
Tor,  If  once  my  brother  be  set  down  to  write, 
I  may  securely  reckon  one  hour  mine ; 
For  he  is  so  extravagantly  jealous. 
That  he  distrusts  the  sense  of  his  own  words. 
And  will  weigh  a  subscription  to  a  scruple. 
Lest  be  should  wrong  his  family  by  his  stile ; 
Therefore,  I'll  serve  myself  on  this  occasion 
To  see  Octavio,  and  to  let  him  know, 
That  all  our  hopes  are  ready  to  expire. 
Unless  he  finds  some  prompt  expedient 
For  our  relief. 
Cam.  Pray  how,  and  where  d'  you  hope  to 

speak  with  him  ? 
Tor.  At  his  own  house,  where  he  lies  yet  con* 
ceai'd; 
Tis  not  far  off,  and  I  will  venture  thither. 
Cam,  D'  you  know  the  wav  ? 
Tor.  Not  very  well,  but  Florals  a  good  guide. 

Enter  Flora  hastily, 

Th.  O  madam  I  he's  coming  already. 
Tor,  Ah,  spiteful  destiny  !  Come,  let's  retire 
Into  my  chamber,  cousin. 

[Exeunt  Porcia  and  Camilla. 

Enter  Don  Hinrique  and  Ernesto. 

D.  Hen,  If  yon  desire  to  see  ber,  friend,  you 

may. 
Bm.  I  should  be  glad  to  acquaint  my  master, 

sir, 
That  I  have  had  the  honour  to  see  bis  bridtfv 
D.  Hen.  Where's  your  lady.  Flora  ? 
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Flo,  Sbe*s  in  her  chamber,  sir. 

D.  Hen,  Tell  her,  Aiitotuo*s  man  attends  her 
here, 
To  do  bis  dutj  to  her,  ere  he  goes.  [Exit  Flora. 
Stay  here ;  yoo'll  Bod  lier  with  a  kiiiswoman, 
In  her  home-dress,  witliont  a  veil,  but  you 
Are  privileged,  by  your  rehition,  for  this  access; 
1*11  go  dispatch  my  letter.       [Exit  Uemrique. 

Enter  Camilla,  Porcia,  and  Flora. 

[Ernesto  addresses  himself  to  Camilla, 
seeing  her  without  a  veil. 
Em,  Madam,  I  have  been  bold  to  beg  the 
honour 
Of  seeing  your  ladyship,  to  make  myself 
More  welcome  to  my  lord,  at  my  return. 

Por,  A  rare  mistake !  further  it,  dear  Camilla, 
Who  knows  what  good  this  error  may  produce  ? 

[Aside. 
Cam.  Friend,  in  what  state  left  you  your  lord 

and  mine  ? 
JElm.  As  happy  as  the  hopes  of  being  your's 
Could  make  him,  madam. 

Cam^  I  wou'd  the  master  were  as  easily  de- 
ceived. [Aside. 
I  pray,  present  my  humble  service  to  him; 
And  let  him  know,  that  I  am  very  glad 
He  has  pass'd  his  journey  so  successfully — 
Give  him  the  letter.  Flora — farewel,  friend. 

[Exeunt  Camilla,  ToKciAy  and  Flora. 
Em,  Now,  by  my  life,  she  is  a  lovely  lady ; 
My  master  will  be  ravish*d  with  her  form. 
I  hope  this  blind  bargain,  made  by  proxy, 
May  prove  as  happy  a  marriage  as  those 
Made  after  th*  old  fashion,  chiefly  for  love ; 
And  that  this  unseen  beauty  may  have  charms 
To  brin^  him  back  to  his  fight  wits  again. 
From  his  wild  ravings  on  au  unknown  dame, 
Whom,  as  he  fencies  (once  upon  a  time) 
He  recover*d  from  a  trance,  that's  to  say 
From  a  sound  sleep,  which  makes  him  dream  e*er 

since, 
ril  hasten  to  him  with  this  pleasing  news. 

[Exit  Ernesto. 

Enter  Camilla,  Porcia,  afi(/ Flora. 

Cam.  My  melancholy  could  hardly  hinder  me 
From  laughiog  at  the  formal  fooPs  mistake. 
But  tell  me,  did  not  Ipresent  your  person 
With  rare  assurance?  The  way  for  both  to  thrive, 
Is  to  make  me  ^rour  representative. 

For,  Most  willingly ;  and  I  am  confldent. 
When  you  your  charms  shall  to  his  heart  apply, 
You  all  your  rivals  safely  may  defy. 

Cam.   I  wish  I  could  be  vain  enough  to 
hope  it. 
But,  cousin,  my  despairs  are  so  extreme, 
I  can't  be  flatter*d,  though  but  in  a  dream. 

Ito.  Madam,  do  we  go ;  or  what  do  you  re- 
solve on  ? 

For,  I  must  resolve,  but  know  not  what  to 
chuse. 


Cam,    Cousin,  take  heed,  I  am  afraid  yoa 
venture 
Too  much :  your  brother  cannot  tarry  long  ; 
And  if  at  his  return  he  finds  you  missing 

For.  Y*  have  reason,  th'  opportunity  is  lost 
What  is 't  a  clock.  Flora ? 

Flo.  I  think  near  seven,  for  the  clock  stmck 
six 
Juitt  as  Camilla  enter*d  the  chamber. 

For.  Quick  then.  Flora,  fetch  your  veil ;  yoi 
shall  carry 
My  tablets  to  Octavio ;  there  he*ll  find 
The  hour  and  place  where  I  would  have  him 
meet.  [Exit  Flora. 

Cam.  Tis  well  resolv'd ;  but  where  do  yos 
design 
Your  meeting  ? 

For.  In  tlu!  remotest  part  of  all  the  garden, 
Which  answers,  as  you  know,  to  ray  apartment; 
And  Flora  has  the  key  of  the  back-door. 
Cam,  As  the  case  stands,  you  chuse  the  fittest 
place.  [Flora  returns  veiled. 

For.  Cousin,  I  beg  your  patience  whilst  I 
write.     [Porcia  writes  in  her  tmkUu. 
Cam.  You,  Mistress  Flora,  by  this  accident 
May  chance  to  see  your  faithful  lover,  Diego. 

Flo,  He  is  a  fiiithful  lover  of  himself, 
Witliout  a  rival,  madam. 

Cam.   Damsel,    your   words    and    tboogfats 
hardly  aeree ; 
For  could  we  see  his  imaee  in  your  heart, 
Twould  be  a  fairer  far,  man  e*er  his  glass 
Reflected. 

Flo.  Madam,  I  am  not  yet  so  very  old. 
That  I  should  dote. 

Cam.  Nor  yet  so  very  young  but  you  nay 
love  ; 
Dotaj^e  and  love  are  cousin-germans.  Flora. 
FU).  Yes,  when  we  love  and  are  not  lar*d 
again ;  [Smiling. 

For  else,  I  think  they  're  not  so  near  akin. 
Cam.  I  have  touch'd  a  nettle,  and  stoiif  my* 
self.  [Jnrfc 

For.  Make  all  tlie  haste  you  can,  pray,  FioiR< 
Flo.  Madam,  111  fly. 
Sliould  I  not  play  my  part,  I  were  to  blame, 
Since  all  my  fortune's  betted  on  her  game.  [MUf- 
Madam,  has  Octavio  the  other  key 
Belonging  to  the  tablets? 
For.  Yes,  yes ;  I  pray  make  baste. 

[Exit  Flou. 
Cam.  Cousin,  pray  call  for  Mirabel,  aod  let 
her 
Divert  us  witli  a  song. 
For.  Who  waits  there  ? 

Rater  Page. 

Page,  bid  Mirabel  come  in,  and  Floridor 
With  his  lute^  and  send  in  somebody  with  <i^ 

Cam.  Pray,  cousin,  let  her  sing  her  ue*«* 
air. 

For,  What  yoa  please. 
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Cam,  Tell  me^  pr'ythee,  whose  composition 

was  it  ? 
Por,  Gaess,  and  Til  tell  you  true. 

[Thet/  bring  in  chairs. 
Cam.  Octavio's? 
For.  Y'  are  i'  th'  right. 

Enter  Mirabel  and  Floridor. 

Por,  Mirabel,  sing  Mistaken  Kindness. 

THE   SONG. 

Can  Luciamira  to  mistake, 
Tojfcrsuade  me  to  Jit/  f 
*Tis  (cntel  kind)  for  my  own  sake, 
To  counsel  me  to  die, 
Uke  those  faint  souls,  who  cheat  themselves  of 
breath. 
And  dieforfrar  of  death. 


Since  loveU  the  principle  of  life, 

And  you  the  object  lov% 
Lefs,  Luciamira,  end  this  strife, 
I  cease  to  be  removed. 
We  know  not  what  ihey  do,  are  gone  from  hence. 
But  here  we  love  bif  sense. 

If  the  Platonicks,  who  would  prove 

Souls  without  bodies  love. 
Had,  with  respect,,  well  understood 

The  passions  V  the  blood, 
TK  had  safer' d  bodies  to  have  had  their  part. 

And  seated  love  T  M*  hea^t, 

Por.  What  discord  there's  in  musicky  when 
the  heart, 
Untun*d  by  trouble,  cannot  bear  a  part! 

Cam.  In  vain  we  seek  content  in  outward 
things, 
^is  only  from  witliin  where  quiet  spriog^k  . 


ACT  It. 


SCENE— Me  City  of  Seville. 


Enter  Dan  Antonio  and  Sancho,  in  riding 
cloaths. 

San.  Sir,  we  are  arriv'd  in  very  good  time. 
D,  Ant.  I  did  not  think  it  would  have  been 
so  soon 
By  an  hour  at  least;  but  lovers  ride  apace. 
Why  smile  you,  Sancho? 

&sn.  Faith,  at  the  novelty  of  your  amours. 
To  fall  in  love  with  one  you  hardly  saw. 
And  marry  one  you  never  saw ;  'tis  pretty, 
Bot  we  poor  mortals  Imve  another  method. 
D,  Ant.  Y'  are  very  pleasant,  friend ;  but  is 
not  this 
The  market-place,  behind  the  Jacobins? 
San,  Yes,  sir. 

JD.  Ant.  Tis  here  I  charg'd  Ernesto  to  ex- 
pect me. 
San.  Since  you  are  here,  sir,  earlier  than  you 
thought, 
Why  might  you  not  go  shift  you  at  the  post-house, 
And  be  retum'd  before  Ernesto  come  ? 
Uowe*er,  *tfs  better  that  he  wait  for  you 
Than  yon  for  him,  in  the  open  street. 
D,'Ani.  n'is  well  thought  on ;  come,  let's  go 
then.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Don  Octavio  and  Diego. 

D.  Oct,  Come,  Diego,  'tis  now  time  to  quit 
our  dens. 
And  to  bejein  our  chase. 
Die,  Of  what,  sir,  bats  or  owls,  now  the  sun's 
set? 
Call  yoa  this  making  of  love?  why,  methinks 
lis  more  VAe  making  of  war ;  marching  all  night 
In  arms,  as  if  we  design'd  to  beat  up 
The  enemy's  quarters* 

VOL,    III. 


D.  Oct,  Why,  would  not  you  venture  as  much 
for  Flora? 

Die.  No,  in  good  faith,  sir ;  I  shall  venture 
enough 
If  e'er  I  marry  her ;  I'll  run  no  hazard 
(By  my  good-will)  beforehand. 

D.  Oct.  That's  from  your  fear,  not  prudence, 
Diego. 

Die.  Sir,  you  may  call  it  what  you  please; 
but  I     • 
Dare  boldly  say,  there  lives  not  in  the  world 
A  more  valiant  man  than  I,  whilst  danger 
Keeps  its  distance ;  but  when  saucily 
It  presses  on,  then  (I  confess)  'tis  true, 
I  have  a  certain  tenderness  for  life. 
Which  checks  my  ardour,  and  inclines  my  pru- 
dence : 
Timely  to  withdraw.                                   [self; 

D.  Oct.  Your  stile  is  wond'rous  civil  to  your- 
TYow  you  soften  that  harsh  word  call'd  cowardice ! 
But  the  danger  is  not  always  evident. 
When  you  are  pleas'd,  my  friend,  to  run  away. 

Die,  It  may  be  so,  sir,  not  to  vulgar  eyes; 
But  I  have  such  a  piercing  sight,  that  I 
Discover  perils  out  of  others'  ken ; 
Which  they  not  seeing  soon  enough  to  shun, 
Areforc'd  t*  encounter;  and  then  their  strag- 
gling 
Is,  by  th'  unwary  world,  taken  for,  courage. 

D.  Oct.  Who's  traly  valiant,  will  be  always  so. 

Die.  Who's  wisely  valiant,  will  avoid  the  foe. 

D.Oct.  You  have  more  lights  Diego,  I  see, 
than  heat; 
But  I'll  allow  your  wit  i^id  honesty 
To  come  to  composition  for  your  waot 
Of  courage.       . 

Die.  I  have  courage  enough  for  the  profession 
To  which  my  parents  did  design  me. 
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D.  Oct.  Wliy,  whit  wiii  that  J 
Vie,  Aa  advocate,  I  could  hare  acted  choler 
Id  my  client's  sight,  and,  when  bis  back  was 

toru*d, 
]9ive  hveg*d  the  lawyet  of  the  adrerte  party ; 
And,  if  Immake  not,  they  ^H  their  breath 
Much  dearer  than  you  soldiers  do  your  blood. 
^18  true,  yoa  get  honour,  a  fine  light  food 
For  delicate  complexions;  but'  I  have 
Known  some  captains  of  pbiin  stomachs  starve 
upon  't. 
P.  Oct.  The  tariet  's  i'  the  right.— [yliii/e.] 
— How  came  't  about 
You  were  not  of  this  thriving  trade  ? 

Di^  AfUir  I  hod  spent  seven  years  at  Sala- 
manca. 
My  fatder,  a  rich  merehaAt  of  this  city, 
*Wtti  utterly  undone,  by  that  damn'd  Englisfaman, 
IVith  whom  we  fright  our  children. 
D.  Oct.  Who,  Captain  Drako?   Was  be  a 

pirate  ? 
Die.  He  had  been  so  on  this  side  lof  the  line. 
D.  Oct.  Tis  strange  that  war  and  peace  should 
have  degrees 
Of  latitude;    one  would  have    thought    they 

should 
Have  been  the  same  all  o'er  tlie  world — But 

what's  this 
To  my  amours?  I  trifle  away  my  time. 
Was  ever  lovev's  fkte  so  rude  as  mine  ? 
Condenm'd  to  darkness,  fbre*d  to  hide  my  head, 
A*  well  as  love  f  and,  to  spite  me  the  more, 
Fortune  has  contradictions  reconotl'd, 
I  am  at  once  a  prisoner,  and  clil'd. 

Enter  Don  Antonio  and  Sakcho. 

D.  An^  Methinks  Ernesto  should  not  tarry 
long, 
If  not  aheady  come.    Saocho,  how  call  you 
The  street  tKere  just  before  os,  where  you  see 
Yds  gantieman  with  his  doak  o'er  bit  fboe  ? 
I  have  lost  all  my  measures  of  this  town. 
San.  I  am  as  much  to  seek  as  yon,  sir. 
D.  Ant*  Let  ns  go  to  bira,  Sancbo,  and  en- 
quire ; 
He  has  a  notable  cood  mien  ;  I  ne'er 
Saw  an  air  more  like  Ootovio's. 

D.  Oct.  UhI«ib  my  eyes  do  very  mueh  de- 
ceive me, 
That's  Don  Antonio ;  if  it  be  he,  Diego, 
Thera  ia  no  danger  in  his. knowing  us : 
iie  was-asy  coo^ad^whtn  I  first  bore  anns. 

iDon  OcTAvio  lets  fall  hie  cloak  from 
b^cre  kiiface* 
Tiabe^ 

D.  Ant  You  injort  me,  Ootavio,  to  be  so  long 
A  knowing  ona  who  's  so  entirely  yourk 

t*^^  embrace. 
D.  Oct.  Your  preseota  in  this  place,  noble 
Antoniay 
Was  so  unexpected,  I  hardly  darst 
Mievemy  eyca;  when  eame  yon  to  this  town? 
D»  Ant:  I  ■»  just  now  awi»iA 


D.  Oct  I  joy  to  see  yon  here ;  hot  sbooU 
have  thought 
It  likelier  to  have  heard  of  yon  at  court, 
Pmming  there  the  reeompences  doe 
To  your  great  merit. 

D.Ant.  That  is  no  place  for  nt^n  of  moMlitj : 
I  have  been  taught,  Octavio,  to  deserve. 
But  not  to  seek  reward ;  that  does  profane 
The  dignity  of  virtue.    If  princes, 
For  tlieir  own  interests,  will  not  advance 
Deserving  subjects,  they  must  raise  themselfet 
By  a  brave  contempt  of  fortune. 

D.  Oct.  Rig'rous  virtue  !  which  makes  as  to 
deserve. 
Yet  suffer  the  neglect  of  those  we  serve. 

D.  Ant.  Virtue  to  interest  has  no  rqpihl; 
Nor  is  it  virtue,  if  we  expect  reward. 

D.  Oct.  If  for  their  service  kings  our  virties 
press. 
Is  no  pay  due  to  valour  and  success? 

D.  Ant.  When  we  gave  up  our  persoosto 
their  will. 
We  gave  with  those,  our  valour,  fortune,  skill 

D.  Oct.  But  this  condition  tacitly  was  meaot, 
Kings  should  adjust  reward  and  punishment 

D.  Ant.  Kings  are  the  only  judges  of  deserts, 
And  our  tribuusU  's  seated  in  tbeir  hearto. 

D.  Oct.  But  if  they  judg^  and  act  amiss,  wbit 
then? 

D.  Ant.  They  must  account  to  tfa*  powets 
above,  not  men. 

D.  Oct.  Then  we  must  sufier. 

D*  Ant.  Yes;  if  we  reject 
Tlieir  power  as  too  great,  we  must  erect 
A  greater  to  controul  them ;  and  thus  we. 
Instead  of  shrinking,  swell  the  tyranny. 

D,  Oct.  W'  obey  for  fear,  then. 

D.  Ant.  True;  'tis  only  above 
Where  power  is  justice,  and  obedience  ht€. 

D.  Oct.  I'm  elad  to  find,  in  you,  tbe  seeds 
yet  left 
Of  steady  virtue;  may  they  bring  forth  froit 
Fit  to  illustrate  and  instruct  the  age. 
Let  me  once  more  embrace  you;   wdcone, 
brave  man.  [Embracet  Don  Aktoiio. 
Both  the  delight  and  honour  of  30ur  fViends, 

D,  Ant.  You  will  give  me  leave,  sir,  to  dis- 
tinguish 
Betwixt' your  judgment  and  crvility. 

D.  Oct.  He  has  not  liv'd  i'  th'  reach  of  poblic 
fame, 
Who  is  a  stran^r  to  your  character. 
I'his  is  my  house,  be  pleas'd,  shr,  to  g0  io. 
And  make  it  your's;  though  truly  at  ^Kteat 
t  am  but  in  ah  ill  condition 
To  receive  the  honour  of  such  a  guest; 
Having,  by  an  unlucky  accident, 
fieen  Src'd  of  late  to  keep  myself  cooceaPd. 

D.  Ant.  I  humbly  thank  you,  sir,  bat  caoDOt 
yet 
Receive  your  favour ;  fbr  I  must  stay  belt 
Expectipg  tbe  return  of  one  I  sent 
Before  me  to  my  brother-iiKlawVk 
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D.  Oct.  Have  you  a  brolheiwo-l«w  io  Seville  f 
You  surprize  me  much, 
D.  AfU.  It  is  iDost  true,  Octavioy  I  come  bi> 
ther 
A  married  nun,  as  m^ich  as  friends  can  make 
me. 
P.  Oct.  Since  it  imports  yoa  not  to  miss  yo«r 
servant, 
hei  OS  stay  iiere  without  until  be  coi^es, 
And  tben  go  io  and  rest  yourself  a  while, 
fiat  how  go  our  affairs  in  Flanders  ? 

D.  Ant.  I  left  our  armies  iu  a  better  state 
Than  formerly. 
D.  Oct.   And  your  governor,  the  D«ke  of 
Alva, 
I  suppose  J  ngreat  reputation. 
J).  Ant.  The  honour  of  om*  country,  and  the 
terror 
Of  others ;  fortune  consulted  reason 
When  she  bestow'd  such  favours  upon  him. 
D.  Oct.  And  yet  *tis  said,  be  loses  ground  at 

court. 
D.  Ant.  Tis  possible ;  under  a  jealous  prince, 
A  £reat  's  as  prejudicial  ns  an  evil  fame. 
D,  Oct.   They  say  he*s  cruel,  even  to  boi^ 

banty. 
D.  Ant.    Tis  mercy,  tVt  which  they  aall 
cruelty. 
In  a  civil  war,  lo  fertile  provinces, 
(A  ad  the  sun  sees  not  richer  than  are  tJiese,} 
The  soldier,  especiallv  th*  auxiliary. 
Whose  trade  it  is  to  £ght  for  salary, 
Is  brihM  by  gain  tlie  rebels*  lives  to  spare, 
That  mutual  quarter  may  prolong  the  war ; 
Till  this  slow  fever  has  consum*d  their  force. 
And  then  they'll  fall  to  our  rival  France  of  course. 
War  made  in  earnest,  maketh  war  to  cease. 
And  vigorous  prosecution  "hastens  pence. 
D.  dct.  Y'  have  made  nie  comprehend  his 
conduct ;  he's  sure 
As  great  a  politician  as  a  soldier. 
D.  AnL   Loyalty  's  his  centre,  his  circum- 
Prence  glory ; 
And  t*  after  ages  ne  'II  show  great  in  atory. 
D.  Oct.  And  is  our  good  friend,  the  Marquis 
d'Olivera, 
Id  high  esteem  ? 
D.  Ant.  The  boast  of  our  army;  be  has  ex* 
ceeded 
Hope,  and  made 'flattery  impossible. 
V.  Oct.  They  *  say  he  did  wonders  '  at  the 

siege  of  Mons. 
D.  Ant.  Yon  mean  (as  I  suppose)  at  the 
pursuit 
0'  tb'  German  army  led  by  the  prince  of  Orange. 


Indeed  bis  coumge,  and  hit  condttct  there, 
Were  very  Nsoal. 

D.  Oct.  You'll  fyocb  oblige  me,  if,  whilst 
you  expect 
Your  servant  here,  I  might  learn  from  yourself 
Some  few  particuian  of  your  own  actioua;. 
Fame  speaks  loudly  of  them,  but  not  distmctly. 

D.  Ant.   Fame,   like  water,   beara  up  the 
lighter  tiaogs. 
And  lets  the  weiebty  sink.    I  do  boC  use 
To  apeak  in  the  ^rst  person ;  but,  if  you  needs 
Will  have  a  story  to  fill  up  the  time, 
ril  tell  you  an  adventure  of  my  own. 
Where  you'll  6iid  Jove  so  iutennix'd  ^muh  arms. 
That  (I  am  confident)  'twill  raise  yoiir  wonder, 
flow,  being  preposaess'd  with  auch  a  passion, 
I  should  (upon  prudential  motives  ouly) 
Be  engaged  (as  now  you  find  me)  to  marry 
A  lady  whom  {  never  saw. . 

D.  Oct.  The  person,  and  the  subject,  sir, 
botbol^eage 
My  best  attention. 

D.  Ant.  [^ter  a  lUtle  mmm.]  The  following 
evening  to  that  glorious  day, 
Wheeeio  the  Duke  of  Alva  gain'd  such  fiiroft 
Against  the  cautelous  Naasaw,  some  horse 
Were  seivt  from  the  army,  under  my  command. 
To  cover  the  Limboung  frontiers,  niiuch  .«[pos'd 
To  th'  enemy's  inroads ;  my  troops  scarce  lodg'd^ 
I  receiv'd  intelligence,  that  a  party 
Of  th'  enemy  (about  twu  iuHidred  borse) 
Were  newly  come  t'  a  vtUage  three  lea^ies  off^ 
Intending  there  to  lodge ;  immediately 
We  sounded   to  horse,    and  march  to  their 

surprize 
So  luckily,  that  by  the  break  of  day 
Their  ouarters  were  on  fire. 

D.  Oct.  You  bad  4>een  taught,  sir,  hy  yonr 
wise  i^neral, 
That  diligence  m  execution  is 
(Even  above  fortune)  mistress  of  svcoess* 

D.  Ant.  They  made  but  faint  resistance; 
some  were  slain. 
Some  perish'd  in  the  fire,  others  escap'd. 
Giving  the  alarm,  in  quarters  more  remote. 
To  their  companions  drown'd  m  sleep  and  wine ; 
Who,  at  the  outcry,  and  the  noise  of  trumpets, 
Methiuks  X  fancy  starting  from  their  beds. 
As  pale  and  wan,  as  from  their  Hormitories 
Those  the  last  tmrop  shall  rouse,  lii^ringin  this. 
That  titose  awake  to  live,  but  these  to  die. 

J).  Oct.  Oh  bow  unsofe  it  is  to  be  secure] 

D.  Ami.  Findijig  uo  more  resistance,  I  made 
baste 
To  a  lolly  atmcture,  which,  ns  I  conceiv'd, 


'  Alike  Mq^e  tf  Jfanf.— In  the  year  1572,  the  town  of  Mons,  in  Henanlt,  was  snrpriaad  by  Count 
I^Miowicke,  who  fortified  hunself  in  it,  intending  to  hold  it  against  the  power  of  Spain,  It  was  soon 
^et  m vested  by  4he  Duke  of  Aiva,  and  sunreac^ced  to  him  after  js  long  siege,  tfaooch  aMeippted  to 
h«  succoured  hy  the  Prince  of  Orange,  who  came  before  it  with  an  army  w^th  whioh  h^  some  time 
htirmed  his  enemy,  >iit  without  effecting  j^s  pfncipal  des^i^* 
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Was  Uie  likeliest  quarter  for  their  officer ; 
Led  thither  by  desire  to  rescue  both, 
Him,  from  the  soldiers*  rage,  that  from  the  iire. 
D,  Oct.  A  care  most  worthy  of  a  gallant 

leader. 
D^  Ant,  But  think,  Octavio,  bow  I  was  sur- 
prised, 
When,  entering  a  pavilion  i'  th*  garden, 
I  found  a  -woman  of  a  matchless  form, 
Stretched  all  along' upon  the  marble  floor. 

D.  Oct.  I  easily  can  divine  how  such  a  heart. 
As  harbours  in  the  brave  Antonio's  breast, 
May  suffer  At  so  sad  a  spectacle. 

D.  Ant.  At  the  first  sight,  I  did  believe  her 
dead; 
Yet  in  that  state  so  awful  she  appeared, 
Tliat  I  approached  her  with  as  much  respect. 
As  if  the  soul  had  animated  still 
That  body,  which,  though  dead,  scarce  mortal 

seem'd. 
But  as  the  sun  from  our  horizon  gone, 
His  beams  do  leave  a  tincture  on  the  skies, 
Which  shews  it  was  not  long  since  he  withdrew; 
So  in  her  lovely  facfe  there  still  appeared 
Some  scattered  streaks  of  those  vermillion  beams, 
Which  us'd  t*  irradiate  that  bright  firmament. 
Thus  did  I  find  that  distress'd  miracle, 
Able  to  wound  a  heart  as  if  alive, 
Uncapable  to  cure  it,  as  if  dead. 

D.  Oct.  I  no  more  doubt  your  pity,  than 

your  wonder. 
X>.  Ant.  My  admiration  did  suspend  my  aid, 
Till  passion  jom*d  to  pity  made  roe  bold ; 
I  kneel'd  and  took  her  in  my  arms,  then  bow*d 
Her  body  eently  forward ;  at  which  instant, 
A  sijgh  stole  from  her ;  Oh  the  ravishing  sound  ! 
Which,  being  a  symptom  of  remainin|{  life. 
Made  me  forget  that  'twas  a  sign  of  gnef. 
At  length  she  faintly  opens  her  bright  eyes ; 
So  breaks  the  day,  and  so  do  all  the  creatures 
Rejoice,  as  I  did,  at  the  new-born  light: 
But  as  the  Indians,  who  adore  the  sun, 
Are  scorched  by  Vbeam,  ere  half  his  race  be  run ; 
So  I,  who  did  adore  her  rising  eyes. 
Found  myself  wounded  by  those  deities. 

D.  Oct.  I  am  big  with  expectation,  pray 
.Deliver  me. 

JD.  Ant.  From  her  fair  hand  a  bloody  poniard 
fell, 
.  Which  she  held  fieist  during  her  trance,  as  if 
Sh*  had  only  needed  arms  whilst  she  did  sleep, 
And  trusted  to  her  eves  when  she  did  wake. 
What  I  said  to  her,  being  a  production 
Of  mere  extasy,  I  remember  not; 
She  made  me  no  reply,  yet  I  discem'd, 
In  a  serener  air  of  her  pale  face, 
Some  lines  of  satisfaction,  mix*d  with  fear. 
JD.  Oct.    Such    looks    in    silence    have  ac 
eloquence, 
put  pray  go  on. 

D.  Ant.  Rais*d  from  the  ground,  and  to  her- 
self return*d, 
I  stept  a  fitting  distance  back ;  as  well 


To  gaze  upon  that  lovely  apparition, 
As  to  express  respect ;  when  at  that  instant 
The  trumpets  sound  a  charge;  my  soldiers  cry. 
Where  is  our  leader?     Where's  Antonio? 
My  love  a  while  disputed  with  lionour, 
But  that,  being  the  longer  settled  power^ 
0*ercame ;  I  join*d  my  troops,  left  in  reserve, 
As  they  were  ready  to  receive  a  charge 
From  divers  squadrons  of  fresh  horse,  who  being 
Quartered  in  neighbouring  villages,  htkd  taken 
Hotly  th'  alarm,  and  came  (though  then  too  late) 
In  succour  of  their  friends.     Honour  and  love 
Had  so  inflam'd  my  heart,  that  I  advanc'd 
Beyond  the  rules  of  conduct,  and  received 
So  many  wounds,  that  I  with  faintness  fell. 
D.  Oct.  How  can  this  story  end  ? 
D.  Ant,  My  soldiers  beat  the  enemy,  and 
brought  me  off, 
Where    surgeons  quickly  cur'd    roy    outward 

wounds : 
But  the  remembrance  of  that  heroine, 
My  inward  hurls  kept  bleeding  still  afi^sh; 
Till,  by  the  business  of  the  war  constmin'd 
T*  attend  my  charge  i*  th'  army,  my  despair 
Of  ever  seeing  her  again,  conspiring 
With  the  strong  persuasions  of  Olivera, 
I  was  at  length  even  forc*d  to  an  engagement 
Of  marriaee  with  a  lady  of  this  city. 
Rich,  noble,  and,  as  they  say,  beautiful. 
And  so  you  have  me  here,  come  to  consummste 
Those  nuptial  rites,  to  which  my  interest, 
And  the  unportunity  of  trusty  friends, 
O'er-rule  my  judgment,  tho*  against  mv  heart. 
I).  Oct.  A  wonderful  adventure !   but  pray, 
sir. 
May  I  not  take  the  liberty  to  ask  yon, 
Who  may  this  noble  lady  be,  to  whom 
The  fates  have  destin'd  so  much  happiness? 

D.  Ant.  I  have  no  reserves  for  you.  Octal io, 
Tis  the  sister  of 

Enter  Ernesto,  and  Don  OtTAvio  retires  hah 
tiljf,  and  covers  his  face  with  his  cloak. 

p.  Ant.  [nodding  to  Oct.]  It  is  my  servant, 

sir, 
D.  Oct.  S\£p  to  Antonio,  Diego,  and  desire 
him 
To  send  him  off. 

[Diego  ^oes  to  Aktokto  and  whispert. 
D.  Ant.  I  will  unmedintely — Well,  Ernesto, 
What  good  news  ?  speak  freely. 

Em.  Sir,  as  you  charg'd  me,  I  told  your  bro- 
ther-in-law, 
I  thought  you  hardly  could  be  there  tliis  night; 
He  kisses  your  hands,  and  bade  me  tell  you, 
That  he  expects  your  coming  with  impatience, 
Thb  letter  's  .from  Don  Henrique,  th'  other  *s 

from 
Your  beauteous  bride,  the  most  accomplisl^'il 

person 
I  ever  saw ;  my  being  of  your  train 
Gave  me  the  privilege  of  a  doroestick, 
To  see  her  in  ner  cluimber  dress,  witlioat 
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A  veil,  either  to  cover  faults,  or  hide 
Perfectione. 
D.  Ant,  Tell  roe  truly,  is  she  so-very  hand- 

some  ? 
f?rn.  Handsomer  fiir,  in  rov  opinion,  sir, 
Than  all  those  Brussels  beauties,  which  you  call 
The  finish'd  pieces :  but  I  say  no  more; 
1ft  your  own  eyes  inform  you ; .  here's  a  key 
Uf  the  apartment  that 's  made  ready  for  you ; 
A  lower  quarter,  very  nobly  furnish'd, 
That  opens  on  St  Vincent's  street. 

D.  Ant.  Give  it  me;  and  go  to  the  post-house, 
And  take  care  that  my  things  be  brought  from 
thence.  [£xiV  Ernesto. 

UcteTio,  will  you  go  along  with  me, 

n  ^  '^'f"^*  o^ray  nrst  address? 
nr  1        ;  .^''''  y^^  *^^"«®  ^» ""«  an  ill  companion 
yi  lovers  interviews,  or  nuptial  joys  : 
One  whose  misfortunes  to  such  sad  extremes 
Are  heightened,  that  the  very  mentioning 
Ul  happy  hours,  serves  only  to  imbitter 
Ihe  memory  of  my  lost  joys. 
D.  Ant.  So  very  deep  a  sense  of  your  misfor- 
tunes, 
Holds  no  proportion  with  Octavio's  mind. 
Enter  Flora  in  basU, 
Fio,  Where's  your  master,  Diego  ? 
iJte.  Tliere's  some  ill  towards,  when  this  bird 
appears.  r^„-^^ 

l>oyou  not  see  him  ?  y'  Imve  liv'd  too  long  a 
maid.  ° 

'W.  Sir,  I  have  something  to  say  t'  you  in 
private, 
That  requires  haste. 
D.  Oct.  What  new  accident  brings  you  hither, 

^.  These  tablets  will  inform  you,  sir. 
T).     ^..'  ^  [^LOHk  retires. 

P     ^'     ^°"  "^^  ^^^y  ^^'  **"  answer,  damsel  ? 
n      1  »s  a  command,  not  a  question,  Dieco. 
Y^f'  Short  and  sweet.  Flora. 
^.  Oct.  Good  Flora,  stay  a  minute;  I  much 
fear 
« ''some  new  misfortune. 
Ote.  Nay,  sir,  you  may  be  sure  'tis  some  dis- 

^  It  would  ne'er  have  come  so  easily. 
And  80  unsought  for. 

Tn^^'  ^'"  ^®"  ""^'^  ™^  ^'^^  ^  moment,  sir, 
*o  step  into  my  house, land  read  a  letter? 

n  J  .   TM,      .  [Bowing  to  Antonio. 

^'  Ant.  1  Ji  wait  upon  you  in,  and  stay  your 
Dm  t^'^T-  .  ..  [^^e^ntallbutDiEco. 
^le.  These  little  black  books  do  more  devUs 


-^         raise, 
i"^  all  the  figures  of  the  conjurers. 
Jf»»  i«  some  missive  from  the  heroine  j 
«ends  not  in  fighting  I'll  be  hang'd ; 
^i « the  method  of  their  dear  romanced, 

C^T"^  ""^^^'^  '""^  'n'»^«  *o^e  by  book, 
^. of  the  inventor  of  that  damn'd  device 
'  painting  words,  and  spenking  to  our  eyes ! 


Had  la  hundred  daughters,  by  this  light. 
Not  one  of  'em  should  ever  read  or  write. 

Unter  Flora,  and  seenu  to  go  away  in  ha$te. 

Here  she  comes  again.    Twas  a  quick  dispatch. 
A  word.  Flora,  or  a  kind  glance  at  least; 
What,  grown  cruel  i  Diego,  no  body  w'  you, 
Fio.  This  is  no  timft  for  fooling,  friend. 
Die,  Nay,  if  you  be  so  serious,  fare  you  well; 
But,  now  I  think  on't  better,  Til  do  th'^  honours 
Of  our  street,  and  brine  vou  to  the  end  on't. 
Flo.  I  shall  be  well  help'd  up  with  such  a 
'squire. 
If  some  wandering  knight  should  chance  to 

assault  you. 
To  bear  away  youj  damsel,  what  would  you  do? 

Die.  I'd  use  no  other  weapon  but  a  torch ; 
Vd  put  aside  your  veil,  shew  him  your  face, 
That,  I  suppose,  would  puard  us  both. 

Flo.  Why,  d'  you  think  'twould  fright  him, 

Diego  ? 
Die.  Oh,  no ;  'twould  charm  him.  Flora,      j 
Flo.  Well,  such  as  'tis,  I'll  venture  it  without 
Engaging  your  known  valour;  good-night. 

[Exit  Flora. 

Enter  Don  Octavio  and  Don  Antovio. 

D.  Oct.  What  may  this  be?  I  swear  I  cwmot 
•guess; 
The  warning's  short,  but  sbe  must  be  obey'd. 
The  hour  draws  near ;  I  must  go  seek  a  friend. 
Her  words  seem  to  imply  need  of  a  second ; 
'Twere  barbarous  to  engage  Antonio, 
Newly  arriv'd,  and  come  on  such  an  errand. 

Noble  Antonio,  my  confusion's  great, 
-,      „  ,  [Addressing  to  AsroK  10. 

1  o  tell  you  thus  abruptly,  I  must  leave  you ; 
Th'  occasion's  indispensable. 

D.  Ant.  I  must  not  quit  you,  sir,  I  know  too 
well 
The  laws  of  honour,  to  desert  you  now : 
When  I  perceive  my  friend  in  such  disorder. 
And  all  the  marks  that  he  is  call'd  to  danger, 
To  leave  liim  then — 

D.  Oct.  It  is  a  summons  from  a  lady,  sir. 
Whom  I  have  lov'd  with  passion  and  luccess,  : 
To  meet  her  in  her  garden  preisently : 
All  is  propitious  on  her  part  and  mine ; 
But  she's  so  guarded  by  a  tyrant  brother, 
So  naturally  jealous,  and  so  incens'd 
By  a  late  accident  which  I  shall  tell  you. 
That  to  assure  you  there  would  be  no  danger 
In  this  adventure,  were,  sir,  to  abuse  you ; 
But  for  that  very  reason  I  am  bound 
Not  to  consent  you  should  embark  yourself 
In  a  business,  so  directly  opposite 
To  the  occasion  which  has  brought  you  hither/ 
D.  Ant.  I  like  the  omen,  at  my  first  arrival 
To  have  the  honour  to  serve  so  brave  a  friend. 
D.  Oct.  You  from  a  life  of  perils  hither  come 
To  find  a  nuptiBl  bod,  not  seek  a  tomb. 
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D.  Ant-  My  frieod  €»giig*d,  it  nerer  most  be 
said 
Antonio  \e(t  biro  so  to  go  to  bed. 
D.  Oct,  Y*  are  mair/d,  «od  expose  «vbaf  s 

not  your  own. 
D.  ilii^  Wedded  to  bononr,  tbat  must  yield 
to  none.  [we  must 

D.  Oct.  Honour  makes  me  refuse  ^our  aid ; 
JiB  well  to  friends,  as  to  ourselves)  be  just. 
J),  Ant.  He  ought  not  to  pretend  to  friend- 
ship's name, 
Who  reckons  not  himself  and  friend  the  same. 
D.Oct,  Friendship  with  justice  must  not  dis- 
agree, 
That  were  to  break  the  virtue's  harmony. 


D.  Ant.  Friendship  is  ytatice;  for  whene'er 
we  give. 
We  then  receive ;  so  'tis  commutative. 

JD.  Oct,  ^  great 's  your  friendship,  yoo  yoor 
friend  oppress : 
To  make  it  juster,  you  must  make  it  less. 
D.  Ant,  Friendship  can  never  err  in  the  es* 
tent; 
Like  Nile,  when 't  overflows,  'tis  most  beneficest. 
D.  Oct.  I  find,  Aotouio,  you  will  still  si|bdii(. 
D.  Ant,  I  owe  my  triumph  to  my  cause,  not 
you. 
Come,  we  lose  time,  your  mistress  must  not  stay. 
D,  Oct,  Who  's  so  accompany'd,  needs  noi 
fear  his  way.  [£ceacal. 


ACT  in. 


SCENE— Don  Henrique's  Hou$e. 

Camilla,  Porcia,  and  Flora,  appear  oi  in  a 
Mcony, 

^0r,   Come,  cousin,  the  hour  assign'd  ap- 
proaches. 
Qvn.  Kay,  more  than  so,  for 'tis  vireadjr  night. 
Har.  And,  thanks  to  your  stars,  sufficiently 


Por.  To  the  clouds  you  would  say,  Flora ;  for 
stars. 
In  this  occasion,  would  not  much  befriend  us. 
Pray,  eousin,  when  Octavio  shall  arrive. 
Do  yoQ  and  Flora  watch  above  with  care ; 
For  if  my  cruel  brother  should  surprise  us — 

Cam.  Let  Us  alone  to  play  the  centinels. 

Fhr,  I'm  confident  he's  abroad,  and  will  not 
•SoMenly  return ;  for  I  heard  him  say, 
He'd  pass  the  evening  at  the  Corrigidor's ; 
And  thence,  you  know,  he  seldom  oomes  home 
early. 

Enter  Aktomio,  Octavjo,  and  Diego,  wUl 
tkeir  cloaks  dtr  tkeir  faces  and  their  swords 
undrawn  in  their  hands* 

D.  Ant.  Is  it  not  something  eariy  for  adven- 
tares 
Of  tlm  nature? 

D.  Oct.  Tis  the  tioiir  she  appointed. 
J),  Ant,  How  dark  'tis  grown  o'  th'  sudden ! 
there's  not  one 
Star  appears  in  all  the  firoMMDeot 

Die.  8o4D«ch  the  better ;  for,  when  I  must 
fight, 
I  Qoret  no  tpectatovs  of  my  prowess.      \Atiie, 
D.  Oct.  Stay  yoa  here,  Antonio,  HI  step  be- 
fore. 
And  give  the  sign;  when  you  hear  ^  door  q>en, 
Then  come  on,  and  follow  me  in. 

thiU0r^  qlt  the  other  siderf  the  stage^  Don  Hur- 
RiQUE  and  Don  Carlos. 

2>.  H^b.  The  Cmrigittoc^f  it  a#M«t  flM^ 


D.  Car,  The  walks  and  fountains  so  eatjct 
me,  I  still 
Weary  myself  before  I  can  retire. 
D.  Hen.  Indeed  we  have  staid  k>nger  thaa 
we  thought. 
And  therefore  Jet's  go  home  the  shorter  way ; 
The  back-door  of  my  garden's  here  at  hand. 
D.  Car.  It  will  be  better  than  to  ^  about. 
Par,  Would  he  were  oosae,  I  fear  the  rtsiog 
moon 
Will  give  41S  little  time,     f  J^ve  in  ihe  boieoi^. 
[OcTavio  knocks  upon  Ihe  kilt  of  his  sword, 
I  think  i  hear  his  usual  knock ;  who  s  there  ? 
D,  Oct.  Tis  I. 
Por.  I  hope  y*  are  not  alone. 
D"  Oct,  No ;  here's  Diego  with  me,  and  a 

friend. 
Por.  Tis  well ;  I'll  opep  the  door  prescody. 
D.  Hen,  Come,  we  are  now  hard  by  the  ga^ 

den-gate. 
D,  Oct,  Let's  to  the  door,  sure  she's  U»ere  b; 
this  time ; 
Be  no^  afraid,  Diego. 
Die.  You  had  as  good  command  me  not  t« 

breathe. 
D.  Oct.  Come  on;  what  are  you  thinking  on? 
Die.  Tbat  I  see  company,  or  that  my  fear 

does. 
D,  Oct.   Y'  are  i'  th'  right;  let  's,  to  avoid 
Mspicioo, 
Walk  on  at  lai^^e,  till  they  are  out  of  distance, 
[The  noise  of  a  lock. 
D.  Car.  I  think  I  beard  yoor  gaideo-4oor 

open. 
D,  Hen-  I  think  so  too;  ha,  at  this  fmf  of 
the  night ! 
Why,  what  a  d^il  can  thitAMan  ?  Tis  to. 
D,  Afit.  They  have  open'd  tbia  door ;  ^ 
time  for  me 
To  follow,  sur«Jy  Ociavio  is  fone  in. 

[Amtokio  ^oes  towards  tie  dm- 
Por.  What  stay  you  li>rf 

imikigtke4oorh$if^ff^ 


Tuo.] 
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D.  flbi.  What  is  *t  I  hear^  sure  Vis  Porcia's 

voice. 
For.  What  mean  yoo  to  Stand  there?  come 

iffy  I  sfcy. 
D.  Ben.  Helk  and  Tories  ! 

[He  ^oei  ^0  tfrao  Ait  tword, 
D.  Cfff .  Be  patieaty  sir,  aud  you  will  make  a 
clearer 
Discovery  of  your  affront. 
For*  You  may  come  in  securely,  Octavio, 

[Setting  open  the  door. 
I  have  set  those  wif!  watch  my  brother's  coming 
D.  Ant,  Madam,  I  am  not  Occavio. 
Far".  Not  Octavio  !  who  are  you  then  ?  and 
who's 
That  shadow  there? 
D.  Hen.  I  can  hold  no  longer — ^Fm  thy  des- 
tiny,  [Draws  hit  ttbord. 

Vile  woman ;  and  his  mortal  enemy. 
D.  Ant,  Ha,  my  mortal  enemy  ? 
D.  Hen.  Yes,  villain;  whoe'er  thou  art,  thou 
sbalt  pay 
This  treachery  with  thy  life. 
D.  Ant.  V.iin  man  :  whoe'er  thou  art,  know, 
.  the  life  thou 
Tbreaten'st  is  guarded  by  a  trusty  sword. 

[Don  Carlos  draws,  and  they  all  enief 
the  garden  fighting. 
D.  Hen,  Make  fast  the  door. 

[To  Don  CAHtos. 

Thou  art  some  desperate  villain,  hir'd  to  murder. 

[Octavio  and  Diego  come  to  the  door. 

D.  Ant,  Hir'd  by  friendship,  and  honour's  my 

salaiy.  [^In  the  garden. 

D.  Oct.  Tmit's  Antonio's  voice  within  the 

garden. 

[Runs  to  the  door,  and  finds  it  shut. 
Wliat,  the  door  shut !  my  friend  engag'd,  and  I 
Bxdoded  !  cursed  fate !  thb  tree  may  help  me 
To  climb  o'er;  if  not,  III  fly  t'  him. 

[He  climbs  up. 
Die,  You  may  do  so :  your  sprightly  love  has 
wings. 
And  's  ever  fledge ;  'tis  molting-time  with  mine ; 
Yet  m  up  too  ;  the  hazard  's  not  in  climbing : 

[Diego  climbs  the  tree. 
Here  I  will  sit,  and  out  of  danger's  reach 
£xpect  the  issue. 

SC£N£  ckmiMes  to  a  Omrden,  <mi  ofwkiek 
tkey  issue  fighting. 

D.  Oct.  Courage,  brave  friend;  yon  have  Oc- 
tavio by  you.  [firm. 
D,  Ant.  So  seconded,  a  coward  would  grow 
D.  Men.  What,  is  there  more  of  your  crew? 
then  ^is  time 
To  cali  for  help— bo,  Silvio,  Geraldo,       [ypu. 
Pedro,  come  forth,  and  bring  out  torches  with 

JBMer  SiLTio  mitk  kk  sward  drawn. 

Sli.  Here  am  I,  sir,  my  camerades  will  fol- 
low, [neyfight. 
Am  iooQ  as  they  hove  fighted  their  torches. 


D,  Ant.  How  I  despise  ^ese  dlavei^  0&g^\6 
Having  yon  by  me  ! 
Die,  Their  swords  do  clattter  bravely  in  fitm 
dark^  [lit  tke  tree, 

SiL  I  'm  slain.  [SfLvio/a/&. 

[Dan  HERRiQtJE  stepping  bachf  fails 
over  Silvio,  and  loses  hu  sword,  and 
Carlos  runs  in  to  kim. 
D.  Car,  What,  are  you  hurt? 
D.  Hen.  No,  I  fell  by  chance;  befp  rae  to 

find  my  sword. 
D.  Oct,  What,  do  yoo  give  back  ?  you  do 
weR  to  take  m-eath. 
Whilst  you  have  any  left;  'twitl  not  be  long, 
Now  that  the  rising  moon  lends  us  some  light. 
[The  rising  moon  appears  behind  the  scene. 
[PoBciA  runs  out  to  Octavio. 
Por,  O  Octavio,  let  not  this  moment  slip 
To  free  me  from  my  cruel  brother^s  fury, 
Or  never  hope  to  see  me  any  more 
Amongst  the  living. 

[Octavio  leads  her  away  by  the  arm, 
D,  Oct,  Ah,  noble  maid !   he  that  is  once 
possess'd 
Of  such  a  treasure,  and  defends  it  not. 
Let  him  live  wretched,  aud  detested  dfe. 
Where's  my  brave  fiiend  ? 
D.  Ant.  You  have  me  by  your  side;  lead  off 
your  mistress; 
I'll  secure  your  retreat.  [forious^ 

Die,  That,  doubtless,  ia  my  master^  who  vio- 
[In  the  tree^  ptluUing  to  those  wh^  are 


Is  bravely  marchmg  off  with  his  fair  priae^ 
Pndown  and*  follow. 

D,  Car,  But,  whilst  I  was  engag'd  to  succour 

)K)u,       [Having  helped  up  Dion  Hev: 
Our  enemies,  I  fear,  are  got  away; 
I  heard  the  door  open,  and  see  none  here, 
Although  the  nighrs  much  brighter  than  'twas, 
ni  follow,  and  trace  the  villains,  if  I  can. 
To  their  dens :  mean  while  take  care  of  your 

sister; 
And,  pray,  till  my  return  be  moderate. 
D.  Hen.  How !  moderation  in  this  case?-^ 

what,  ho  \ 
Geraldo,  Pedro,  ah,  ye  cursed  rogaes ! 

Efder  Servants  with  tetchet. 

Durst  ye  not  shew  your  beads  till  they  were 

j^ne? 
Geraldo,  light  me  in,  whilst  Pedro  looks 
To  his  hurt  companion — ah,  Porcia!  Porctal 

[Exeunt  Don Uehrique  anc^  Geraldo, 

Pedro  carrier  out  Silvio  fainting 

with  his  hurts. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  City  qfSeoille, 

Enitr  Don  Ooravio,  PoRfiia,  Don  Ahtomi^^ 
and  a  liule  tifier  DtEO«^  ahif  tfier  tk$m  Don 
Carlos. 

Die.  Sore,  that's  Antonio  bringmg  op  the  revr. 
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Sir,  tV  are  but  just  before;  my  roaster  bears 

her      [Looking  back  to  Don  Cablos. 

Most  gaUantly  away;  lose  not  sight  of  tne. 

D.  C<iir,  This  rogue  takes  me  for  one  of  his 

OMTD  crew ; 

He  will,  by  his  mistake^  help  me  to  harbour  'em. 

[Exeunt. 
[Camilla  and  Floba  appear  in  the  balcony, 

.SCENE  changes  to  Don  Hevbiqije^s  Hou$e, 

Cam.  Was  there  ever  such  a  disaster.  Flora? 
Sure  th'  are  all  dead,  so  ^eat  's  the  silence. 
Porcia !  Porcia ! — nobody  muswers. 

F^.  Madam,  let  us  go  down  into  the  garden. 
Cam,  Excuse  me ;  that  were  to  involve  my- 
self 
In  this  nnlucky  scandal ;  'tis  possible, 
Affrighted  with  the  scuffle,  she's  returh'd 
Into  her  quarter  by  the  other  door; 
Let 's  away  thither. 

[7^1^  go  down  upon  the  stage. 
Flo,  Oh,  madam!   I  see  a  light,  and  Don 
Henrique 
Coming  this  way  wkh  his  sword  drawn :  what 

shaU 
We  do? 

Cam;  Peace;  let  us  hide  ourselves  behind  the 
door,  V^f^  S^  behind  the  door. 

Till  we  discover  his  intentions. 

Enter  Don  Henbiqub  and  Gebaldo  with  a 
torchf  and  Pbdbo  with  a  light;  Don  Hen* 
HI  QUE  and  Gebaldo  their  swords  drawn. 

Ted,  'Sir,  I  have  search'd  all  the  rooms  of  the 
bouse, 
And  cannot  find  her. 
D.  Hen,   Base  infamous  woman!    may  be 
she 's  fled 
To  the  quarter  order'd  for  Antonio. 

Fed,  That  door  is  lock'd,  and  's  servant  has 

the  key. 
D.  Hen,  Ah,  this  cursed  vagabond !  thiis  to 
rob  [He  stamps. 

A  brother  of  the  fruits  of  all  his  care, 
And  cast  this  stain  on  th^  honour  of  bur  house ! 
But  if  ever  I  get  the  fugitive 
Within  my  reach,  I'll  sacrifice  her  blood 
To  the  ofllended  spirits  of  my  ancestors. 
Flo,  Madam,  d'  you  hear? 
Cam.  Yes,  and  tremble.  Flora. 
p.  Hen,  Call  for  her  woman. 
Fed.  Flora!  Flora! 

Enter  Floba. 

Flo.  My  good  angel  guard  me — what's  your 

pleasure,  sir? 
D.  Hen,  Where's  your  mistress,  bossy  ? 
Flo.  She  told  ine,  sir,  about  half  an  hour  since. 
She  would  go  down  into  the  garden.  [JKr»<  Floba. 
D,  Hen.  My  shame  is  certain ;  ah !  the  sad 
condition 
Of  us  men  of  bonoar !  how  unequally 


Our  crosses  and  ouv  comforts  mingled  are ! 
Our  orphau  sisters  are  no  sooner  growu 
Above  the  follies  of  their  childish  age, 
(During  wliich  season,  custom  does  exact 
Our  watchful  caution  over  all  their  actions,} 
But  they  are  crafted  on  some  stranger  stock, 
Where  they  do  change  both  their  abodes  aad 

names. 
Without  the  least  reflection  on  their  kindnas, 
Who  pain'd  themselves  to  cultivate  their  yoath; 
Or  else  remain  to  exercise  our  fears. 

O  unjust  Heavens !  why  suffer  you  that  Aejr, 
Who  to  our  joys  of  life  such  bubbles  are. 
Should  add  such  weijght  unto  our  griefs  and  care  ? 
Ah  Porcia,  Porcia ! 

Enter  Don  Cablos. 

X>.  Car,  Don  Henrique,  if  I  am  not  nach 
mistaken, 
I  have  in  this  short  time  made  a  great  progress 
Towards  your  redress ;  I  come  from  harboonif 
The  villains,  who  have  done  you  this  affront 
Cam.  It  imports  to  be  attentive  now. 
D.  Hen.  O  you  revive  me  !   May  I  but  once 
enjoy 
The  pleasure  of  my  revenge,  though  the  neit 
Moment  were  the  last  period  of  my  life, 
I  should  depart  contented.    Are  the  villains 
Within  our  reach  ? 

D.  Car,  Be  patient,  sir,  and  I'll  inform  roft 
*  fully. 
You  were  no  sooner  up,  but  I  pursu'd 
Your  flying  enemies,  hoping,  the  night  ' 

Grown  somewhat  lighter,   might  ^Ip  me  to 

discover 
The  place  of  their  retreat— one  of  their  partyi 
Who  was  behind  the  rest,  mistaking  me 
For  one  of  his  camerades,  bade  me  come  oo ; 
Saying,  his  master  was  but  just  before; 
That  he  had  borne  his  mistress  bravely  off. 
And  put  her  champion  brother  out  of'^combat. 

D.  Hen.  Insolent  rascal ! —         [H«  stmtipt^ 

D.  Car.  We  had  not  pass'd  above  a  street  or 
two 
Before  he  stopp'd,  and  at  the  second  house 
Beyond  the  church,  in  Saint  lago's  street. 
He  entered,  and  desir'd  me  to  follow  him ; 
I,  making  a  stand,  he  grew  suspicious. 
And,  from  my  silence,  guessing  his  mistake. 
He  slipped  into  the  house  and  locVd  tlie  domt: 
When  I  had  well  obseiVd  the  street  and  boose. 
I  came  with  speed  to  give  you  this  accoaou 

Flor.  Oh,  madam,  this  is  Don  Octavio's  boMc- ; 
Without  all  doubt,  they  'vecarry'd Porcia tbid^r 

Cam.  Peace,  Flora,  and  listen  to  the  seqoei. 

D.  Hen.  Come,  cousin,  we  lose  time — ^Hcigb. 
who  waits  there  ? 
I  will  besiege  the  house :  if  they  refuse 
To  render.  Til  reduce  that  theatre 
Of  my  shame  to  ashes,  and  make,  their  forC 
Both  theirs  and  it's  own  sepulchre.    There  «e 
Such  charms  in  vengeance^  that  I  do  not  woader, 
It  is  reserv'd  for  him  who  fbrm'd  the  thooder. 
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D,  Car,  Have  patience^  coosioy  and  consult 
your  reason ; 
'twill  soon  convince  you  how  unpracticable 
And  vain  your  proposition  is,  t'  attempt, 
/it  this  time  of  nisht,  a  house  so  guaroed, 
In  a  well-govern'cT  city ;  that  would  prove 
Vety  like  tbontlery  which  the  cloud  destroys  . 
WJiereiu  'twas  fbnn'd,  producing  only  noise. 
What  can  the  issue  be,  but  to  alarm 
The  town,  expose  your  person  and  your  fortune 
To  th*  rigoor  of  the  law,  publish  your  shame, 
And  frustrate  your  revenge  for  ever  ? 
.;  jD.  Ucn.  What !  would  you  have  me  tarry  till 

these  villains, 
Who-  have  invaded  my  house,  affronted 
My  person,  murder*d  my  servant,  and  robVd 
Me  of  a  sister,  may,  evade  my  vengeance  ? 

[Spoken  hastily, 
D,  Car,  No ;  fear  not  that,  let  me  alone  to 
6nd 
A  certain  way  to  hinder  their  escape ; 
Til  instantly  to  the  Corrigidor, 
And  beg  the  assistance  of  bis  authority 
To  secure  tliese  criminals  for  the  present, 
That  afterwards  the  law  may  punish  them. 
D.  Hen.  A  fine  proposal !  Why,  cousin^  can 
you  think 
That  111  submit  a  personal  injury 
To  th'  tame  decision  of  tlie  formal  law  ? 
And  having  been  affronted  by  the  sword. 
To  pray  the  aid  of  the  long  robe,  and  take 
An  advocate  for  second  ? — relieved  by  law  ? 
D,  Car,   Since  we  all  parties  arje  in  making 
laws, 
We^nost  not  judges  be  in  our  own  cause ; 
We  hold  it  intamous  to  break  our  words, 
Yet  cancel  the  great  charter  with  our  swords^ 
D.  Hen,  They,  by  their  insolence,  the  laws 
invade. 
-    D,  Car,  But  you,  by  your  revenge,  the  laws 
degrade. 
D.  Hen,  Honour  obliges  me  to  take  revenge. 
D.  Car.  Honour  is  justice,  rightly  understood ; 
Your  idol  honour 's  only  heat  of  blood. 
D,  Hen,  Honour  's  opinion,  which  rules  all 
the  world.  [fools ; ' 

D.  Car,    Opinion,  Henrique,   only  governs 
Heason,  the  wise  and  truly  valiant  rules. 

D.  Hen,  Reason  's  opinion ;  for  every  one 
Stamps  reason  on  his  own  opinion. 

D,  Car,  Then,  by  your  argument,  when  peo- 
plejoin 
In  making  laws,  because  they  all  opine. 
Laws  are  reasonable,  and  bind  us  all. 
D,  Hen,  Curse  on  your  sophbtry,  to  treat  a 
friend 
With  figures,  that 's  raging  in  a  fever ! 
You  may  as  well  pretend  to  teach  a  man 
To  sing  nis  part,  that*s  atretch*d  upon  a  rack. 


No,  sir,  rU  sooner  lose  this  irksome  life. 
Than  e'er  consent  to  publish  my  disgrace. 
Before  I  have  reveng*d  it-^to  assist 
At  tlie  funeral  of  my  own  honour !—  [tiextampt. 
D,  Car,  What  a  wild  creature  is  a  cholerick 
man !  [Aside* 

Tis  far  from  my  intent ;  all  my  design. 
Is  only  how  we  may  conceal  your  shame, 
Till  we  have  got  the^  villains  in  our  power; 
Which  can  be  brought  about  by  no  suchroeansi 
As  by  demanding  justice  against  those 
Who  did  assault  your  person,  and  have  wounded 
Your  servant,  a  very  plausible  pretence  ! 
Will  this  content  you?    Trust  my  conduct, 

cousin ; 
Is  not  my  interest  the  same  with  yours  I 

D,  Hen,  Well,  since  it  must  be  so,  I  pray 

make  haste. 
D.  Car,  Doubt  not  my  diligence;  by  this  Til 
prove 
Friendship  has  fire  and  wings,  as  well  as  love. 
J).  Hen.  If  you  could  fly,  you  'd  move  with 
too  much  leisure ; 
Ah,  tedious  minutes,  which  revenige  does  mea^ 
sure !  (Exit  Carlos. 

Flo,  Madam,  y'  have  heard  their  mischievous 

design  ? 
Cam,  Yes,  Flora,  out  of  question  Porcia  's 
there; 
And,  if  they  find  her,  she  is  lost  for  ever. 

F/o.ril  try  to  hinder  it,  though  I  were  cer- 
tain 
To  perish  in  th'  attempt :  I'm  confident 
The  house  at  present  is  in  such  confusion, 
I  may  run  thither  without  being  miss'd. 
Cam,  Tis  well  thought  on ;  in  the  interim  111 
retire 
To  Porcia's  chamber. 

[Exeunt  from  behind  the  door. 

Enter  Geraldo. 

Ger,  Sir,  Don  Antonio  is  just  arriv'd. 

D,  Hen,  Ha !  what 's  that  you  say,  sirrah  ? 

Ger,  That  Don  Antonio,  sir,  your  brother-in- 
law. 
Is  without,  walking  i*  th'  hall,  and  bade  me 
Give  you  notice  of  it ;  shall  he  come  in  ? 

D*  Hen,   Antonio  arrivM !   O  heavens^  this 
circumstance 
Was  only  wanting  to  compleat  my  shame  ! 
When  he  desires  to  see  his  wife,  shall  I, 
Myself,  inform  a  person  of  his  ouality. 
That  she  is  run  away  ?  Where  shall  I  find 
A  heart,  a  tongue,  a  voice,  or  breath,  or  face, 
To  utter  this  unparalleird  disgrace  ? 

[SpQken  hastily, 
O  this  fantastick  sense  of  honour !  I  .. 

At  my  own  tribunal  stand  ^assoil'd. 
Yet  fearing  others'  censure  am  embroil'd. 


^  AssoiTd. — Ahsohfjif  discharged.    Fr.  absondre,    Lat  ab3olvere,y*JvviV9^ 
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Oer.  What  is  your  plcwore,  sit?  'titposeible 
That  Doa  Antonio  may  think  it  fong. 

D.  Hen.  Wait  on  hhn  in,  but  at  the  same 
time  tell  him 
Too  cannot  find  me— I  will  leave  my  hoase, 
And  the  discovery  of  my  shameylo  fate, 
And  any  denstnre  rather  undergo. 
Than  be  the  reporter  of  my  owo  disgrace ; 
Till  first  I  have  my  lionoor's  ransom  paid, 
Id  the  vile  blood  of  this  perfidious  maid. 

[ExH  H«NEIQUE. 

Enter  Don  Antonio  attd  Ernesto. 

D.  Ant.  My  friend  and  his  feir  mistress  safely 
lodged, 
And  free  frtrai  their  adventnre;  'tis  now  fit 
To  mind  my  own  engagement— But,  Ernesto, 
What  can  the  meaning  be  of  this  mde  usage. 
In  suffering  me  to  stay  without  thus  long, 
Upon  my  fint  arrival  ?  Come,  let 's  go  on 
Into  the  other  rooms. 

Em.  1  swear,  sir^  I  >  amai'd  at  this  great 
change ; 
Tis  not  above  two  hours,  since  I  found  here 
A  numerous  and  well-order'd  family. 
In  all  appearance;  now  I  see  the  pages 
Bolt  out  of  the  doors,  then  start  back  again 
Into  their  holes,  like  rabbits  in  a  warren  ; 
The  maids  lie  peeping  at  the  garret  windows, 
Like  th'  upper  tier  of  ordnance  in  a  ship ; 
All  looks  disordered  now ;  nor  can  I  guess 
What  may  have  caus*d  so  great  an  alteration ; 
But  tbe^  I  see  the  servant  you  sent  in. 
Enter  GEaALDO, 

D.  Ant.  Friend,  where's  your  master? 

Ger.  I  cannot  tell,  sir. 

I).  Ant.  Where  is  his  sister? 

Ger.  In  truth  I  know  not,  siri  we  men-ser- 
vants 
Have  little  to  do  in  the  ladies*  quarters. 

lExU  Geraldo^ 

D.  Ani.  This  looks  but  oddly ;  are  yon  sure, 
Ernesto, 
Y'  have  not  misguided  me  to  a  wrong  house  ? 

Etn.  If  you  are  sure,  sir,  that  we  are  awake. 
Then  I  m  certain  this  is  the  same  house. 
Wherein  this  afternoon  I  saw  and  spoke  with 
Don  Henrique  and  your  bride;    by  the  same 

token 
There  was  a  lady  with  her  in  a  veil ;   - 
And  this  very  room  is  the  anti-chamber 
To  her  apartment. 

D.  Am.  I  shotald  be  finely  serv*d,  if,  after  all 
This  negociation,  and  a  tedious  joomey, 
My  ptaM  and  patience  should  be  cast  away 
On  home  such  withered  Sybil  for  a  wil^, 
As  her  own  brother  is  Mham*d  to  shew  me. 

£m*  YonH  sooiv  be  fmd  from  that  fiear,  sir. 
[Ernesto  goe$  toward  the  door. 

D.iln/.  How  so? 

Em.  Because  I  see  her  in  the  inner-room, 
Lymg  along  «p(m her  oouoby  and  raading; 


Her  face  is  tom'rf  the  other  wajr,  but  yet 
11  er  shape  and  cloaths  assure  n>e  'tis  Hie  i 

D.  Ani,  Art  certam  that  ^ttsshe? 

Em.  There  are  not  many  like  her. 

D.  Ant,  If  thou  be'st  sure  'tis  she,  Ftl  ven- 
ture in, 
Without  her  brother's  presence  t*  introduce  me. 

Em.  She's  coming  this  way,  sir. 

Enter  Cabulla,  reading. 

Cmn.  T  have  reason.  Dido,  and  'tis  wdl  re- 
marked,— 
[She  skuti  kerboek;  after  a  liitleptmtL 
The  woman  who  suffers  herself  to  love. 
Ought  likewise  to  prepare  herself  to  sofier; 
There  was  great  power  in  your  charms,  MjneB5, 
T  enthrall  a  lady's  heart  at  first  approach, 
And  make  such  early  and  such  deep  impres- 
sions, 
That  nothing  but  her  death  could  e'er  deface. 
Alas,  poor  Dido ! — 
D.  Ant,  O  heavens!  what's  that  I  see?— « 
do  1  dream  ? 
[ Avrov to  ieeing  her,  starts,  then  ifasdf 
as  tfama:td. 
Sure  I  am  asleep,  and  'tis  a  vision 
Of  her  who*s  always  present  to  my  thoughts; 
Who,  fiearini;  my  revolt,  does  now  appear 
To  prove  and  to  confirm  my  constancj. 
When  first  I  saw  that  miracle,  she  8eem*d 
An  apparition ;  here  it  must  be  one. 

Em.   What  fit  of  freuiy  's  this?— Sir,  hh 
Porcia, 
A  lovely,  living  woman,  and  your  bride. 
D.  Ant,  The  blessing  is  too  mijghty  Ar  nj 

faith. 
Em.  Faith !  ne'er  trouble  your  faith  in  thii 
occasion ; 
Approach  her  boldly,  sir,  and  trust  your  sense. 
I).  Ant.  As  when  we  dream  of  some  uma- 
sporting  pleasure. 
And,  finding  that  we  dream,  we  fear  to  wake, 
Lest  sense  should  rob  us  of  out  fancy's  treasmei 
And  our  delightful  vision  fVom  us  take ; 
bless'd  apparition,  so  it  fares  with  roe. 
That  very  an^l,  now,  dnce  more  appears. 
To  whose  divinity,  long  since,  I  rais'd 
An  altar  in  my  heart;  where  I  have  ofier*d 
The  constant  sacrifice  of  sighs  and  vows. 
My  eyes  are  open,  yet  I  dare  not  trust  'e« ! 
Bhss  above  fnith  must  pass  for  an  illusion ; 
If  such  it  be,  O  let  me  sleep  for  ever, 
Happily  deceiv'd :  But,  celestial  maid, 
If  this  thy  glorious  presence  real  he, 
O  let  one  word  of  pity  raise  my  soul 
From  visionary  bliss,  and  make  me  die 
With  real  joy  instead  of  extasy. 
Speak,  speak,  my  destiny ;  for  the  same  breatk 
May  warm  my  heart,  or  cool  it  into  death. 

Em,  'Siife !  he 's  in  one  of  his  old  fits  ajrain-- 
Why,  what  d*  yon  mean,  sir?  Vis  Porcia  liert»W- 
Cam.  I  am  that  maid,  who  to  your  virtse 
owes 
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Iler  honour  then.4iucl  Iter  disquiet  since; 
Yet  io  my  pain,  I  cannot  but  be  pleasM 
To  find  a  passion,  censor'd  in  our  sex, 
Jastifjf'd  by  so  great  an  obligation, 
^is  true,  I  blush,  yet  I  must  oivo  the  fire, 
To  which  both  love  and  gratitude  conspire. 

I>.  Aut.  Incomparable  creature !  can  it  be. 
That,  hnviog  soflPerM  all  which  mighty  love 
Did  e'er  inflict,  I  now  should  be  repaid 
With  ae  full  joys  as  love  could  ever  give  ? 
Fortune,  to  make  my  happiness  compleat, 
lias  join'd  her  power,  and  made  me  find  a  bride 
lu  a  lost  mistress ;  but  with  this  allay, 
Of  leaving  jne  no  means  my  faith  to  prove, 
Since  chance  anticipates  the  pains  of  love. 

Cam,  The  servant's  error  Irns  misled  the  mas- 
ter, 
He  takes  roe  too  for  Porda;  blessed  mistake ! 
Assist  me  now,  artful  dissimulation.         [Aside. 
But  how  can  that  consist  with  so  much  passion? 
Tis  possible  the  sense  of  my  distreFs'd 
Condition  might  dispose  a  noble  heart 
To  take  impressions  then,  which  afterwards 
Time,  and  your  second  thoughts,  may  have 

delac'd; 
But  can  a  constant 'passion  be  produced 
From  those  ideas  pity  introducM  ? 
Let  your  tongue  speak  your  heart ;  for,  should 

y'  abuse  me^ 
I  ^U  io  time  discover  the  xkceit : 
You  may  paint  fire,  Antonio,  but  not  heat. 

D.  Ant,  ISf  adnm — 

Cam.  Hold;  be  not  too  scrupulous,  Antonio; 
Let  me  believe  it,  though  it  be  not  true ; 
For  the  chief  happiness  poor  maids  receive. 
Is  when  themselves  they  happily  deceive. 

D.  Ani.  If,  since  those  conquering  eyes  I  first 
beheld. 
You  have  not  reign*d  onrival'd  in  my  heart. 
May  you  despise  me  now  you  are  my  own ; 
Which  is  to  me  all  curses  summM  in  one. 
But  may  your  servant,  madam,  take  the  bold- 
ness 
To  ask,  if  you  have  ever  thought  of  him  ? 

Cam,  A  love  so  founded  in  a  grateful  heart. 
Has  need  of  no  remembrance,  Antonio; 
Yon  know  yourself  too  well ;  those  of  your  trade 
Have  skill  to  hold,  us  well  as  to  invade. 

D.  Ani,  Fortune  lias  lifted  me  to  such  a  height 
or  happiness,  that  it  may  turn  mv  brain^ 
When  £  look  down  upon  the  world. 
What  liave  I  now  to  wish  but  moderation, 
To  temper  and  to  fix  my  joys? 

Com.  I  yield  as  little  t*  you,  noble  Antonio, 
In  happiness,  as  affection ;  but  still 
Porcia  must  do  as  may  become  your  bride. 
And  sister  to  Don  Henrique ;  in  whose  absence 
A  longer  conference  must  be  excused ; 
^I'herefore  I  take  the  freedom  to  wttbdraw. 
Should  I  have  staid  until  Don  Henrique  came. 
His  presence  would  tove  njtirr'd  my  whole  de- 
srgii.  [Aside, 


D.  AnL  Where  bf^uty,  virtiic^  and  discration 
join, 
Tis  heaven,  methinks,  to  find  that  treasare  mine. 

Enter  Don  Henrique. 

D.  Hen.  Sur^  Don  Antonio^  having  long  ere 
this 
Found  out  th'  infamous  flight  of  my  Tile  siftter^ 
Will  be  retir*d  to  meditate  revenge 
Upon  us  both — Ah,  curse !  he  is  tliere  still; 

[Ueseeskim^ 
1*11  slip  away — ^But  it  is  now  too  late. 
He  has  perceiv*d  me. 

D.  Ant,  How,  Don  Henrique!  avoid  your 
friend,  thftt  's  come 
So  long  a  journey  t'  embrace  you,  and  cast 
Himself  at  the  fee^  of  your  lair  sister? 
D.  Hen,  Noble  Antomo^  you  may  well  ima« 
sine 
The  trouble  I  am  in,  that  you  should  find 
My  house  in  such  disorder,  so  unfit 
To  receive  th'  honour  of  so  brave  a  guest. 
D,  Ant,  Tis  true,  Don  Henrique,  I  am  much 
surpriz'd 
With  what  I  find ;  I  little  did  expect 
Your  sister  t'orcift  should  have  been*- 

D.Jlen,  Ohiieavens!  I'm  lost,  he  has  disco* 
ver*d  all.  [Ati4e, 

Tis  not,  Antonio,  in  a  brother's  po^er 
To  make  a  sister  of  a  better  paste 
Than  Heav'n  has  made  her. 

D.  Ant,  In  your  case  'specially ;  for,  without 
doubty 
Heaven  never  made  a  more  accomplisb'd  crea* 
ture. 
D,  Hen,  What  means  the  man  ?  [Aside* 

D,  Ant,  I  come  just  now  from  ent^taining 
her;  * 

Whose  wit  and  beauty  so  excel  all  those 
Of  her  fair  sex,  whom  I  have  ever  known, 
That  my  description  of  her  would  appear 
Rather  detraction  than  a  just  report 
Of  her  perfections. 

D,  nen.  Certainly  be  mocks  me;  he  never 
could 
Have  chosen  a  worse  sufferer  of  scorn; 
But  I  will  yet  contain  myself  awhile. 
To  «ee  how  fieir  be  'U  flrive  it.    [iuide.]— »8liy 

you,  sir. 
That  you  have  seen  and  entertain'd  my  sister^ 
Z>.  Ant,  Yes,  Don  Henrique;  and  with  such 
full  contentment. 
So  rais'd  above  expression,  that  I  think 
The  pains  and  care  of  all  my  former  life 
Rewarded  with  excess,  in  the  delight 
Of  those  few  miaotes  of  her  conyersation. 
Tis  true,  that  satisfaction  was  abridg'd 
By  her  w^l-weigh'd  severity ;  to^iveme 
A  greater  pleasure  in  the  contemplation 
Oflier  discreet  observance  of  the  rules 
Of  decency;  nut  suffering  me,  thp^gb  now 
Her  husband,,  any  longer  to  enjoy 
So  great  a  happiuesS;  you  not  beipg  by. 
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'     D,  Hen,   I  am  coDfoonded ;   but  I  must' 

dissemble 
My  astonishment,  till  I  caa  unfold 
The  mystery.  [Atide,] — She  might  have  8par*d 

that  caution ; 
But  I  suppose  you  'II  easily  foigive 
All  error  on  the  better  side. 
•   i>.  Ant,    Sir,  I  have  seen  so  much  of  her 

perfection 
In  that  fthort  visit,  I  shall  sooner  doubt 
Our  definitions  in  morality. 
Than  once  suppose  her  capable  of  error. 

X>.  Hen.   This    exposition  makes    it  more 

obscure  ; 
I  must  get  him  away.    [Atide.'\ — Sir,  is 't  not 

tim^ 
To  wait  on  you  to  your  chamber?    It  *s  late. 
And  I  believe  irou  have  need  of  rest* 

D.  Ant,  1  should  accept  your  offer,  sir,  with 

thanks, 
If  I  were  not  oblig*d,  as  late  as  'tis. 
To  see  a  friend  before  I  go  to  bed. 
-     D,  Hen,  1*11  bear  you  company,  if  yon  11 

give  me  leave. 
I).  Ant.  I  humbly  thank  you,  sir;  but  can't 

consent 
*To  give  you  so  much  trouble ;  Fll  return 
Witniii  an  hour  at  farthest. 

D,  Hen,  Whene'er  your  please;  y'  are  wholly 

master  here. 
D.  Ant.  I  never  saw  a  man  so  discompos'd, 
"Wh8te*er  the  matter  is.-^  [Aiide, 

Ernesto,  I  must  make  a  step  to  see 
*  A  friend  near  hatid ;  bid  Sancho  follow  me, 
And  «tay  you  in  my  chamber  till  I  come. 

[Exeunt  Antonio  and  Ernesto. 


D.  Hen,  Your  servant,  sir. 
[Don,  Henrique  waits  on  him  to  tke  ieor. 
This  sudden  sally  hence 
At  this  time  of  the  night,  newly  arriv'd 
From  a  long  joumej,  and  not  to  snffer  me 
To  wait  upon  him,  does  embroil  me  more. 
But  now  I  will  not  long  be  in  suspence; 
I  'U  to  my  sister's  chamber. 

Enter  Don  Carlos,  as  Don  Henriqde  it 
going  into  Porcia's  chamber, 

D.  Car,  Ho!  Don  Henrique;  come  awsj, 
all 's  prepared ; 
Our  kuisman  the  Corrigidor  is  ready 
With  a  stronjz  band  ofseijeants,  and  stays  for  jod. 
D,  Hen,  Speak  softly,  Don  Antonio  isarm'd, 
And  some  of  his  may  over-bear  us. 

D.  Car,  That 's  very  unlucky ;   but  does  be 
know 
Your  sister 's  missing? 
D,  Hen,  I  think  not  yet. 
JP.  Car.  Come,  let 's  away ;  we  have  no  time 

to  lose. 
D.  Hen,  Pray  stay  a  while;  I  labour  witb  a 
doubt 
Will  burst  me,  if  not  clear'd  before  I  go, 
I),  Car,   What,  cousin  !    will  you  loie  tf 
opportuuity 
Never  to  he  recoverd  ?  Are  you  mad  ? 
Will  vou  permit  the  villains  to  escape. 
And  laugh  at  us  forever?  Come  away. 

[HepulUkim. 
D,  Hen,  Well,  I  must  go ;  and  let  him  uw^e 
it  out ; 
The  worst  estate  of  human  life  is  doubt. 

[Eicunt, 


ACT  IV, 


SCENE— Daii  Octavio's  House. 

titter  Don  Octavio  angrily,  pushing  Diego, 
and  PoRC  I A  foilowing. 

D,  Ocf.  Villain,  thou  hast  undone  us;  cursed 
villain, 
'.Where  was  thy  sonlf  had  fear  quite  banish*d  it. 
And  left  thee  not  one  grain  of  common  sense  ? 
For.  Was  there  ever  so  fatal  an  accident? 
D,  Oct,  Why,  traitor,  didst  thou  not  let  me 
know  it, 
As  soon  as  we  were  come  into  the  house  ? 
Die.  What  would  f  have  done,  if  you  had 

known  it  then  f 
J>,'  Oct,  I  would  have  sally'd  out,  and  killed 
the  rogue, 
In  whose  power  thou  hast  put  it  to  destroy  09. 
Can  it  be  doubted,  but  that  long  ere  this 
He  has  acquainted  Henrique  where  we  are? 
Frota  whose  bUck  rage  we  must  immediately 
Expect  t'  encounter  all  the  worst  extremes 
Df  malice,  seconded  by  seeming  justice; 


For  the  unfortunate  are  still  i'  th*  wrong. 
Curse  on  all  cowards !  better  iur  be  serv'd 
By  fools  and  knaves :  they  make  less  dangerous 

faults. 
Die.  Am  I  in  fault,  because  Fm  not  a  cat  ? 
How  could  I  tell  i'  th'  dark,  whether  that  rascal 
Werp  a  knight-errant,  or  a  recreant  knight? 
I  thought  him  one  of  us,  and  true  to  Icve. 
Were  it  not  for  such  accidents  as  these. 
That  mock  man's  forecast,  sure  the  destinies 
Had  ne'er  been  plac*d  amongst  the  deities. 
D.  Oct,  Peace,  cowardly  slave;  havii^  ibw 

play'd  the  rogue. 
Are  yon  grown  sententious  ?  Did  I  not  fear 
To  stain  my  sword  with  such  base  bkxMJ,  Fd  let 
Thy  soul  out  witb  it  at  a  thousand  wounds. 
Die.  Why  tlien  a  thousand  thanks  to  mjr  base 

blood. 
For  saving  my  good  flesh.  [J$i^ 

D.  Oct,  Pardon,  my  dearest  mistress,  th^ 

excess 
Of  pasiion  iu  your  pretence. 
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.  For,  What  shall  we  do,  Octavio?  if  we  stay 

here, 
We  are  undone  for  ever :  my  brother 
Will  be  instantly  apou  os.    Alas ! 
My  own  life  I  value  not,  Octavio, 
When  your's,  my  better  life,  such  hazard  runs ; 
But  O  my.  honour !  O  my  innocence  !. 
Expoft'd  to  scandal ;  there's  my  deepest  s^se. 

1>.  Oct.  Though  the  complexion  of  your  bro- 
ther's malice 
Resemble  hell,  it  is  not  black  enough 
To  cast  a  stain  upon  your  virgin  innocence. 
Sure  two  such  diff*rent  branches  ne*er  did  spring 
From   the  same  stock:   to  me  't  seems  very 

strange, 
Our  middle  natures,  form*d  of  flesh  and  blood. 
Should  have  such  depths  of  ill,  such  heights  of 

good, 
An  angel  sister,  and  a  devil  brother. 
.  For,  He 's  my  brotlier,  and  I  know  no  defence 
For  injured  innocence,  but  innocence. 
Fly,  At,  Octavio;  leave  me  to  ray  late. 

J^.  Oct.  Your  kindness,  generous  maid,  con- 
futes itself; 
To  save  my  life,  you  counsel  me  to  fly, 
Which  is  at  once  to  bid  me  live  and  die. 

For,  What  tlien,  for  Heaven's  sake,  d'  you 
resolve  to  do  ? 

D.  Oct,  I  must  resolve,  and  suddenly,  but 
what, 
I  swear  I  know  not !  there  have  been  such  turns 
lo  my  misfortunes,  they  have  made  me  giddy. 

For,    You  must   determine  ;    time  wastes, 
Octavio. 

D.  Oct,  Madam,  if  I  should  lead  you  through 
tlie  streets, 
Aod-cfaance  to  meet  the  officers  of  justice, 
I  not  daring  to  avow  my  person. 
For  that  unlucky  accident  you  know  of. 
You  might,  I  fear,  by  that  means,  be  in  danser ; 
We  most  not  venture 't — Run,  rascal,  and  fetch 
A  chair  immediately. 

BU,  A  pretty  errand  at  this  time  o*  th*  night ! 
These  chairmen  are  exceedingly  well-natur*d, 
Th*  are  likely  to  obey  a  servant's  orders 
After  nine  o'clock.  [Exit  Diego. 

D.  Oct.  Ye  Pow'rs  above,  why  do  ye.  lay  so 
great 
A  weight  on  human  nature,  and  bestow 
Such  an  unequal  force  to  bear  our  loads  ? 
After  a  long  pursuit,  through  all  those  stories 
Which  hell-bred  malice,  or  the  power  of  fate, 
Coald  ever  raise  t'  oppress  a  noble  love; 
To  be  at  length  possess'd  of  a  rich  mine, 
Where  nature  seem*d  to  have  lodged  all  her 

treasure. 
And  in  an  instant  have  it  ravish'd  from  me, 
Is  too  rude  a  trial  for  my  patience 
To  loBtain;  I  cannot  bear  it. 


.  For,  My  sense  of  this  misfortune  e<]^aaU  year's; 
But  yet  I  must  conjure  you  to  submit 
To  the  decrees  of  those  who  rule  above ; 
Si^di  resignation  may  incline  their  justice 
Til'  impending  mischief  to  divert ;  besides. 
In  human  tilings,  there's  such  vicissitude. 
Where  hope  should  end,  we  hardly  can  conclude. 
D.  Oct,  Weak  hope  the  parent  is  of  anxious 
care. 
And. more  tonnenting  far,  than  fix'd  despair: 
This  makes  us  turn  to  new  expedients ; 
That,  languish  'twixt  desire  and  diffidence. 
For,  Fortune  will  blush  for  shame,  whei|  she 
shall  find 
Her  best-aim'd  darts  can  never  touch   your 
^      mind. 
D.  Oct,  Ah,  Porcia  I  though  my  mind  b($  fiur 
above 
The  reach  of  fate,  'lis  level  unto  love ; 
Urge  it  no  more :  111  die  a  thousand  deaths 
Ere  1*11  consent  to  part  with  you. 

[Strike*  his  breast. 
For.  I  shall  be  always  your's;   for  ttiough 
we  're  forc'd 
To  separate,  yet  we  are  not  divorc'd. 

D.  Oct.  Whilst  our  souls  act  by  organs  of  the 
sense, 
'Twixt  death  and  parting  there's  no  difference. 
For,   Consult  your  reason,  then   you  wiH 
comply  ; 
Making  a  virtue  of  necessity. 
D.  Oct.  Ah,  lovely  maid !  *twas  not  allow'd 
to  Jove, 
To  hold  at  dnce  his  reason  and  his  love.  • 

Enter  Di  £co. 

Die,  The  chair  is  come,  sir,  just  as  I  expected. 
I>.Oc^  Where  is  it? 

Die,  Even  where  it  was;  they  are  deeply 
eogag'd 
^  A  las  pintas,  and  will  not  leave  their  game, 
They  swear,  for  all  the  Dons  in  Seville. 

D,  Oct. .  A  curse  upon  these  rogues !  1*11  make 
'em  come. 
Or  make  their  hearts  ake. 

[Don  Octavio  runs.  out. 
Die,  Madam,  though  I  was  never  yet  unkind 
To  my  own  person,  I  am  so  much  troubled 
At  the  disquiet  my  mistake  has  brought  you. 
That,  could  I  do  't  conveniently,  i'  faith, 
I  would  even  cudgel  myself.  ! 

For.  Away,  buffoon;  is  this  a  time  for  fool- 
ing? 

ilnter  Don  Antonio  and  Sancho. 

D.  Ant.  Where  is  my  noble,  ftiend,  Octaviof 
Di^.  Did  you  not  me^t  him  at  the  door,  sir  ? 
D.  Ant.  No. 
Die.  He  went  out,  sir,  just  as  you.canie  in. 


^  Alas  pintoM^— At  cards.    Frpm  pinta^  a  spot  or  mark.    ^Sp. 
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D.  Ant  Madbin,  I  luig^t  hanre  gone  to  Wd,  \ 
hut  not  [il<2i^reMef  kim$elfto  Porcia. 
To  rest^  witkoot  returniog  to  coqaire 
Of  yoiir^,  aod  of  my  noble  friena's  condidon ; 
And.Mioe  nore  to  oflEer  you  fny  service. 

Por.  I  take  the  boldness,  in  Octavio's  absence, 
To  ffetum  bis,  with  my  moat  bumble  tbanks, 
i^or  your  late  generous  assistaiice  of  ui, 
And  for  this  new  addition  to  our  debt. 

J>.  ABi.  Tbo'  I  bave  sot  lb'  honoer  to  be 
known  t'  you, 
Tbe  ser^^  of  your  sex  in  tbeir  distresses 
Is  tbe  first  vow  of  tbose  of  our  profiession ; 
And  my  constant  friendsbip  for  Octavio 
Is  of  so  old  a  date,  that  all  occasions. 
By  wbicli  I  moy  express  tbe  fervour  of  it, 
Ar«  JDoat  flveloooMs  to  me. 

Enter  Flora  in  gffeat  haste. 

No,  O  madaifr^rm  out  of  breatb  with  run- 
ning. 

Fat,  IVbat  accident,  Flora,  brings  ^ou  bitber? 

Fku  A  sad  one,  madam,  and  requiring  baste, 
To  ^ive  you  timely  notice  on't — ^Don  Carlos, 
Assisted  by  tbe  light  o'  lb'  rising  moon, 
Ani^  by  a  mistake  of  some  of  your  train. 
Has  trac'd  you  to  this  house,  and  in  my  bearing 
Infomi'd  your  brother  of  tbe  plaoe  and  manner 
Of  your  remait;  who  is  now  coming  bitber 
AccompanyM  with  the  Corrigidor, 
To  seize  on  whomsoever  ^all  be  found 
Wiibio  these  walls,  upoa  pretence  of  murder. 

For.  Oh,  cruel  accident !  ' 

FUk  JModam,  make  baste;  g^t  aat  of  4be 
back  door. 
Or  you  will  certainly  1)e  met  with. 

Ar.  How  vile  a  creature  am  I  now  beoome  ! 
For,  though  in  my  own  ianocence  secure, 
To  tbe  censorious  world,  who,  like  false  glasses 
Mingling  their  own  irregular  figures, 
Mi^reflect  the  object,  I  sbaU  appear 
Some  siufol  womau,  sold  to  infamy. 

jU.  Ant,  Your  own  clear  mind  's  the  glass, 
which  to  yourself 
Reflects  yourself;  and,  trust  me,  madam, 
W  are  only  happy  tl>en,  when  all  our  ioys 
Flow  from  oursaWeSy'not  from  the  people's  voice. 

FIb.  Madum,  they  *U  instantly  be  here. 

For.  Ob  that  Octavio  should  just  now  be  ab- 
sent! 
But  to  expect  till  be  retom  were  madness. 

D.  Ani.  Y'  have  reason,  madam ;  and,  if  you 
dare  trust 
Tour  person  to  the  conduct  of  a  strangei^ 
Upon  toy  honour,  lady,  Fll  secure  you, 
lOr -perish  in  th'  attempt. 

^or.   Geaerous  «ir,  how  «baU  a  'weetcbed 
maid, 
Abanibn'd  by  ber  fote  to  tbe  pvirsuit 
Of  an  inhuman  brother,  eV  be  able 
Either  to  merit,  or  requite  your  fovours  ?  {stood, 

D.  Ant.  I  am  th'  oblig'd,  ,if  rightly  under- 
Being  o'erpaid  by  tib'  joy.  ^dioi^g  gqod* 


For,  Sir,  I  foii^  mfad[  to  your  protectbo, 
With  eoual  gratitude  and  confidence. 

D.  Ant,  Come,  madaa^  we  oinat  lose  no 
time- 
Diego,  find  out  your  waster  pres^itlyv 
Ad0  tell  liim,  tMt  the  danger  niH  aUowmg 
Our  stay  till  bis  return,  I  aball  convey 
Has  mistress  safely  bo  a  nunnery. 

For,  Andy  Flora,  stay  you  here  to  bnag  me 
word 
What  be  reaolves  to  do  in 'this  our  desperate 
Condition.  [Ejiit  Djica 

Fh.  Itadam,  I  sbaU. 

D.Ant,  But  stay — I  swear  I'd  like  tabsve 
committed  [Going  out^  retunu. 

A  tbal  mistake;  tbe  mooastery  gates 
Will  not  be  open'd  at  this  time  o'  th' night,  • 
Without  a  stnct  enquiry  into  the  cause ; 
Besides,  'tis  possible,  that,  once  lodg'd  ^heia, 
She  may  be  out  of  my  fdend*s  power,  or  aiiiie^ 
Ever  to  get  her  thence,  if  it  be  hoown. 
It  must  oot  be-- — I  bave  ibought  better  00*1: 

[&  pasisof,  oa^  tkmJa. 
I  will  convey  yon  to  my  Drotber-in4aw's, 
A  person  of  suob  quality  and  honour. 
As  may  protect  and  serve  you  with  bis  credit : 
^nd  thece  my  wife  may  bave  tbe  happiness 
V  accompany  you,  and  pay  tbe  offices 
Due  to  your  virtue  and  distrass'd  oondkioat 
And,  going  to  a  bouse  that 's  so  much  mine. 
Make  account,  aiadftm,  't»  to  your  own  home. 
Sancbo,  stay  you  here,  to  attend  Octavio, 

[Turning  to  Sascbo, 
And  euide  him  the  next  way  to  ray  apartmeot: 
Here  is  tbe  key,  I  sbafll  bave  little  use  on't. 
Having  Brnesto  waiting  for  me  there. 
One  word  more,  Saocho ;  let  Octavio  kaow 
'TIS  my  advice,  that  lie  cone  in  a  diair; 
lie,  by  that  nwans,  may  possibly  escape 
BMUBmadoa,  if  be  should  be  jnet  with. 

Par,  Flora,  I  pray  do  you  cootinae  hne^ 
And  if  by  any  accident  Octavio 
Sliould  be  binder'd  from  coming  after  as. 
Observe  his  motions  well,  and  where  he  fixes; 
Then  retom  liome,  and  I  ahall  find  some  way 
Of  sending  to  you,  to  infonn  myself. 

Fio.  I  sliall  not  fiul  t'  observe  your  otden, 
madam. 

D.  Ant,  Madam,  I  mm  ready  to  attend  yoa. 

For,  Ah,  cruel  brother !    ah,  my  dear  Oc- 
tavio! 
How  am  I  toftur'd  betwixt  love  and  hate ! 

D.  Ant.  W'  had  better  soSer  thaa  dcstfie 
our  fate. 

[Ejeii  Ihm  Amrmw  dad  ?wcU' 

San,  Tis  no  small  compliaient  my  mtstcr 
makes 
Your  lady  and  her  gaUant,  at  this  time 
O'  th'  nisbt,  to  quit  his  baother-iii4Kv*i»  v^ 

leave 
So  four  a-bfide  4M4BoPeia-«ll  alone. 

Fh,  What,  is  bis  mistress's  name  Porcistoo? 

San,  Ye8;-«aiiif^ha»at&ira  baiidrii«> 
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As  joonelfy  I  shaH  soon  fbi^get  my  damielt 
In  the  Low-Countries. 
J%9.  if  Yoar  Low-Couotrj  damaeLi 
Uens, 

You  would  HOC  be  pat  to  't  to  forget  first. 
Bot  I  belieir«  llmt  you  are  safe  enotijgk; 
I  have  not  heard  such  praises  of  their  wit, 
But  that  we  may  sapp^se  they  have  good  me- 
mories. 

filler  DiEOo. 

Die.  Is  not  my  master  yet  retom'd  ? 
fh.  No. 

DU*  Well;   now  have  we  an  honourable 
cause 
To  wear  the  beadle*s  livery :  faith^  Flora, 
If  your  tender  sea  had  not  been  priv^'d 
From  this  harsh  discipline,  how  prettily 
Woold  the  beadle's  crimson  laee  show  upon 
Your  white  back ! 
Fh,  T  won't  do  so  weti  as  on  a  darker 
ground; 
Twill  suit  much  better  with  your  tawny  hide. 
San,  I  pray,  camerade,  is  it  the  mode  in  Se- 
ville, 
To  be  whipped  for  company  ? 
Die.  On,  sir,  a  well-bred  soldier  will  ne'er 
refose 
Soch  a  civility  to  an  eld  friend ; 
Tills  is  a  ne#  way  of  being  a  second. 
To  shew  your  passive  conrage. 
San.  We  soldiers  do  not  use  to  shew  eur 

backs. 
Die,   Not  to  yonr  enemies;   but,  sir,  the 
beadle 
Will  prove  your  friend;  for,  your  blood  being 

heated 
With  riding  post,  the  bieathiDg  of  a  vein 
Is  very  requisite. 
San,  Would  t*  Heaven  that  I  were  i'  tiie  camp 
again; 
There  we  are  never  stripped  till  we  are  dead. 

Enter  Don  Octavi o,  and  the  Chairmen  appear 
at  the  door, 

D.  Oct.   Be  sore  you  stir  not  thence  till  I 
return.  [To  the  Chairmen. 

Sirrah,  whereas  Porcia  ? 

Die.  Sfae^s  fled  awoy  i*  tli'  dark,  with  a  young 
roan 
Ofyoor  acquaintance. 

b.  Oct.  Rascal,  leave  your  fooling. 

Die.  There 's  none  i'  th'  case,  sir;  'tis  the 
wisest  thing 
%e  ever  did ;  had  ^e  staid  your  return, 
9^  %vould  have  liilleD  into  thiose  very  clutches, 
In  which  yon  will  immediately  be  grip'd. 
Unless  vou  make  more  haste.    Flora  is  come 
With  all  the  speed  she  could,  to  let  you  know 
Th*  are  coming  with  the  justice,  to  lay  hold 
Of  all  withia  this  boufie ;  pray  be  quick,  sir. 
And  save  yourself.    She's  safe  in  a  lumaeiy ; 
Conducted  thkher  by  Aatooaa. 


:  Is  cone  into  a  nunnery  ? 
I      Flo.  Once^  sir,  'twaa 


B.  (kt.  PMoe,  teeeclM>wH  fire  consume 
that  tongue  of  thine! 
What  say'st  tbou,  viUain !  tnra  nunnerv^ 
Porcia  in  a  nunnery?  O  heavens  I  nothing 
But  this  waa  wanting  to  make  me  desperate; 
What  hope 's  there  VdEc  ever  to  get  her  thence. 
After  such  accidents  as  these  made  pubHck  ? 
Ah,  Flora,  b  it  true  that  my  dear  Porcia 


so  lesol/d,  and  Die^ 


sent 


To  eiye  you  notoce on  *%;  but  afoenvanli, 
He  being  gone,  th^  changed  thf  ir  resolutions : 
There's  one  eaik  telf  yen  moi^*— 

[Pointing  to  Sahcho. 
San.  My  iMaler  bade  me  stay,  to  let  you 
know 
He  has  conve/d  her  to  his  own  apartaent, 
In  his  brother-in-law's  house,  a  perscm 
So  eminent  in  quality  and  credit. 
That  the  imagining  him  in  her  and  your 
Protection,  sir,  may  much  avail  ye  both ; 
Besides,  she  '11  have  the  satisfkction  there 
Of  being  treated  by  my  master's  bride. 
There  he  11  expect  you,  and  advises  you 
To  come  in  a  ehair,  to  avoid  questioning, 
In  case  of  any  encounter. 
D.  Oct.  I'll  take  his  comisd,  he's  a  generous 
friend. 
Come,  chairmen,  away:   pray,  friend,  do  you 
guide  us.  [To  Samcbo. 

Die,  Up  with  your  burden,  beasts,  and  foil 
n>rthwitn 
To  your  half-trot.  [Ereunt. 

[The  ckmr  it  curried  mwr  the  ttate; 
Diego,  Sancbo,  a7td¥i»nA,  folSrw. 
[A  noite  within.    Follow,  folkiw,  foHew. 

Enter  Don  Carlos,  the  Corrigidor,  and  Spr- 
jeanti,  pursuing  Sancho,  Flora,  and  Diego. 

Die.  This  is  one  of  Don  Cupid's  p^etty  jests; 
W'  are  struck  upon  a  shelf  before  we  could 
Put  out  to  sea. 

D.  Car,  You  find,  sir,  mv  ooajeeture's  noc 
iH^roonded.  [To  the  Corrigid&r. 

Cor,  What  are  you,  sirrah? 
Die,  A  living  creature,  very  Uke  a  nmn. 
Only  I  want  a  heart. 
dor,  Y'  are  pleasi«nt,  sir,  pray  Heaven  your 
mirth  continue. 
Who  is  that  woman  with  the  veil? 
Die.  Let  her  answer  for  herself,  rii'  haa  a 
tongue; 
Set  it  but  once  a  going,  and  she^  tell 
All  that  she  knows,  and  more. 
Cor,  Make  her  unoorer  her  foce. 

[Oi*e  of  the  Serjeants  goet  to  l^  up  herineil, 
D.  Car.  Hold,  fnend--<;ousia,  if  it  should  be 
Porcia,     [Turning  to  the  Carrigidar* 
It  were  not  fit  to  expose  her  bete. 

Cor.  Tis  very  weU  consideved ;  p>y^  to  her. 
And  speak  to  her  in  private. 

[Don  CAKunggm  UmmnU  fumtu, 
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Flo.  Tis  ly  sir.  Flora ;  who  being  coldihaDded 

By  ray  lady 

D.  Car,  Speak   softly  pr'ythce,    Flora,   'tis 
enough; 
I  understand'  the  rest,  and  pity  her ; 
Bid  her  sit  still  i'  th'  chair,  I'll  do  my  best 
To  save  her  from  dishonour. 

Flo,  He  thinks  'tis  Porcia  there ;  a  good  mis- 
take; 
It  may  secure  Octavio  from  the  bands 
Of  this  rude  rabble.  [Aside, 

They  take  you  for  my  mistress,  sir ;   sit  still, 

[To  Don  Octavio  in  the  chair. 
V\\  follow  the  chair,  and  watch  all  occasions 
To  further  your  escape. 

J>.  Car,  We  have  Ibund  our  wandVing  nymph, 

sir. 
Cor,  Was  it  Porcia  ? 

D,  Car,  No,  sir,  'twas  her  waiting-woman. 
Flora; 
Following  the  chair,  wherein  they  were  convey- 
ing 
Her  lady  to  some  other  place. 

Cor,  We  arriv'd  luckily ;  had  we  but  staid 
A  moment  longer,  they  had  all  been  fled. 
Setjt  Will  you  have  us  see,  sir,  who  's  i'  th' 

chair? 
Cor.  Forbear,  fellow! 
Her  own  fully  is  punishment  enough, 

[To  Don  Carlos, 
T*  a  woman  of  her  quality,  without 
Our  adding  that  of  publick  shame. 

D.  Car.  Twas  happily  thought  on,  when  you 
oblig*d 
Don  Henrique  to  expect  us  at  your  house ; 
For  had  he  come,  and  found  Ins  sister  here, 
rr  had  been  impossible  to  have  restrain'd 
His  passion  from  some  great  extravagance. 

Cor,  I  cou*d  not  think  it  fit  to  let  him  come; 
For  one  of  such  a  spirit  would  ne*er  brook 
Tlie  sight  of  those  had  done  him  these  affronts. 
And 's  better  tliat  a  business  of  this  nature, 
Especially  *twixt  persons  of  such  quality. 
Should  be  compos'd,  if  it  were  possible'. 
By  tb*  mediation  of  some  chosen  friends. 
Than  brought  t'  a  publick  trial  of  the  law; 
Or,  which  is  worse,  some  barbarous  revenge. 
D.  Car,  This  fellow  (if  I  am  not  mistaken) 

[Looking  upon  Dieco. 
Is  Don  Octavio*s  man. 

Cor.  Who  do  you  belong  to,  friend  ? 

Die,  To  nobody,  sir. 

Cor,  Do  not  you  serve  ? 

Die.  Yqs,  sir,  but  my  master  is  not  himself. 

Cor.  Take  his  sword  from  him,  serjeant. 

[The  Serjeant  goes  to  take  away  his  sword. 
Die.  Diego  disarmed,  by  any  other  hand 
Than  by  his  own  ?  Know,  friend,  it  is  a  weapon 
Of  such  dire  execution,  that  I  dare  not 
Give  it  up,  bat  to  the  hands  of  justice. 
^  [The  Corrigidor  receives  the  swordy  and 

gives  it  to  the  handt  of  his  Serjeant t, 
fnytM'.m'Xf  sir)  as  joob  as"  you;  come  home, 


And  hang 't  up  in  your  hall,  then  under-write. 
This  is  bold  Diego  s  sword ;  O  may  it  be 
Ever  from  rust,  as  'tis' from  slaiighter,  free. 

Cor.  Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  pleasant  homoar. 

Die.  Faith,  sir,  I  lievbr  pain  myself  for  love, 
Or  fame,  or  riches ;  nor  do  I  pretend 
To  that  ^reat  subtilty  of  sense,  to  feel 
Before  Vm  hurt ;  and  for  the  most  part 
I  keep  myself  out  of  harm*s  way. 

D,  Cor.  The  definition  of  a  philosopher. 

Cor,  Come,  leave  your  fooling,  sirrah ;  where's 
your  master? 

Die.  The  only  way  to  leave  my  fooling,  sir, 
Is  to  leave  my  master;  for  without  doubt, 
Whoever  has  but  the  least  grain  of  wit. 
Would  nevei*  serve  a  lover  niilitant; 
He  had  better  wait  upon  a  mountebank. 
And  be  run  tlirough  tne  body  twice  a  w^ek 
To  recommend  his  balsam. 

Cor,  This  fellow  is  an  original. 

Die,  But  of  so  ill  a  band,  I  am  not  worth 
The  hanging  up,  sir,  in  my  master's  room. 
Amongst  the  worst  of  your  collection. 

Enter  Serjeants  with  two  Footmen,  and  two 
Maidservants, ' 

Ser,   An  't  please  your  worship,  we  have 
search'd  the  lioose. 
From  the  cellars  to  the  garrets,  and  these 
Are  all  the  living  cattle  we  can  find. 

Cor.  Friends,  take  a  special  care  of  that  same 
varlet, 
And  tlte  waiting-woman ;  we  '11  find  a  way 
To  make  them  tell  the  truth,  I  warrant  yoo. 
Flo,  O  Diego  \  must  we  be  prisoners  toge- 
ther? 
Die,  Why,  that 's  not  so  bad  as  the  bands  of 

wedlock,  Flora. 
Cor,  Come,  let 's  away ;  but  whether  to  coo- 
To  her  own  house,  certainly  were  not  fit. 
Because  of  hf  r  incensed  brother. 

D.  Car.  IF  you  approve  on  't,  cousin,  Fll 
carry  her 
To  mii>e ;  for  siuce  we  seek  (if  possible) 
To  compose  the  business,  she  will  be  there 
With  much  more  decency  and  satisfaction, 
Beiug  in  a  kinsman*&  house;  and  where  shell 

have 
My  sister  to  accompany  her. 

Cor,  This  business  cannot  be  in  better  hands 
Than  ybur's ;  and  there  Til  leave  it,  and  bid  yoa 
Good-night. 

D,Car.  Your  servant,  cousin;  I  wisbyorf 

well  at  home. 

You  may  be  pleased  to  take  your  Serjeants  with 

yoo ;  [As  the  torrigidor goa  out. 

There  are  without  two  servants  of  Don  Hea- 

;,  rique's; 
They'll  be  enough  to  gnard  our  prisonecsy 
And  Wa\\  less>  notice. 
Cor,  Come^  segeaots,  follow  me. 
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D.  Car.  Welly  ye  may  go  aboat  your  busi- 
ness,  friends. 

[To  the  Footmen  and  Maids, 
I  am  glad  we  did  not  find  Octavio  here ; 
For,  though  I  might  justly  pretend  ignorance, 
I  would  not  have  him  suner,  though  by  chance. 
{^Exeunt  Servants. 
San,  Well,  I  am  now  sufficiently  instructed, 
And,  since  there  is  uo  notice  ta*en  of  me, 
rU  fairly  steal  away,  and  give  my  roaster 
An  account  of  this  misfortune.     \Exit  Sancho. 
D.  Car,  Take  up  the  chair  and  follow  roe. 

[They  take  up  the  chair. 
Die,  A  lovely  dame  they  bear;  'tis  true,  she's 
sometliing 
Hairy  about  the  chm,  but  that,  tliey  say,  't 
A  sign  of  strength :  it  tickles  me  to  think 
Hovr  like  an  ass  he'll  look,  when,  opening  the 

shell. 
His  worship  finds  within  so  rough  a  kernel. 

[Ejeeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Don  Antonio's  Apartment 
in  Jjon  Henrique's  House. 

Enter  Dan  Antonio  and  Porcia. 

D.  Ant.  Madam,  banish  your  fear,  you  are 
now  safe 
Widiin  these  walls ;  be  pleas'd  to  remain  here, 
Till  I  shall  bring  some  lights,  and  acquaint 

Porcia 
With  tb'  lionour  shell  receive,  in  entertaining 
So  fair  a  z^cst. 
P9r.  Who  is 't  you  say  you  will  advertise,  sir? 
D.AnL  My  wife  Porcia;  have  but  a  little 

Patience, 
attend  you,  madam.  [Exit  Antonio. 
For.  Is  her  name  Porcia  too  r    Pray  Heaven 
send  her 
A  better  fate  than  her  distressed  oameVsake. 
But  whither  am  I  brought  ?  What  house  is  this? 
What  with  my  fears,  and  darkness  of  the  night, 
I  have  lost  all  my  measures,  I  can't  guess 
What  quarter  of  the  town  it  is  w'  are  in ; 
For  to  avoid  the  meeting  with  my  brother. 
And  his  revengeful  train,  we  have  been  forc*d 
To  make  so  many  turnings,  I  am  giddy. 
Bat,  thanks  to  Providence,  I  have  this  comfort, 
That  now  I'm  in  a  place  out  of  his  reach. 

^^ter  Don  Antonio  with  two  lights,  and  sets 
them  on  the  table. 

D.  Ant,  Madam,  my  wife  will  suddenly  at- 
tend you; 
Pardon,  I  pray,  my  absence  for  a  moment. 

[Exit  Antonio. 
^^-  Now  I  begin  to  hope  my  sighs  and  tears 
Have  in  some  measure  withjust  Heaven  prevail'd 
At  length  to  free  me— But  what  do  I  see  ! 

[Looking  about  her,  she  starts. 
Am  I  awake,  or  is  it  an  illusion  ? 
^^  me,  is  not  this  my  brother's  liouse  ?  this 
The  quarter  joining  to  my  own  apartment? 

VOL.   Ill, 


There  is  no  room  for  doubt ;  and  my  misfbrtooet 
Are  always  certain,  and  without  redress. 
Unerring  Powers,  arbiters  of  fate. 
Teach  me  my  crimes,  and  how  to  expiate 
Your  wrath:   Alas,  I  know  not  what  I  have 

done. 
To  merit  this  continued  persecution ! 
But  bow  came  I  here  ?  brooght  by  Octavio's 

friend. 
One  on  whose  virtue  I  did  so  rely, 
That  I  my  brother's  malice  durst  defy. 
Can  he  betray  me  ?  sore  I  'm  in  a  dream. 
But  if  Octavio— O  vile  suspicion  ! 
Octavio  false  ?  No,  truth  and  he  are  one. 
Tis  possible  his  friend  may  guilty  be ; 
But  to  what  end  so  base  a  treachery  ? 
And,  if  perfidious,  how  could  he  be  his  friend  f 
I  am  confounded  with  the  various  forms 
Of  my  misfortunes,  hei&hten'd  still  the  more. 
The  less  I  can  their  hidden  cause  explore. 
This  only 's  evident,  that  I  must  fiy 
Immediately  this  fatal  place.     But  why 
Struggle  I  thus  with  fate :  smce,  go  or  stay, 
Death  seems  alike  to  wait  me  every  way  ? 

[She  weeps. 

Enter  Don  Antonio  and  Cavillk, 

Cam.  I  wonder  much  what  lady  this  can  be 
Antouio  mentions.  [Aside, 

D.  Ant.  Pardon,  I  beseech  you,  madam,  the 
liberty 
Which  I  so  early  take;  but  I  presume 
Such  is  your  generous  tenderness  to  those 
Whose  spiteful  fortunes,  not  their  fault,  bat 

Drought 
Into  distress,  that  you  will  think  yourself 
Oblig'd  to  him  who  gives  you  the  occasion 
T*  exercise  those  virtues  which  only  visit 
Others,  but  reside  with  you. — ^Thb  fair  lady— 
But  she  will  best  relate  her  own  sad  story, - 
Whilst  I  seek  out  Don  Henrique,  and  engage 

him 
T  employ  his  power  and  int'rest  for  her  service. 
[Exit  Don  Antonio. 
[l//wm  Camilla's  approach  Porcia  takes 
the  handkerchief  from  her  eyes. 
Cam.  Ha;  what  's  that  I  see?  Stay,  stay, 
Antonio,       [She  runs  after  Antonio. 
It  is  not  fit  Don  Henrique^but  he's  gone. 
And  we  are  lost  for  ever. 
For,  O  heavens!  is  this  Antonio,  the  same 
man 
To  whom  I  am  betroth'd  ?  then  my  destruction 
Is  inevitable. 

Cam.  Are  you  an  apparition ;  or  are  you 
Porcia  herself?  speak ;  that  when  y'  have  said 

it  thrice, 
I  may  not  yet  believe  you. 
For.  You  well  may  doubt  even  what  you  see, 
Camilla, 
Since  my  disasters  are  so  new  and  strange, 
Tbey  sever  truth  from  credibility. 

Cam.  How  is  it  possible  you  should  be  here  f 
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Tor.  I  Isnow  not  how ;  only  of  this  I*m  sure, 
I  have  not  long  to  expect  the  dismal  end 
Of  my  sud  tragedy  ;  since  'tis  evident, 
Tlie  person  that  hath  led  me  to  this  place. 
This  fatal  place,  is  the  abused  Autonio; 
Who  has  conspir'd  with  my  unnatural  brother 
To  take  away  my  wretched  life,  and  chose 
This  scene  as  fittest  for  their  cruelty. 
And  thus,  strange  tate !  (through  ignorance  be- 

tniy'd) 
I  have  sought  protection  from  the  same  party 
Whom  \  have  mjur'd ;  and  have  made  my  hus- 
band 
Th'  only  confident  of  his  own  affront ; 
Who,  to  accomplish  his  too  just  revenge. 
As  well  upon  my  family  as  person. 
Gives  me  up  to  be  murdered  by  my  brother. 
$o,  whilst  I  'm  branded  as  a  foithless  bride, 
He  *11  be  detested  as  a  parricide. 

Cam^  Prodigious  accident!  but  wert  thou  blind, 
Not  to  know  thine  own  house,  unhappy  Porcia  ? 

For,  Alas,  how  could  I,  in  so  dark  a  night, 
In  suph  confusion,  and  so  full  of  fear  ? 
Besides,  he  brought  me  in  by  the  back  way, 
Through  his  own  quarter,  where  was  neither 

light, 
Nor  any  creature  of  the  family. 

Cam,  Although  I  cannot  comprehend  the  steps 
Of  this  your  strange  adventure,  yet,  dear  cousiu, 
Your  case,  as  I  conceive,  is4iot  so  desperate. 
VoT,  We  easily  persuade  ourselves  to  hope 
The  things  we  wish.    But,  cousin,  my  condition 
Will  not  admit  self-flattery,  and  what 
Can  you  propose  to  temper  my  despair  ? 

Cam,  Don*t  you  remember,  how  this  afternoon 
Antonio's  man,  finding  me  in  your  quarter 
Without  a  veil,  you  having  put  on  mine. 
That  he  applied  himself  to  me,  and  I, 
By  your  command,  assumed  your  person  ? 
For,  Yes,  very  well. 

Cam.  The  master  since  has,  by  the  man's 
mistake. 
Been  happily  led  into  the  same  error: 
J  have  not  disabusM  him  yet,  in  hopes 
It  might  produce  advantage  to  us  both. 

Tot,  Oh !   he  Ims  spoken  with  -my  brother 
since. 
Who  sure  has  undeceiv'd  him  long  ere  this. 
Ko,  without  doubt,  they,  having  found  them- 
selves 
Affronted  both,  have  both  conspirM  my  death. 
Cam,  How,  cousin,  can  that  be,  if  Don  An- 
tonio 
Ifr.s  engaged  himself  in  your  protection. 
And  is  Octavio's  friend  ? 

Vor,  Cousin,  if  you  impartially  reflect 
On  the  affront  which  I  have  done  Antonio, 
You  will  not  wonder  aiuch,  if  be  recede 
From  the  scarce-trodden  path  of  rigid  honour. 
To  meet  with  his  revenge ;  and  to  that  end 
Proceeds  thus  cautelously ;  still  pretending 
He  knows  not  me;  that  he  may  not  disavow. 
Both  to  Octavio  and  to  all  the  world, 


Th*  infamy  of  betraying  a  poor  maid 
To  loss  of  life  and  honour. 

Cam.  Misfortunes  make  you  rave;  this  vile 
suspicion 
Is  inconsbtent  with  Antonio*s  fame ; 
You  may  as  well  believe,  that  nature  will 
Reverse  the  order  of  the  whole  creation. 
As  that  Antonio,  a  man  whose  soul 
Is  of  so  strong  and  perfect  a  complesLion, 
Should  e*er  descend  to  such  a  slavish  sin. 

\^poktn  with  heat. 
And  if  we  had  the  leisure,  I  could  give  you 
Such  reasons  to  convince  you  of  your  error, 
That  you  would  both  acknowledge  and  repent  it 
For.  Alas !  I  had  forgot  her  near  conceni- 
ments 
For  Antonio,    f  Jside.] — Pardon  and  pity  me, 

Camilla ; 
My  mind  is  so  distracted  by  afflictions, 
I  know  not  what  I  shou*d,  or  shou*d  not  fear. 
Cam.  I  pity  thee  with  all  my  heart;  but, 
cousin. 
If  Antonio,  not  knowing  you,  nor  your 
Relations,  should  chance  to  find  your  brother. 
And  tell  him  unawares  all  that  has  pass*d. 
And  that  h'  as  brought  the  distressed  party  hither, 
He  '11  presently  imagine  it  is  you ; 
And  then,  I  fear,  't  will  be  impossible 
(Though  he  should  interpose  with  all  bis  power) 
To  stop  the  torrent,  or  divert  his  rage 
From  breaking  in,  and  executing  on  us 
That  horrid  parricide,  which,  though  too  late, 
It  may  be  he  himself  would  execrate. 

For.  There  's  too  much  ground  for  what  too 
fear,  Camilla ; 
But  if  I  could  secure  myself  tliis  night, 
Tis  very  possible,  that  to-morrow 
We  might  engage  Antonio  and  your  brother 
To  find  out  some  expedient  to  relieve  me. 

Cam.  Were  you  only  in  pain  for  your  security 
This  night,  I  know  an  easy  remedy 
For  that. 
For.  Which  way,  my  dearest  ? 
Cam.  Why,  what  does  hinder  us  from  makiii{ 
use, 
On  this  occasion,  of  the  secret  door. 
By  which,  you  know,  you  have  so  often  pass'd 
Into  your  house,  upon  more  pleasing  errands  ? 
By  this  we  shall  obtain  these  benefits. 
Safety  from  your  brother's  present  fiijpy. 
And  time  to  try  if  Carlos  and  Antonio 
May  be  engaged  to  mediate  in  this  business. 
And  I  have  cause  to  think  you  will  not  find 
Antonio  so  implacable  as  you 
Imagine. 

For.  I  conceive  you,  cousin  :  fool  that  I  was, 
To  think  a  heart  once  conquerM  by  your  eyes, 
Should  e'er  become  another  virgin's  prize ! 

Enter  Don  Aktowio. 

D.Ant.  So  late!  a  guest  in 's  house !  d«t's 
come  so  far  I 
I  On  such  a  business !  and  not  yet  come  bonie  I 
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There  'a  something  in  't  I  cannot  comprehend. 

[Aside, 
Madam,  I  ha'  n't  as  yet  found  ont  your  brother. 
Bat  sure  it  will  not  be  long  ere  he  return ; 
llien  I  'II  acquaint  him  with  the  accident 
Has  made  his  bouse  this  lady's  sanctuary. 

For,  Here  is  a  glimpse  of  comfort,  for  I  see 
He  takes  my  cousin  for  Don  Henrique's  sister. 

[Aside. 

0  bless'd  mistake,  so  luckily  continu'd  ! 

Cam.  I  am,  by  his  permission,  mistress  here ; 
And  since  that  I  am  pleas'd,  sir,  'tis  enough, 
Without  our  troubling  him  with  the  account 
Of  her  sad  story. 

D.  Ant,  True,  madam,  as  to  her  reception 
here; 
But  yet 't  were  very  fit  he  knew  it  too, 
That  we  might  serve  ourselves  of  his  advice 
And  credit,  for  this  lady's  service. 

'Enter  Don  H£icrique. 

D.  Hen.  Though  I  did  promise  the  Corrigidor 
Not  to  stir  from  his  house  till  his  return, 
Yet  I  could  not  obtain  it  of  myself;         [Aude. 

1  *m  80  impatient  to  unfold  the  riddle 
Of  Don  Antonio's  seeing  of  my  sister. 
And  entertaining  her  in  her  own  lodgings. 

I  shall  not  now  be  long  i'  tb'  dark.— <)  heavens ! 

[He  sees  her. 
Tis  she  herself,  and  Camilla  with  her. 
Were  all  my  servants  mad ;  or  all  asreed 
T  abuse  me  in  affinning  she  was  fled  ? 
But  Don  Carlos,  was  he  road  too,  to  swear 
That  he  had  trec'd  her  to  another  house  ?  . 
Certainly  I  or  they  must  be  possess'd ; 
Or  some  enchantment  reigns  within  these  walls. 

D.  Ant.  O  here  comes  Don  Plenrique,  now 
I'll  acquaint  him 
With  your  sad  story,  madam. 

Caw.  I  fear  we  ore  undone. 

D.  Ant.  Don  Henrique — 

For.  I  'm  dead  if  he  proceed,  but  how  to 
hinder  him — 

D.  Ant.  Here  's  a  lady  with  your  sister  Pop- 
cia • 

D.  Hen.  Yes,  sir,  I  see  who  'tis. 

J^.Ant.  Since  you  know  her,  sir,  you  will 
the  easier 
Excuse  my  boldness. 

D.  Hen.  Boldness !  in  what,  sir  ? 

D.  Ant.  To  have  been  tb'  occasion  of  your 
finding  her 
Herp,  with  your  sister,  at  this  time  o'  th'  night. 

J^'  Hen.  Lord,  sir,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

D.  Ant.  There  was  in  truth,  such  a  necessity 
in  it, 
Twt't  Will,  I  hope,  excuse  my  humble  suit  to  you, 
hi  her's  aod  mv  behalf. 

For.  Now  all  comes  out. 

D.  Hen.  I  understand  you,  sir;  she  does  desire 
To  pass  this  night  with  Porcia,  to  assist  her 
lo  th'  ordering  of  her  nuptial  ceremonies : 
Ut  her  stay  a  God's  name. 


Far.  If  he  does  not  dissemble,  my  condition 
Is  not  so  desperate  as  I  imagtn'd.  [Aside. 

D.  Ant.  1  hope  yon  '11  pardon  this  great 
liberty; 
So  early  «  confidence  will  need  it,  sir. 
D.  Hen.   'Tis  more  than  enough,  that  yoo 
desire  it ; 
Th'  occasion  too  does  justify  her  stay. 

D,  Ant.  Tis  most  true,  sir,  th'  occasion  did 
inforce  me 
Thus  boldly  to  presume  upon  your  friendship. 
D.  Hen.  Ha*  done,  for  Heaven's  sake ;  is  it 
a  novelty. 
Think  you,  for  Porcia  and  her  cousin-germaii 
To  pass  a  nieht  together  ? 

JX  Ant.  Is  she  so  near  a  kinswoman  of  his? 
Strange  inadvertence  in  her,  not  to  tell  me 
Her  relation  to  him,  when  I  nam'd  him  first. 
I  'd  made  fine  work  on  't,  had  I  told  him  all. 
D.  Hen.  She  knows  I  owe  her  many  a  good 
turn 
Upon  Octavio's  score,  and  hope  ere  long 
To  be  able  to  repay  ber  to  the  fulL 

[Looking  on  the  Ladies,  and  spoken  aside, 
that  Antonio  mifht  not  hear  hitn. 
For.  Can  he  declare  his  mind  in  plainer  terms  ? 
Cam.  I  cannot  tell  which  of  us  two  be  means. 
These  words  may  be  applied  to  either  of  us; 
But  I  begin  to  fear  that  he  knows  all. 
D.  Hen.  Smce  'tis  so  late,  pray  give  the  la- 
dies leave 
To  retire  to  their  chambers ;  go  in,  sbter. 

D.  Ant.  My  brother's  words  and  his  behaviour 
Imply  son^  mystery ;  but  I  must  be  sileat 
Till  I  discover  more.  [Aside. 

For.  Let  us  be  gone,  w'  are  lost  if  we  stay  here ; 
I  'm  confident  he  counterfeits  this  calm 
To  cover  his  revenge,  until  Antonio 
And  the  rest  of  the  house  are  gone  to  bed. 

Cam.  But  we  shall  ne'er  be  able  to  get  out. 
Whilst  they  continue  in  the  outward  roonvs. 

For.  Yes,  by  the  garden  door,  but  I'm  afraid 
'Tis  shut. 

Cam.  No,  now  I  think  on  't.  Flora  went  that 
way,     ' 
And  left  it  open. 

For.  Come,  let 's  be  gone;  I  hope  Heaven 
will  ordain 
Ease  by  that  door,  which  first  let  in  inv  pain. 

[Exeunt  Porcia  and  Camilla. 
D,  Ant.  I  '11  only  make  a  step,  sir,  to  my 
cliamber. 
And  then  return  to  yon  immediately.  [you. 

D.  Hen.  Pray,  sir,  give  me  leave  to  wait  on 
D.  Ant.  I  humbly  thank  yon,  sir;  I  know 
the  way, 
And  shall  not  stay  above  a  moment  from  you* 
D.  Hen.  What  you  please,  sir;  you  command 

here. 
D.  Ant.  I  '11  now  go  see  whether  my  servant 
Sancho 
Has  brought  Octavio  to  my  lodgings,      ' 
As  I  directed  him.  [Exit  Don  Airjoirio* 
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.    J).  Hen.  Heatens !  was  there  ever  so  stnmge 

a  mystery ! 
Don  Carlos  he  affirmed  that  those  we  foucht  with 
Had  coDvey'd  Porcia  away;  and  when  f  come 
To  seek  her  in  the  hoose/l  find  her  missing; 
To  second  this,  her  waiting-woman,  Flora, 
Tells  me  that  she  went  down,  about  that  time, 
Into  the  garden;  Antonio^  not  long  after^ 


Affirms  that  he  both  saw  and  entertain'd  ber 
In  her  own  apartment,  where  I  now  find  her. 
And  Camilla  with  her :  What  can  this  be? 
These  sore  are  riddles  to  pose  an  Oedipos; 
But  if,  by  my  own  sense,  I  am  assur'd 
My  honour  's  safe,  which  was  so  much  in  doa^ 
What  matter  is  it  how  'tis  brought  about? 


ACT  V. 


SCENE— D(m  Carlob's  Rouse. 

Enter  Dizco,  Flora,  an<f  Pedro,  oceompany- 
ing  the  chair,  groping  as  t*  th*  dark. 

Fed.  Dame  Flora,  and  Signior  Diego,  go  in 
there^ 
And  you,  my  friends,  set  down  the  chair,  and  let 
The  ladv  out :  go^  there*s  money  for  you. 
I  '11  go  fetch  a  candle. 

[Diego  and  Flora  go  in,  and  the  chair 
being  set  in  the  door,  Octavio  goes  out 
into  the  room  ;  Pedro  claps  to  the  door, 
•   and  goes  away. 

Enter  Don  Octavio,  Diego,  Flora,  at 
another  door, 

D,  Oct,  What !  put  in  all  alone  here  i*  th' 
dark,  [Groping  as  in  the  dark. 

And  the  door  shut  upon  me  1  Diego,  Flora ! 

Die,  Here  am  I,  sir,  and  Mistress  Flora  too. 
Unless  my  sense  of  feeling  fiaiils  me. 

D,  Oct.  I  can't  conjecture  where  we  are ;  I 
durst  not 
So  much  as  peep  out  of  the  chair,  since  Flora 
Gave  me  the  warning;  but  where'er  I  am, 
^is  better  far  than  in  the  seneants'  hands. 
JVb.  Though  now  i'  th'  dark,  I  know  well 
where  we  are ; 
I  have  too  often  walk'd  the  streets,  Octavio, 
From  your  house  hither,  upon  Cupid's  errands. 
Not  to  know  the  back-door  of  Carlos  his 
Apartment,  'tis  there  I  am  sure  w'  are  now. 
D.  Oct,  Curse  on  thee,  Flora !  had*st  thou 
lost  thy  wits. 
Not  to  let  me  know  it  sooner  ? 

Die.  A  gvpsy  told  me  by  my  palm,  long  since, 
A  sour-facM  damsel  should  be  my  undoing. 

Flo,  Suspend  a  while  your  apprehensions,  sir ; 
You  may  escape  before  the  candles  come ; 
The  door  was  wont  to  open  on  this  side ; 
If  not,  I  have  another  way  in  store. 

[Octavio  goes  to  the  door, 
D,  Oct.  Flora,  I  cannot  make  the  lock  go 
back. 
[Pedro  unlocks  it  on  the  other  side,  and 
coming  in  with  a  candle^  meets  with  Oc- 
tavio, and  starting  hack  and  stumbling, 
lets  the  candle  fall,  then  running  out 
again,  double-locks  the  door. 


Die.  Nay  then,  'fiiith  w'  are  fast ;  I  beard  Ihb 
give 
The  key  a  double  turn. 

.   [Diego  takes  up  the  candU. 
Here  ^s  a  fair  trial  for  your  maiden  breath; 
Flora,  blow 't  in  again,  let 's  owe  your  mouth 
More  light,  than  yet  your  eyes  could  e'er  impeit. 
Flo.  Light 's  cast  away  on  such  an  owl  as  von ; 
But  yet  I  '11  try.      [Flora  blows  the  eamdie  in. 
Die.  Thanks,   gentle  Flora,  to  your  viigia 
puff; 
Tis  a  stroutf  breath  that  can  o'ercome  a  snaC 

lAsOe. 
But  I  had  rather 't  had  been  let  alone : 
If  I  must  needs  be  kiird,  unless  it  were 
Behind  my  back,  I  'd  have  it  i'  the  dark  ; 
For  I  hate  to  be  kill'd  in  my  own  presence. 
D,  Oct.  What  must  we  do.  Flora?  all  nj 

hope  's  in  you. 
Flo.  W'  have  yet  some  room  for  hope ;  there*!. 
a  back-stairs 
Beyond  that  inner  chamber,  which  goes  down 
Into  the  garden ;  if  the  door  be  open, 
As  certainly  it  is,  the  way  is  easy. 

D,  Oct.  Come,  let 's  lose  no  time;  pr'jfthee 
guide  us,  Flora.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Don  Henrique's  Heuse. 

Enter  Don  Henrique. 

D.  Hen.  As  well  pleas'd  as  I  am,  to  find  my 
honour 
Less  desperate  than  I  tliought,  I  cannot  rest 
Till  I  have  drawn  firoro  Porcia  a  confesstoo 
Of  the  whole  truth,  before  she  goes  to-bed; 
She  's  in  her  chamber  now,  unless  by  new 
Enchantments  carried  thence. 

[As  he  is  going  towards  Porcia's  ehfimbn, 
enter  Don  Carlos  tn  haste. 
D,  Car.  I  can't  imagine  what  sboold  make 
Don  Henrique 
Quit  the  Corrigidor's  till  we  retum'd : 
One  of  his  servants  tells  me  he  *s  come  home. 
O,  here  he  is — Now  shall  I  raise  a  storm. 
Which  (if  we  do  not  take  a  special  care) 
Will  scarce  b'  allay'd  without  a  shower  of  bkiod; 
Yet  I  must  venture  *t,  since  it  so  imports 
Our  friendship  and  the  honour  of  our  bouse. 


TtrtB.] 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  FIVE  HOURS. 


437 


Happiness  is  such  a  stranger  to  mankind, 

[Addressing  to  HzvmQV^, 
That,  like  to  forcM  motion,  it  is  ever  strongest 
At  the  first  setting  out,  then,  languishing 
With  time,  grows  weary  of  our  company; 
But  to  misfortunes  we  so  subject  are. 
That  like  to  natural  motion  they  acquire 
More  force  in  their  progression. 
D.  Hen,  What  means  this  philosophical  pre- 
amble f 
D.  Car,  You  '11  know  too  soon,  I  fear. 
D,  Hen,  Don  Carlos,  I  am  now  so  well  re- 
covered 
From  all  m'  inquietudes,  that  for  the  future 
I  dare  defy  the  malice  of  my  stars 
To  cause  a  new  relapse  into  distemper. 
D.  Car,   Cousin,  I  'm  much  surprbM  with 
this  great  change : 
Bat  since  y'  are  such  a  master  of  your  passions, 
ril  spare  my  ethicks,  and  proceed  to  give  you 
In  snort  the  narrative  of  our  success. 
Oor  worthy  kinsman  the  Corrigidor, 
yorward  to  serve  you  in  th'  affair  I  mentioned, 
Was  pleas'd  to  go  along  with  me  in  person, 
With  a  strong  band  of  Serjeants,  to  the  place 
Where  I,  attended  by  your  servants,  lea  him. 
CoQsio,  'twas  there;— -(it  wounds  my  heart  to 

speak  it ; 
And  I  conjure  you  summon  all  your  patience — ) 

Twas  there  I  found 

D.  Hen,  Whom,  cousin,  did  you  find  ?  for, 
since  I'm  sure 
You  found  no  Porcia  there,  my  concernments 
In  your  discoveries  are  not  very  likely 
To  discompose  me. 
D.  Car,    1  would  to  Heaven  we  had  not 

found  her  there. 
D.  Hen.  What's  that  vou  say,  Don  Carlos  ? 

My  sister  there  ! 
D.  Car,  Yes,  sir,  your  sister. 
D.  Hen,  My  sister?  that's  good,  i'faith;  ha, 

ha,  ha. 
D.  Car.  Why  do  you  laugh?  Is  the  disho- 
nour of 
Oor  family  become  a  laughing  matter  ? 
This  is  a  worse  extreme,  methinks,  than  ^  other. 
D.  Hen.  How  can  I  chuse  but  laugh,  to  see 
ou  dream? 

Heaven's  sake;   and  recall  your 
senses. 
Porcia  there,  said  jou  ? 
D.  Car,  Yes,  sir,  Porcia,  I  say;  your  sister 
Porcia ; 
And,  which  is  more,  't  was  in  Octavioes  house. 
D.  Hen.   Why  sure,  y'  are  not  in  earnest, 

cousin  ? 
D.  Car,  As  sure  as  y*  are  alive,  I  found  her 
there. 


you 
Awake,  for* 


D,  Hen.  Then  you  transport  me,  sir,  beyond 
all  patience : 
Why,  cousin,  if  she  has  been  still  at  home, 
Antonio  seen  and  entertained  her  here, 
Accompany'd  by  Camilla ;  if  even  now 
I  left  them  there  within ;  is  't  possible 
You  should  have  found  her  in  Octavio's  house  ? 
To  be  here  and  there  too  at  the  same  time, 
None  sure  but  Janus  with  his  double  face 
Can  e'er  unfold  this  mystery. 

D,  Car.  Let  me  advise  you,  abuse  not  your- 
self; 
I  tell  YOU  positively,  I  found  her  there : 
And,  by  the  same  token,  her  waiting-woman 
Flora  was  there  attending  her. 

D,  Hen.   Flora!   dear  cousin,  do  not  still 
persist 
Thus  to  affirm  impossibilities. 

D.  Car.  Sure  you  are  making  some  experi- 
ment 
Upon  my  temper ;  and  would  fain  provoke 
My  patience  to  some  such  high  disorder, 
That  I  should  ne'er  hereafter  have  the  face. 
When  you  are  in  ^our  fits,  to  play  the  stoick. 
D,  Hen.  Cousm,  I  swear  to  you,  upon  my 
honour, 
Tis  not  above  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
Since  I  did  speak  with  Porcia  and  your  sister, 
In  that  very  apartment,  and  am  now 
Returning  to  them  in  my  sister's  chamber. 
D,  Car.  And,  sir,  I  swear  to  you,  upon  my 
honour, 
'Tis  not  above  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
Since  I  left  Porcia  carrying  in  a  chair 
From  Don  Octavio's  house,  and  your  man  Pedro 
Leading  the  chair-men  to  mine,  and  follow'd 
By  Flora ;  whilst  I  came  to  find  you  out, 
To  acquaint  you  with  this  unpleasing  news. 
But  fit  for  you  to  know  as  soon  as  might  be. 
D,  Hen.  This  question,  cousin,  may  be  soon 
decided ; 
Prav  come  along,  her  chamber 's  not  hr  off. 
>  v.  Car.  And  my  house  but  the  next  door; 
let 's  go  thither. 
D,  Hen,  You  'II  quickly  find  your  error,  cou- 
sin. 
D,Car,  And  you  'U  as  soon  be  undeceiv*d — 
\  but  stay. 
Here  comes  your  servant,  whom  I  left  to  guard 

her; 
He  11  instantly  convince  yon  of  the  truth. 

Enter  Pedro. 

Fed.  Osir! 

D.  Hen.  What  brings  you  hither,  Pedro  ? 

Fed.  Give  me  my  ^  albricias ;  sir,  I  bring  you 
The  rarest  news,  your  enemy  C)ctavio— 
I'm  quite  out  of  breath—- 


^  Aafrie%a$,-^K  reward  or  gratuity  |^ven  to  one  that  brings  good  news. 


Stevens's  Spanuk 
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1>.  Hefu  What  docs  the  varlet  mean  f- 
Fed.  Sir,  I  suppose  Don  Carios  has  infonn'd 
you, 
That  he  left  me  to  see  your  sister  Porcia, 
With  Flora  and  Diego,  Octa\io*s  roan. 
Safely  convey'd  t'  his  house. 

D,  Cat,  See  now,  Don  Henrique,  who  was  i' 

the  riglit. 
Fed,  I  did  as  he  commanded  roe,  and  pot 
them 
All  three  into  Don  Carlo9*s  anti-chamber, 
Porcia  in  the  same  chair  which  brought  her  thi- 
ther; 
And,  for  roore  safety,  double-lock'd  the  door. 
Whilst  I  went  down  in  haste  to  fetch  some  can- 
dles. 
D,  Hen.  As  sure  as  death  this  madness  is  in- 
•  fectious; 
My  man>  is  now  io  one  of  Carlos's  fits. 
Fed,  Returning  with  some  lights  a  moment 
after, 
I  no  sooner  open'd  the  door,  but,  heavens ! 
Who  should  I  see  tl>ere,  standing  just  before  me. 
In  the  self-same  place  where  I  left  Porcia, 
But  Octavio,  your  enemy  Octavio. 

J>.  Hen.  Here  is  some  witchcraft,  sure ;  what 

can  this  mean  ? 
Fed.  Amaz*d  at  this  sight,  I  let  the  candle 
fall ; 
And  dapp'd  the  door  to,  then  double-lock'd  it. 
And  brought  away  the  key. 

D.  Car.  But  how  could  he  get  in,  if  you  be 
sure 
You  lock'd  the  door  when  you  went  out  for 
lights? 
Fed.  I  know  not  whether  he  was  there  before. 
Or  got  in  after ;  but  of  this  I  'ra  sure, 
That  there  I  have  him  now,  and  safe  enough. 
D,  Hen.  Let  *s  not,  Don  Carlos,  now  perplex 
ourselves 
With  needless  circumstances,  when,  and  how  ; 
Those  queries  are  too  phlegmatic  for  me; 
If  the  beast  be  i*  th*  toil,  it  is  enough; 
Let  us  go  seize  him ;  for  he  must  die. 

Enter  Don  Antonio. 

D.  Ant.  Pray,  brother,  what  unhappy  man 
is  he, 
Whom  you  so  positively  doom  to  death  ? 
I  have  a  sword  to  serve  you,  in  all  occasions 
Worthy  of  you  and  me. 

D.  ken.  His  intervening,  Carlos,  is  unlucky; 
How  shall  we  behave  ourselves  towards  him 
In  this  business,  so  unfit  for  his  knowledge  ? 

D,  Can  Cousin,  you  should  consider  with 
yourself 

[Carlos  draws  Henrique  aside. 
What  answer  to  return  him;  he*s  not  a  man 
To  be  put  off  with  any  slight  pretences ; 
Nor  yet  to  be  engaged  in  such  an  action. 
As  liears  th*  appearance  rather  of  brutality 
Than  true  honour:  you  know  Antonio  needs 


No  fresh  occasions  to  support  his  name : 
Who  dangers  seek,  are  indigent  of  fisme. 
D.  Hen.  I  beg  your  patience,  sir,  bat  (mwm 
word 
With  this  gentleman,  my  friend. 

[Don   Henrique  addre$$e$   him»Jf  U 
Don  Antonio. 
D.  Ant.  1*11  attend  your  leisure. 
I  find  my  coming  has  dfisorder'd  'em,        [Amh 
There's  something  they  would  fain  conceal  ftm 

me; 
All  here  is  discomposed,  whatever  's  tberaafUfc 
D.  Hen,  I  am  a  rogue  if  I  know  what  c*  J*. 
D.  Car.  Since  the  event  *s  so  dangeroataal 
doubtful, 
Tis  best,  in  my  opinion,  sir,  to  temporize. 

D.  Hen.  How  easily  roeu  get  the  name  of  «ac! 
To  fear  t'  engage,  is  call'd  to  temporise : 
Sure  fear  and  courage  cannot  be  the  same, 
Yet  th'  are  confounded  by  a  specioas  name| 
And  I  must  tamely  sufier,  because  fools 
Are  rul*d  by  nice  distinctions  of  the  schools- 
How  I  hate  such  cold  complexions !  [He  smfL 
D.  Car.  Why  so  transported?  as  it  vebeo^lSl 
Were  for  your  passion  an  approved  defence^ 
D.  Hen.  Who  condemns  passions,  natiMVii 

arraigns. 
D.  Car.  *TW  are  useful  succours,  wben#iy 
serve  in  chains; 
But  he  who  throws  the  bridle  on  their  ned% 
From  a  good  cause,  will  produce  ill  eflects.  , 
D.  Hen.  Be  th'  effects  what  they  wil^  tfli 
resolv'd. 
I  doubt  not  of  your  kind  concurrence,  sir, 

[Addressing  lo  Don  AHTono. 
In  all  the  near  concernments  of  a  person 
Ally'd  to  you  as  I  am ;  but,  noble  brother, 
It  were  agarnst  the  laws  of  hospitality 
And  civil  breeding,  to  engage  a  guest 
(Newly  arriv'd  after  so  long  a  journey) 
In  an  occasion  where  there  nuiy  be  danger. 

D.  Ant.  If  such  be  the  occasion,  I  must  An 
Acquaint  you  freely,  tliat  I  wear  a  sword, 
Which  roust  not  be  excluded  from  yoar  senfo; 
I'm  sure  you  are  too  noble  to  employ  your'r 
In  any  cause  not  justify'd  by  honour. 

D.  Hen.  Though  with  regret,  I  see,  sir,  Im^ 
yield 
To  your  excess  of  generosity, 
This  only  I  shall  say,  to  satisfy 
Your  just  reflections;  that  my  resentments 
Are  grounded  on  affronts  of  such  a  nature. 
That,  as  nothing  but  the  offender's  life 
Can  e'er  repair  'em,  so  as  to  the  forms 
Of  taking  my  revenge,  they  can't  admit 
Of  the  least  scruple. 

D.  Ant.  Honour's  my  standard,  and  tis  fSff^ 
that  I 
Had  ratlier  fall,  than  blush  for  victory ; 
But  you  are  such  a  judge  of  honour's  laws, 
That 't  were  injurious  to  suspect  your  gause. 
Allow  me,  sir,  th'  honour  to  lead  the  way. 

[Exeunt  Don  Antonio  and  J>mHbv. 
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D,  Car.  If  Porcia  be  there  too  (as  I  believe) 
T  will  prove,  I  fear,  a  fatal  tragedy ; 
Bat  should  she  not  be  there,  yet  'tis  too  much 
For  such  a  heart  as  mine,  through  ignorance 
To  have  betray'd  a  gentleman,  Uiough  faulty, 
lato  such  cruel  hands.     I  must  go  with  them ; 
Bat  so  resolvM,  as  in  this  bloody  strife, 
rii  salve  my  honour^  or  TU  lose  my  life. 

[ilxit  Carlos. 

SCENE  changes  to  Don  Carlos's  House» 

Enter  Don  Octavio,  Diego,  and  Flora  with 
a  candle. 

Flo,  0  th*  unluckiness !  I  vow  t'  you,  sir, 
I  have  scarce  known  that  door  e'er  lock'd  before. 

D.  Oct,  There's  no  remedy,  Flora ;  I  am  now 
At  the  mercy  of  my  enemies. 

Die.  Uavmg  broken  into  another's  ground, 
lis  just,  i'feith,  you  sliould  be  put  i'  th*  pound. 

D.  Oct,  The  tide  of  my  ill  fate  is  swoln  so  high, 
TT  will  not  admit  increase  of  misery ; 
Sioce,  amongst  all  the  curses,  there  is  none 
So  wounds  the  spirit  as  privation : 
For  'tis  not  wliere  we  lie,  but  whence  we  fell ; 
The  bss  of  beav'n  's  the  greatest  pain  in  hell. 
When  I  had  sail'd  the  doubtful  course  of  love. 
Had  safely  gain'd  my  port,  and,  far  above 
My  hopes,  the  precious  treasure  had  secur'd, 
For  which  so  many  storms  I  had  endur'd. 
To  be  so  soon  from  this  great  blessing  torn, 
That's  hard  to  say,  if 'twere  first  dead  or  bom, 
May  doubtless  seem  such  a  transcendent  curse. 
That  even  the  Fates  themselves  could  do  no 

worse ; 
Yet  this  I  bore  with  an  erected  face, 
^cc  fortune,  not  my  fault,  caus'd  my  disgrace ; 
Bat  DOW  my  eyes  unto  tlie  earth  are  bent. 
Conscious  of  meriting  this  punishment : 
For  trusting  a  fond  maid's  officious  care, 
%  life  and  honour 's  taken  in  this  snare ; 
And  thus  I  perish  on  this  unseen  shelf, 
ParBu'd  by  late,  and  false  unto  myself, 
riwa,  when  I  am  dead,  I  pray  present 

[He  pulli  out  his  tablets. 
|h«e  tablets  to  your  lady,  there  she'll  find 
My  last  jequest,  with  reasons  which  I  give. 
That  for  my  sake  she  would  vouchsafe  to  live, 
we  me  the  candle,  Flora. 

[Octavio  sets  the  candle  on  a  tables  and 
sits  down  to  write  in  his  tablets, 

pie,  A  double  curse  upon  all  love  in  earnest. 
All  constant  love ;  'tis  still  accompany 'd 
T^itb  strange  disasters;  or  else  ends  in  that 
Which  is  the  worst  of  all  disasters,  marriage. 
Ho,  Sure  you  could  wish  that  every  body 

J^  such  a  soul  of  quicksilver  as  your's, 
That  can  fix  no  where. 
IWe.  Why,  'twould  not  be  the  worse  for  you, 
dear  Flora, 
You  then  might  hope  in  time  to  have  your  turn, 
^  well  ••  tme  who  have  much  better  faces. 


Flo,  You,  I  presume,  sir,  would  be  one  Q*  jth* 
latest 
Which  I  should  hear  of;  yet  'tis  possible 
That  one  might  see  you  before  you  should  be 
Welcome. 

Die,  She  has  wit  and  good- humour,  excellent 
Ingredients  to  pass  away  the  tuiie ; 
And  I  have  kindness  for  iier  person  too; 
But  that  will  end  with  marriage,  and  possibly 
Her  good-humour;  for  I  have  seldom  known 
The  husband  and  the  wife  make  any  musick. 
Though  when  asunder  they  can  play  their  parts. 
Well,  friend  Diego,  I  advise  you  to  look 
Before  you  leap,  for  if  you  should  be  coupled 
To  a  yoke,  instead  of  a  yoke-fellow, 
'Tis  likely  you  may  wear  it  to  your  grave. 
Yet,  honest  Diego,  now  I  think  on  't  better, 
Your  dancing  and  your  vaulting  days  are  done ; 
Faith,  all  your  pleasures  are  three  stories  high. 
They  are  come  up  to  your  mouth ;  you  are  now 
For  ease  and  eating,  the  only  joys  of  life : 
And  there's  no  cook,  nor  dry-nurse,  like  a  wife. 
D.  Oct,  Here,  take  my  tablets,  Flora;  sure 
they'll  spare 
Thy  life  for  thy  sex's  sake.  But  for  poor  Diego— 

Die.  Why,  sir,  they'll  never  offer  to  kill  me, 
There's  nothing  in  the  world  I  hate  like  death. 

D,  Oct.  Since  death 's  the  passage  to  eternity. 
To  be  for  ever  happy,  we  must  die.  [live. 

Die,  Tis  very  true ;  but  most  that  die  would 
If  to  themselves  they  could  new  leases  give. 
D.  Oct.  We  must  possess  our  souls  with  such 
indifference. 
As  not  to  wish  nor  fear  to  part  from  hence. 

Die,  The  first  I  may  pretend  to,  for  I  swear 
I  do  not  wish  to  part ;  'tis  true,  I  fear. 
D,  Oct.  Fear !  why,  death  's  only  cruel  when 
she  fiies. 
And  will  not  deign  to  close  the  weeping  eyes. 

Die.  That  is  a  cruelty  I  can  forgive, 
For  I  confess,  I  'm  not  afraid  to  live. 

D.  Oct.  We  shall  still  live,  though  'tis  by 
other's  breath, 
By  our  good  fame,  which  is  secur'd  by  death. 
Die,  But  we  shall  catch  such  colds,  sir,  under 
ground, 
That  we  shall  never  hear  fame's  trumpet  sound. 
D.  Oct.  'Tis  but  returning,  when  from  hence 
we  go. 
As  rivers  to  their  mother-ocean  flow. 

Die,  We    know    our    names  and  channels 
whilst  w'  are  here, 
W'  are  swallow'd  in  that  dark  abyss  when  there. 
D.  Oct.  Ingulph'd  in  endless  joys  and  perfect 
rest, 
Unchangeable,  i'  th'  center  of  the  bless'd. 
Die.  Hark,  I  hear  a  noise — 

[The  noise  of  the  opening  of  a  door, 
{DiEGO  t^ns  to  the  door,  looks  into  the  next 
room,  then  comes  rdnning  to  Octavio. 
Die.  O  sir,  w' are  lost;  I  see  two  female  giants 
Coming  most  terribly  upon  us. 
D.  Oct.  Away,  you  fearAil  fool-r— • 
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Ent!kr  Camilla  amd  Porcia,  the  one  with  a  key, 

the  other  wiih  a  candle, 

« 

J^.  I  'm  confideDt  nobody  saw  us  pass. 
From  th'  other  bouse. 
Cam,  However,  let  us  go  tbrougb  tny  brother's 
quarter, 
And  open  the  back-door  into  the  street; 
Hlib  good  in  all  events  t'  have  a  retreat 
More  ways  than  one. 

[A  door  claps  behind,  and  both  look  back. 
For,  O  heavens,  our  passage  is  cut  off! 
The  wind  has  shut  the  door  through  which  we 
came. 
Com,  The  accident  's  unlucky;  'tis  a  spring 
lock, 
That  opens  only  on  the  other  side. 

For,  Let 's  on  the  faster,  and  make  sure  of 
th'  other —  [Seeing  Octavio,  $he  starlt, 

Octavio  here ! 

[Octavio  hearing  them,  starts  up, 
D.  Oct.  Porcia  in  this  place !  may  I  trust  my 
senses, 
Or  does  my  fancy  form  these  chimeras  f 

Die,  Either  we  sleep,  and  dream  extrava- 
gantly. 
Or  else  the  fairies  govern  in  this  house. 

[Flora  runs  to  Porcia. 
Flo.  Ah,  dearest  mistress!  you  shall  never 
make  me 
Quit  you  so  again. 
For,  But  can  that  be  Octavio  ? 
I>.  Oct,  I  was  Octavio,  but  I  am  at  present 
So  much  astonished,  I  am  not  myself. 

Cam,  What  can  the  meaning  of  this  vision  be  ? 
[Don  Octavio  approaches  Porcia. 
D.  Oct,  My  dearest  Porcia,  how  is  't  possible 
To  find  you  in  this  place,  my  friend  Antonio 
Having  so  generously  undertaken 
Your  protection  ? 

For.  Did  he  notyour*8  so  too  ?  and  yet  I  find 
Octavio  bere^  where  he  is  more  expos'd 
Than  I,  to  certain  ruin;  I  am  loth 
To  say  *tis  he  who  has  betra/d  us  both. 
D,  Oct.  Antonio  false  ?  It  is  impossible. 
Die,  lis  but  too  evident. 
D.  Oct.  Peace,  slave;  he  is  my  noble  fifiend, 
of  noble  blood, 
Whose  fame  *s  above  the  level  of  those  tongues 
Tbst  bark  by  custom  at  the  brightest  virtues^ 
As  dogs  do  at  the  moon. 

For,  How  hard  it  is  for  virtue  to  suspect ! 
Ah«  Octavio !  we  have  been  both  deceiv'd ; 
This  vile  Antonio  is  the  very  man 
To  whom  my  brother,  without  my  consent 
Or  knowledge,  has  contracted  me  in  Flanders. 
D,  Oct,  Antonio  the  man  to  wliom  you  are 
contracted  ? 
Porcia  the  bride  whom  he  is  come  to  marry  ? 
For.  The  very  safne. 

J>.  Oct,  Why  did  you  not  acquaint  me  with 

it  sooner?  [it; 

For.  Alas,  I  have  not  seen  yoo  since  I  knew 


But  those  few  hours  such  wonders  have  pi^ 

duc'd. 
As  exceed  all  beUef ;  and  ask  more  time 
Than  your  unsafe  condition,  in  this  place. 
Will  allow  roe,  to  make  you  comprebeud  it. 
Cam^  Cousin,  I  cannot  blame  your  apprehen- 
.  sions. 
Nor  your  suspicion  of  Antonio*s  firiendship: 
But  1  am  so  possessed  with  the  opiniou 
Of  his  virtue,  I  shall  as  soon  believe 
Impossibilities  as  his  apostacy 
From  honour. 

D,  Oct.  What's  her  concernment  in  Antooio^ 

Porcia? 
For,  Oy  that 's  the  strangest  part  of  our  sad 
story. 
And  which  requires  most  time  to  let  you  know  it 
[A  blase  (flight  appears  at  the  n:indom,9ad 
a  noise  without. 
See,  Flora,  at  the  window,  what 's  that  ligltf 
And  noise  we  hear.  [Flora  goes  to  the  windem. 

Flo,  O  madam,  we  are  all  undone ;  I  see 
Henrique,    Carlos,    and   their   servants,  vitk 

torches, 
All  coming  hither;  and,  which  is  wonderfiil, 
Antonio  leading  them  with  his  sword  drawn. 
Cam,  Thou  dream*st,  distracted  wench ;  A^ 
tonio  false! 
It  is  impossible 

[Camilla  runs  to  the  window,  and  iunisg 
back,  says : 
Ail  she  has  said  is  in  appearance  tnie ; 
There  is  some  hidden  mystery  which  thus 
Abuses  us ;  for  I  shall  ne*er  believe 
Antonio  can  transgress  the  rules  of  frieodsfaip. 
D,  Oct,  Friendship  's  a  specious  name,  mine 
to  deceive 
Those  whose  good-nature  tempts  them  to  b^ 

lieve ; 
The  traffick  of  good  offices  *mongst  firieDds, 
Moves  from  ourselves,  and  in  ourselves  it  ends. 
When  competition  brings  us  to  the  test. 
Then  we  find  friendship  is  sel^interest. 
For,  Ye  Pow'rs  above !  what  pleasure  can  jc 
take 
To  persecute  submitting  innocence  ? 

I).  Oct,  Retire,  dear  Porcia,  to  that  inaer 
room; 
For  should  thy  cruel,  brother  find  thee  here. 
He  's  so  revolted  from  humanity. 
He  11  mingle  thine  with  my  impnrer  blood. 
For,  That  were  a  kind  of  contract;  lei  Urn 
come. 
We  'II  meet  at  once  marriage  and  martyrdom. 
D.  Oct,  Soul  of  my  life,  retire. 
For,  I  will  not  leave  yon. 
J>.  Oct.  Thou  preserv'st  me  by  taviag  of 
thyself; 
For  they  can  murder  only  half  of  me^ 
Whilst  that  my  better  part  survives  in  dwe. 
For,  1  will  die  too,  Octavio,  to  maintab. 
That  different  causes  form  the  same  efiecu ; 
Tis  courage  in  yoo  mtn,  love  in  our  sex. 
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D.  Oct,  Though  souls  no  sexes  have,  when 
w*  are  above. 
If  we  can  know  each  other,  we  may  love. 
For.  ni  meet  you  there  above,  here,  take  ray 
word, 
rpon  OcTAVio  takes  ker  hand  and  kisses  it. 
This  Porcia  knows  the  way  of  joining  souls, 
As  well  as  th'  other  when  she  swallowed  coals. 
[They  retire  to  the  other  room^  Porcia 
leaning  on  Camilla,  and  Octavio 
waits  on  them  to  the  door. 
Die.  Nay  if  y'  are  good  at  that,  the  devil  take 
The  hindmost;  'tis  for  your  sake,  fair  Flora, 

[Taking  Flora  by  the  hand. 
I  shun  these  honourable  occasions. 
Having  no  weapon,  sir,  'tis  fit  that  I 
Much  off  with  the  baj^age. 

nlZming  to  Don  Octavio. 
[Exeunt  Diego  and  Flora. 
D.  Oct,  I  'm  now  upon  the  frontiers  of  this 
life. 
There's  but  one  step  to  immortality; 
And,  since  my  cruel  fortune  has  allow'd  me 
No  other  witness  of  my  tragick  end, 
But  a  false  friend  and  barbarous  enemy, 
nUeaye  my  genius  to  inform  the  world, 
Mjlife  and  death  was  uniform;  as  I 
Ij^d  firm  to  love  and  honour,  so  I  die. 

[Draws  his  sword. 
IM  down,  ye  spirits  above ;  for  if  there  be 
A  sight  on  earth  worthy  of  you  to  see, 
T«8  a  brave  man,  pursu'd^by  unjust  hate, 
Brarely  contending  with  his  adverse  fate. 

[  Waving  his  sword. 
Stajr  till  this  heaven-bom  soul  puts  off  her  earth, 
And  she  'U  attend  ye  to  her  place  of  birth. 

^er  Don  Antonio,  Don  Henrique,  Don 
CiRLOs,  and  Pedro,  their  swords  drawn,  Don 
Antonio  before  the  rest, 

D.  Ant.  Where  is  the  man  whose  insolence 
and  folly 
Has  so  misled  him  to  affront  my  friend  ? 
D,  Oct.  Here  is  the  roan  thou  seek'sf,  and 
he  whom  thou 
80  basely  hast  betray'd. 
D.Ant.  Oh  heavens!  what  is 't  I  see?  it  is 
Octavio, 
My  friend. 
D.Oet.  Not  thy  firiend,  Antonio,  but  'tis 
Octavio, 
ybo  by  thy  perfidy  has  been  betray'd 
To  this  fbriorn  condition ;  but,  vile  man, 
Thott  now  shalt  pay  thy  treachery  with  thy  life. 

J  Don  Octavio  makes  at  Don  Antonio. 
nt.  Hold  Octavio;  though  thy  injurious 
error 
**y  transport  thee,  it  shall  not  me,  beyond 
The  booDos  of  honour;  Heaven  knows  I  thought 
Of  nothing  less  than  what  I  find,  Octavio 
in  this  place. 
^'Een.  What  pause  is  this,  Antonio?  All 
your  fervour 

VOL.  Ill, 


In  the  ooncemments  of  a  brother-in-law, 
Reduc'd  to  a  tame  parly  with  our  enemy  ? 
Do  all  the  promises  you  have  made  to  me, 
T'  assist  my  just  revenge,  conclude  in  this  ? 
D.  Oct.  Do  all  the  promises  you  have  made 
to  me, 
T'  assist  my  virtuous  love,  conclude  in  this  ? 
D.  Hen,    Where  is  your  wonted  bravery? 
where  your  kindness 
To  such  a  near  ally  ? 

D.  Oct,  Where  is  your  former  honour  ?  where 
your  firmness' 
To  such  au  ancient  friend  ? 

D,  Ant.  What  course  shall  my  dbtracted  ho- 
nour steer. 
Betwixt  these  equal  opposite  engagements  ? 

[Aside, 

D,  Hen,  What,  demur  still?  nay  then  I  '11 

right  myself. 

[Don  Henrique  makes  at  Don  Octavio, 

Don  Antonio  turns  on  Don  Octa- 

vio's  side. 

D,  Ant.   Who  attacks  Octavio  must  pass 

through  me. 
D.  Car^  I  most  lay  hold  on  this  occasion. 

[Aside, 
Good  cousin,  I  conjure  you  to  restrain 
Your  passion  for  a  while ;  there  lies  concealM 
Some  mystery  in  this,  which,  once  unfolded, 
May  reconcile  this  difference. 
t>.  Hen.  Sweetly  propos'd,  sir;  an  accommo- 
dation ! 
Think'st  thou  my  anger 's  like  a  fire  of  straw. 
Only  to  blaze  and  then  expire  in  smoke  ? 
Think'st  thou  I  can  forget  my  name  and  nation , 
And  barter  for  revenge  when  honour  bleeds? 
His  life  must  pay  this  insolence,  or  mine. 

[He  makes  at  Don  Octavio  again,  Don 
Antonio  interposes. 
D.  Ant.  Mine  must  protect  his,  or  else  perish 

with  him. 
D.  Hen.  Since  neither  faith  nor  friendship 
can  prevail, 
Tis  time  to  try  wliat  proof  you  are,  Antonio, 
Against  your  own  near  interest :  know  that  tlie 

man. 
Whom  you  protect  against  my  just  revenge, 
Has  seconded  his  insolence  to  me 
By  foul  attempts  upon  my  sister's  honour ; 
Your  Porcia  's,  sir;  if  this   will  not  enflame 
you — 
[Don  Antonio  turns  from  Don  Octavio, 
and  beholds  him  with  a  stem  countenance, 
D.  Oct,  How !  I  attempt  your  sister's  honour, 
Henrique  ? 
[Don  Antonio  turns,  and  looks  sternly 
upon  Don  Henrique. 
The  parent  of  your  black  desi^s,  the  devil. 
Did  ne'er  invent  a  more  malicious  fiilsehood ; 
Tis  true,  that  I  have  serv'd  the  virtuous  Porcia, 
With  such  devotion,  and  such  spotless  love, 
That,    though    unworthy,    yet  she   has   been 
pleas'd 
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To  recompense  my  passion  with  esteem ; 

[Don  Aktomio  turm,  and  looks  sternly 
upon  Don  Octavio. 
By  which  she  has  so  chained  me  to  her  service, 
That  here  I  vow  either  to  live  her  prize, 
Or  else  in  death  to  fall  love's  sacrifice. 
D.  Ant,  O  heavens  I  what  's  that  I  bear } 
thon  blessed  angel, 
Guardian  of  my  honour,  I  now  implore 
Thy  powerful  assistance,  to  preserve 
That  reputation,  which  I  hitherto 
By  virtuous  actions  have  maintain*d  unblemish*d. 
In  vain,  Don  Henrique,  you  design  to  change 

[He  pauses  a  little,  and  run  his  forehead. 
My  resolutions :  it  must  ne*er  be  said, 
That  passion  could  return  Antonio 
From  the  strict  rules  of  honour.    Sir,  I  tell  you 
Nothing  can  make  me  violate  my  first 
Engagement. 

I),  Hen,  Nay  then,  thou  shalt  die  too,  perfi- 
dious man ; 
Ho !  Geraldo,  Pedro,  Leonido ! 

Enter  Giraldo,  Pedro,  and  Leonido,  with 
their  swords  drawn ;  they  join  with  Don  Hen- 
rique; Don  Carlos  interposes* 

D.  Car,  For  heaven*s  sake,  cousin,  draw  not 
on  yourself 
The  horrid  infamy  of  assassinating 
Persons  of  noble  blood,  by  servile  hands. 
D.  Hen,  Do  you  defend  them  too  ?  Kill  ^em, 

I  say. 
D.  Ant,  Retire^  Octavio,  I  '11  sustain  their 

shock. 
D.  Oct.  Octavio  retire ! 
J).  Ant,  Trust  me,  you  must,  they  will  sur- 
round us  else ; 
Through  that  narrow  passage  they  'U  assail  us 
With  less  advantage. 

[They  retire^  fis^^'^^^f  o/T^^^  <^^{f^ ;  Don 

Henrique  and  hts  Men  pursuing  them, 

and  Don  Carlos  endeavouring  to  stop 

Don  Henrique. 

1>.  Hen,  What,  d'  ve  give  back,  ye  mighty 

men  of  fame? 
D.  Ant,  Don  Henrique,  you  shall   quickly 
find,  'tis  honour. 
Not  fear,  makes  me  retire.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  presently  Don  Antonio  and  Don  Oct. 
at  another  door,  which  Don  Antonio  bolts, 

D,  Ant,  Now  we  shall  have  a  breathing-while 
at  least, 
Octavio,  and  time  to  look  about  us; 
Pray  see  yon  other  door  be  fast. 

[Don  Octavio  steps  to  the  door  where 
they  went  out,  and  Don  Henrique 
bounces  at  the  door  they  came  in  at, 
D,  Hen,  Geraldo,  fetch  an  iron  bar,  to  force 
The  door.  [Within  aloud, 

[Don  Antonio  goes  to  both  the  doors,  to 
see  if  theji  be  fast, 
D,  Ant,  So,  'tis  now  as  I  could  wish  it. 


D,  Oct.  What  do  you  mean,  genooos  A»- 

tonio? 
D,  Ant,  To  kill  thee  now  myself : — lariif 
perform*d 
What  my  engagement  did  exact  from  me. 
In  your  defence  'gainst  others,  mv  love  nofW 
Requires  its  dues,  as  honour  has  had  hb; 
There  's  no  protection  for  yon  from  mj  sword, 
But  in  your  own,  or  in  your  firank  renoimcing 
All  claim  to  Porcia ;  she  is  so  mod)  mine, 
That  none  must  breathe,  and  have  the  ▼aai^ 
Of  a  pretension  to  her,  whilst  1  live. 
D.  Oct.  I  never  will  renounce  my  dumi  to 
Porcia; 
But  still  assert  them  by  all  noble  ways : 
Yet,  sir,  this  hand  shall  never  use  a  sword 
(Without  the  last  compulsion)  'gainst  that  nss 
Who  has  so  much  oblie'd  me;  no,  Antooio^ 
You  are  securely  guarded  by  the  ^vofors 
Which  you  so  frankly  have  confttrr'd  upon  wl 
D,  Ant,  Pray,  sir,  let  not  your  pretended  f*- 
titude 
Enervate  your  defence ;  'tis  not  my  custom 
To  serve  mv  friends  with  prospects  of  retan' 

D,  Oct,  And,  sir,  'tis  not  my  custom  to  reoon 
An  obligation,  but  with  a  purpose. 
And  wiuiin  the  power  of  my  return. 
Friendship,  Antonio,  is  reciprocal ; 
He  that  will  only  give,  and  not  receire. 
Enslaves  the  person  whom  he  would  re^ierci 
D.  Ant,  Your  rule  b  right,  but  jou  apply  A 
wrong; 
It  was  Octavio,  my  camerade  in  arms^ 
And  ancient  friend,  whom  I  design'd  to  went , 
Not  that  disloyal  man,  wlm  has  invaded 
My  honour  and  my  love .- — ^Tis  the  inteot 
Which  forms  the  obligation,  not  tb'  erent. 
D,  Oct,  I  call  those  powers,  which  bodiiW- 
cem  and  punish. 
To  witness  for  roe,  that  I  never  knew 
You  e'er  pretended  to  Don  Henrtqoe*s  sbter. 
Before  I  came  within  these  fatal  walb : 
This  I  declare,  only  to  clear  mvself 
From  th'  imputation  of  disloyalty. 
And  to  prevent  the  progress  of  year  error. 
D.  Ant.  How  can  I  think  yon  should  i^e.^ 
tmth  to  me. 
Who  am  a  witness  y'  have  been  false  to  brr. 
To  whom  you  now  profess  so  high  devotkm? 

D.  Oct.  I  fidse  to  Porcia !  take  heed,  iltnwir 
So  foul  an  injury  provokes  too  macb. 
But,  sir,  I  must  confess  I  owe  yoa  more. 
Than  the  foripveness  of  one  gross  mistake. 
D.  Ant,  Rare  impudence !  I  must  nat  anrt 

my  senses. 
D.  Oct,  If  we  cannot  adjust  tbb  comfattk*. 
Let 's  charge  our  envious  fortunes,  not  •■«  fa^ 

sious. 
With  this  fatal  breach  of  firiendship.    [j"*'"*' 
D.  Ant.  Leave  your  discourses,  and  drtff' 
Either  immediately  renounce  all  clains 
To  Porcia,  or  this  must  speak  the  rest. 

[Shaking  his  mm 
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D.  Oct.  Nfty  theo,  I  most  reply.  [They  fight. 
[A  noife,  as  {ft  he  door  were  oroken  open. 

Enter  Don  Henrique,  Don  Carlos,  Leokido 
and  Ge&aldo,  with  their  swords  drawn. 

D.  Hen.  What  *s  this !  Antonio  fighting  with 
Octafio  ? 
This  bravery  is  ezcessirey  gallant  frieody 
Not  to  allow  a  share  in  your  revenge 
To  him  who  '•  most  concerned ;  be  must  not  fall 
Without  some  marks  of  mine. 

[Don  Henrique  makes  at  Don  Octavio, 
and  Don  Antonio  turns  to  Don  Octa- 
vio's  side. 
D.  Ant.  Nay,  then  my  honour  yoo  invade 
anew, 
And,  by  assaulting  him,  revive  in  me 
My  pre-eneagemeau  to  protect  and  serve  him 
Against  alfothers. 
D.  Hen.  Why,  were  not  you,  Antonio,  fight- 
ing with  him  ? 
Were  you  not  doing  all  you  could  to  kill  him  F 
D.  Ant.  Henrique,  'tis  true;  but  finding  in 
my  breast 
An  ecpd  strife  'twtxt  honour  and  revenge, 
I  do,  m  just  compliance  with  them  both, 
IVeserve  him  from  your  sword,  to  fall  by  mine. 
D.  Car.  Brave  man,  how  nicely  he  does  ho" 
noor  weigh  { 
Justice  herself  holds  not  the  scales  more  even. 
D.  Hen.   My  honour  suffers  more,  as  yet, 
than  your's, 
And  I  must  have  a  share  in  the  revenge^ 
D.  Ant.  My  honour,  sir,  is  so  sublim'd  by 
love, 
Twill  not  admit  comparison  or  rivaL 
D.  Hen.  Either  he  must  renounce  all  claims 
to  Porcia, 
Or  die  immediately. 
D.  Ant.  Y'  are  i'  the  right,  that  he  must  do, 
or  die : 
But  by  no  other  hand  than  mine. 
D,  Oct.  Cease  your  contention,  and  turn  all 
your  swords 
Against  this  breast;   whilst  Porcia  and  I  have 

breath, 
8he  must  be  mine,  there 's  no  divorce  but  death, 
D.  Hen.  V\\  hear  no  more,  protect  him  if  thou 
canst: 
Kill  the  slave ;  kill  him,  I  sav. 

[Don  Henrique  makes  at  him,  and  Don 
Carlos  endeawmrs  to  interpose. 
D.  Car.  For  Heaven's  sake  hold  a  moment ; 
certainly 
Tliere  's  some  mistake  lies  hidden  here,  which 

dear'd 
Migbt  hinder  these  extremes. 

[Don  Henrique  and  his  Servants  press 

Don  Antonio  and  Don  OcTAVia 
[Flora  peeps  out,  and,  seeing  them  fight, 
cries  out^  Camilla  !  Porcia  I    Ca- 
milla and  Porcia  looking  out,  both 
shriek  J  and  then  run  out  upon  the  stage. 


Enter  Porcia  and  Camilla  from  the  inner* 
room. 

For.  Don  Henrioue ! 
Cam.  Antonio!  Carlos! 
For.  Octavio! 

n       >  Hear  us  but  speak,  hear  us  but  speak. 

D.  Hen.  By  heaveus  'tis  Porcia !  why,  how 

came  she  here  ? 
D.  Car.   Why,  did  not  I  tell  you  she  was 
brought  hither 
By  my  directions  ?  you  would  not  believe  me* 
D.  Hen.  But  how  then  could  Octavio  come 

hither? 
.  D.  Car.  Nay,  that  Heaven  knows,  you  heard 
as  well  as  I 
Your  man's  relation. 

P.  Hen,  Ah,  thou  vile  woman !  that  I  could 
destroy 
Thy  memory  with  thy  life  ? 

[He  offers  to  run  at  Porcia,  Don  Anto- 
nio interposes. 
D.  Ant.  Hold,  sir,  that  must  not  be. 
D,  Hen.  What,  may  not  I  do  justice  upon  her 
Neither  ? 

D.  Ant,  No,  sir;  although  I  have  not  yet  tlie 
honour 
To  know  who  this  lady  is,  I  have  this  night 
Engag'd  myself  both  to  secure  and  serve  her. 
I),  Car,  He  knows  not  Porcia;   who  was  i' 
the  right, 
Don  Henrique,  yon  or  I  ? 

D*  Hen.  He  not  know  Porcia !  why,  'tis  not 
an  hour 
Since  I  saw  him  entertaining  her  at  home. 
Sure  w'  are  inchanted,  and  ^  we  see  's  illusion. 
Cam*  Allow  me,  Heniique,  to  unspel  these 
charms; 
Who  is 't,  Octavio,  you  pretend  to  ?  speak. 
D.  Oct.  You  might  have  spar'd  that  question, 
madam;  none 
Knows,  so  well  as  you,  'tis  Porcia'I  adore. 
D.  Ant.  Porcia  's  my  wife;   disloyal  man, 
thou  dy'st. 

[uffers  to  make  at  Don  Octavio. 
Cam.  Hold,  sir;  which  is  the  Porcia  you  lay 

claim  to  ? 
J>.  Ant.  Can  you  doubt  of  that?  why,  sure 
yoo  know  too  well 
The  conquest  that  you  made,  some  days  ago. 
Of  my  poor  heart,  m  Fhinders. 

X>.  C<ir.  Conquest!   poor  heart!  Flanders! 

what  can  this  mean  ? 
D.  Hen.  New  riddles  every  moment  do  arise, 
And  mysteries  are  bom  of  mysteries. 

D.  Car,  Sure,  'tis  the  pastime  of  the  destinies 
To  mock  us,  for  pretending  to  be  wise. 

Cam.  Thanks  oe  to  Heaven,  our  work  draws 
near  an  end ; 
Cousin,  it  belongs  to  yon  to  finish  it. 

Por.  To  free  j^ou  from  that  labyrinth,  Antonio, 
In  which  a  slight  mistake,  not  rectify*d. 
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Iiivolv'd  us  all;  know,  the  supposed  Porcia, 
Whom  you  have  lov'd,  is  the  true  Camilla. 
Cam.  And  you,  Don  Henrique,  know,  that 
Don  Octovio 
Has  always  been  your  sistei^s  faithful  lover, 
And  only  feign'd  a  gallantry  to  me. 
To  hide  his  real  passion  for  my  cousin 
From  your  discerning  eyes. 
J).  Ant,  Generous  Octavio ! 
D,  Oct.  Brave  Antonio !  how  happy  are  we 
both,  [They  embrace. 
«i 


Both  in  our  loves  and  friendships ! 

D.Ant.  Ah,  how  the  memory  of  our  crosses 
past, 
Heightens  our  joys,  when  we  succeed  at  last ! 
D.  Oct,  Our  pleasures  in  this  world  are  al- 
ways mix*d ; 
Tb  in  the  next  where  all  our  joys  are  fix*d. 

[Camilla  taket  Don  Antonio  by  the 
hand,  and  leads  him  to  Don  Carlos. 
Cam.  This,  my  dear  brother,  is  that  brave 
commander, 
To  whom  you  owe  your  life  and  liberty ; 
And  I  much  more,  the  safety  of  my  honour. 
D.  Car.  Is  this  that  gallant  leader,  who  re- 
deem'd  us 
With  so  much  valour  from  the  enemy  ? 
Cam,  The  very  same. 

D.  Car.  Why  did  you  not  acquamt  me  with 
it  sooner  ? 
Twas  ill  done,  Camilla. 

Cam.  Alas,  my  dearest  brother,  gratitude, 

t  Drawing  Don  Carlos  aside, 
r      o  e  graces  of  his  person, 

So  soon  possessed  him  of  my  heart,  that  I, 
Asham'd  of  such  a  visionary  love. 
Durst  never  trust  my  tongue  with  my  own 
thoughts. 
D,  Car.  Tis enough;  here, sir,  take  from  me 
her  hand,      [Addressing  to  Don  Ant. 
Whose  heart  your  merit  has  long  since  made 

[Don  Antonio  takes  Camillas  hand 
and  kisses  it. 
D.  Ant,  Sir,  with  your  leave,  and  her's,  I  seal 
the  vows 
Of  my  eternal  faith  unto  you  both. 

D.  Car.  But  let  's  take  heed,  Antonio,  lest, 
whilst  we 
Are  joying  in  our  mutual  happiness, 
Don  Henrique's  scarcely  yet  composed  distemper 
Revive  not,  and  disorder  us  afiresh ; 
I  like  not  his  grim  posture. 

D,  Ant,  nTw  well  thought  on,  let 's  approach 
him. 
[Don  Octavio,  holding  Porcia  by  the 
handy  advances  towards  Don  Hen. 
D.  Oct.  Here,  with  respect,  we  wait  your 
confirmation 
Of  that,  which  seems  to  be  decreed  above. 
Though  traversed  by  unlucky  accidents. 
This  lady,  your  incomparable  sister, 
Can  witness,  that  I  never  did  invade 


Your  passiori  for  Camilla;  and  Pedro's  deatb 
Happened  by  your  mistaken  jealousy ; 
The  causes  of  your  hate  being  once  remov  d, 
Tis  just,  Don  Henrique,  the  eflfects  should  cease. 
D.  Hew.  I  shall  consult  my  honour— 
D.  Car.  You  cannot  lake  a  better  coonaeUor 

In  this  case,  than  your  own  sister's  h<Mioor  ;^ 

What,  to  secure  them  both,  could  have  been 

wish'd 
Beyond  what  fate  has  of  itself  prodoc  d  f 

jD.  Hen.  How  hard  it  is  to  act  upon  coo- 

straint!  .  ^.,  ,  ,jfl.. 

That  which  I  could  have  wish'd,  I  now  would  fly. 
Since  'tis  obtruded  by  necessity.— 
Tis  fit  that  I  consent,  but  yet  i  must 


Still  seem  displeas'd,  that  m'  anger  may 

just.  l^M€. 

D.Ant.  Noble    Don    Henrique,   you   may 
reckon  me 
To  be  as  truly  your's,  by  this  alliance, 

As  if  a  brother's  name  subsisted  stilU         ^ 

D.  Hen.  Well,  I  must  yield,  I  see,  orpine 
will  follow.  t.„t^»«^ 

He  is  a  fool,  who  thinks  by  force  or  skill 
To  turn  the  current  of  a  woman  s  will: 
Since  fair  Camilla  is  Antonio  s  lo^ 
I  Porcia  yield  to  Don  Antonio  s  friend. 
Our  strength  and  wisdom  must  submit  to  fete: 
StrippM  of  my  love,  I  wUl  put  off  my  hate. 
Hei^;  take  her  hand,  and  may  she  ^^\7^*^J 
fDo»HENiiiQUB<tffc« Porcia  bytbehaad, 
and  gives  her  to  Don  Octavio. 
Happier  than  she  has  done  me. 

Diego  and  Flora  advance. 
Flo.  Had  e'er  disorders  such  a  rare  couie-off? 
Methinks  't  would  make  a  fine  plot  (or  a  play. 
Die.  Faith,  Flora,  I  should  have  the  worst  ot 
that ;  ,  1 J ». 

For,  by  the  laws  of  comedy,  't  would  be 
My  lot  to  marry  you.  ^^  t  uw 

D.  Oct,  Well  thought  on,  Diego,  tho  ta 
spoke  in  jest ; 
We  cannot  do  a  better  thing  m  WB«t 
Than  to  join  these,  who  seem  to  have  been  made 
For  one  another ;  what  sa/st  thou  toi^.^ 
Flo.  Troth  I  have  had  so  many  ftights  this 
night. 
That  I  am  e'eu  afraid  to  he  alone. 

[DiBGO  takes  her  frjf  the  Mm. 
Die.  Give  me  thy  hand,  sweet  Flora,  'tis  t 

I  promise  thee,  dwspouse,  PU  do  my  bwt 
To  make  thee  first  repent  this  earnest  j^ 

Flo.  You  may  mistake;  wehaveacertainw^, 
By  zoing  halves,  to  match  your  foulest  play. 

^3.  Car.  Since  this  last  happy  scene  is  m  my 
house, 
You'U  make  collation  with  me  ere  you  part. 

D.  ikt.  \  ^8'^^'  "^^^  ""^^^ 

D.  Ant.  Thus  end  the  strange  Adoenturtsi 
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As  sometunes  blu8t*ring  storms,  in  ^ntle  showers. 
[Addressing  to  the  Pit, 
D.  Oct,  Thus,  noble  gkllants,  after  blustering 
lives, 
Youni  end,  as  we  have  done,  in  taking  wives. 
Die.  Hold,  sirs,  there 's  not  an  end  as  yet ;  for 
then 
Comes  your  own  brats,  and  those  of  other  men. 
i).  Hen,  Besides  the  cares  of  th*  honour  of 
your  race, 
Which,  as  you  know,  is  my  accursed  case. 

[Addressing  to  the  Boxes, 


Cam.  You,  ladies,  whilst  unmarried^  tread  on 
snares ;  r-^ 

Marry'd,  v'  are  cumber*d  with  domestic  cares. 
For,  If  handsome,  y'  are  by  fools  and  fame 
attack*d ; 
If  ugly,  then,  by  your  own  envy  rack*d. 

JFYo.  We,  by  unthrifty  parents  forc'd  to  serve. 
When  fed  are  slaves,  and  when  w'  are  free  we 
starve. 
D,  Car.  Which  put  together,  we  must  needs 
confess, 
This  world  is  not  the  scene  of  happiness. 


EPILOGUE.    BY  MR  SMITH. 


Our  poet,  gentlemen,  thoo^t  to  steal  away, 
Hopmg  those  wretched  rfaimes,  i*  th*  end  o*  th' 

Might  serve  for  epilogue ;  for  truly  he 
Takes  epilogues  for  arrant  bribery ; 
H*  observes  your  poet,  in  our  modem  plays. 
Humbly  shewetb, — and  then  as  humbly  prays : 


So  that  it  can*t  be  said,  what  they  have  writ 
Was  without  fear,  though  often  without  wit 
He  trusts  (as  ye  say  papists  do)  to  merit ; 
Leaves  you  (like  quakers)  to  be  moved  by  tl^ 

spirit. 
But  since  that  epilogues  are  so  much  in  vogae, 
Take  this  as  prologue  to  the  epilogue. 


BY  MR  HARRIS. 


Some,  as  soon  as  th'  enter,  we  wish  ^em  gone ; 

Takin£  their  visit  as  a  visitation : 

Yet  when  they  go  there  are  certain  ^maces 

(Which,  in  plain  English,  is  but  makmg  faces) 

That  we,  for  manners  sake,  to  all  allow. 

llie  poet 's  parting ;  don't  rise,  but  smile  and 

bow; 
And,  's  back  being  tum'd,  ye  may  take  the  li- 

berty 
To  turn  him,  and  all  b*  has  writ,  to  raillery. 
Now  as  I  shall  be  sav*d,  were  I  as  you, 
I'd  make  no  bones  on't — why,  'tis  but  his  due. 
A  fop !  in  this  brave,  licentious  age. 
To  bring  hb  musty  morals  on  the  stage  ? 
Khime  us  to  reason  ?  and  our  lives  r^ress 
In  metre,  as  Druids  did  the  Savages  ? 
Affront  the  free-bom  vices  of  the  nation  i 
And  bring  doll  virtue  into  reputation? 
Virtue !  woald  any  man  of  common  sense 
Pretend  to 't?  why  virtue  now  is  impudence; 


And  such  another  modest  play  would  blast 
Our  new  stage,  and  put  your  palates  out  of  taste. 
We  told  him,  sir,  'tis  whisper'd  in  the  pit. 
This  may  be  common  sense,  but  'tis  not  wit ; 
That  has  a  flaming  spirit,  and  stirs  the  blood. 
That  'sbawdery,  said  he,  if  rightly  understood ; 
Which  our  late  poets  maJ^e  their  chiefest  tasks, 
As  if  they  writ  only  to  th'  vizard-masks. 
Nor  that  poetick  ra^e,  which  hectors  heaven, 
Your  writer's  stile,  like  's  temper,  's  grown  more 

even; 
And  he  's  afttiid  to  shock  their  tender  ears. 
Whose  God,  say  they,  *s  the  fiction  of  their  fears; 
Your  moral 's  to  no  purpose.    He  reply'd. 
Some  men  talk'd  idly  just  before  they  dy'd. 
And  yet  we  heard  them  with  respect: — 'Twas 

all  he  said. 
Well,  we  may  count  him  now  as  good  as  dead : 
And,  since  gbosts  have  left  walking,  if  you  pleasei 
Well  let  our  virtuous  poet  rest  in  peace. 


EL.VIRA; 


OR, 
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bV 


OEOBOE  DIGBY,  EARL  OF  BRISTOL. 


Geoscb  DiGBTy  Earl  cf  Bristol^  woi  the  author  rf  the  following  play.  He  was,  a$*Mr  ITdJptffe 
obterveif  "  a  singular  perion,  whose  life  was  one  contradiction.  Be  wrote  against  Fopery,  and  e»- 
braced  it ;  he  was  a  teaUms  cpposer  ef  the  Court,  and  a  sacrifice  for  it :  was  consaenttousfy  co»- 
verted  in  the  midst  (f  his  prosecution  cflard  Strafford,  and  was  moU  unconscientious^  a  prosecutor  sf 
Lord  Clarendon.  With  great  parts,  he  always  hurt  himself  and  his  friends;  with  romantic  kt* 
very,  he  was  always  an  unsuccestful  commander.  He  nwlce  for  the  Test  Act,  though  a  Reman 
Catholic ;  and  addicted  himself  to  astrology  on  the  birth-4ay  of  true  fhilosophy.  The  hktories  of 
England  abound  with  the  adventures  of  this  inconsistent  and  eccentric  nobleman,  who,  amongst  Atf 
other  pursuits,  esteemed  the  drama  not  unworthy  of  his  attention.  Downes  the  f  Prompter  asserU, 
that  he  wrote  tu>o  plays,  between  the  years  166S  and  1665,  made  out  of  the  Spanish;  one  called 
rris  better  than  it  was^  and  the  other  entitled  Worse  and  Worse.  Whether  either  oftheu  is  tk 
present  performance  cannot  now  be  ascertained.  It  is,  however,  at  least,  probable  to  be  one  of  them 
with  a  new  title.  The  same  Xwriter  says,  he  also  joined  with  Sir  Samuel  Tuke  in  the  coatpotUien  tf 
The  Adventures  of  Five  Hours.  Elvira  was  printed  in  the  year  1667,  and  Mr  Walpole  imagine$ 
that  it  occasioned  our  authof^s  bang  introduced  into  Sir  John  Sucklings  Session  of  Poets :  a  conet* 
ture  which,  however,  anil  by  no  means  correspond  with  the  time  in  which  Lord  Bristol  and  Sir  Mn 
Suckling  are  supposed  to  have  written  the  respective  works  before  mentioned.  From  the  notice  takeu 
of  him  iy  Sir  John  Suckling  as  a  poet,  he  seems  to  have  been  the  author  ofsofne  pieces  which  artwoa 
lost  to  the  world.  After  a  Ufe,  which  at  different  periods  of  it  commanded  both  the  respect  and  oh^ 
tempt  qf  mankind,  and  not  unfrequently  the  same  sentiments  at  one  time,  he  eUed,  neither  loved  wer 
regretted  by  any  party,  in  theyear  1676. 


*  Catalogue  qfRa^  and  NMe  Authors,  VoL  II.  p.  25. 
t  RoedMS  AngUeesms,  irOB,  p.  U.  t  P*  ^* 


ELVIRA; 


OR, 


THE  WORST  NOT  ALWAYS  TRUE- 


DRAMATIS   PERSONiE. 


Don  Julio  Rocca. 

Don  Pedko  de  Msndoza. 

Dm  Febnando  Solis,  in  lave  with  Donna 

Blyira. 
Don  Zavcho  ds  Monbzes,  in  love  with  Donna 

Blanca. 
Fabio,  Servant  to  Don  Fernando. 
Fdlyio,  Servant  to  Don  Pedro. 


Chicron,  Servant  to  Don  Zamcho. 
A  Page. 

Donna  Elvira,  a  beautiful  Lady,  Don  Proro** 

Daughter, 
Donna  Blanca,  a  Lady  of  high  spirit,  D09 

Julio's  Sister, 
Francisca,  Donna  Blanca's  Woman, 


SCENE-VALENCIA. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  L—The  Room  in  the  Inn. 

Enter  Don  Fernando,  and  at  anothor  door  his 
Servant  Fabio,  both  in  riding-cloaths. 

D.  Fer,  Have  you  not  been  with  him,  Fabio, 
and  given  him 
The  note? 

Fab.  I  found  him  newly  got  out  of  his  bed; 
He  seem'd  mach  satisfy'd,  though  much  snr* 

prisM, 
With  your  arrival ;  and  as  soon  as  possibly 
He  can  get  ready,  he'll  be  with  you  here. 
He  says,  he  hopes  some  good  occasion  brings  you 
To  Valencia,  and  that  1^  shall  not  be 
At  quiet  till  he  know  it.    'Twas  not  fit 
For  me,  without  your  orders,  to  ^ive  him 
Any  more  light  than  what  your  ticket  did. 

V,  Fer.  Tis  well:  go  now  and  see  if  Donna 
Elvira 
Be  stirring  yet,  for  I  would  ghidly  have  her 


A  witness,  even  at  first,  to  what  sliall  pass 
Betwixt  my  friend  and  me  in  her  concernments) 
If  she  be  still  asleep,  Fabio,  make  bold 
To  knock,  and  wake  her,  w*  have  no  time  to  lose. 
O  here  she  comes— Wait  you,  Don  Julio. 

[Exit  Fabio. 

Enter  Donna  Elvira. 

Eh.  Ah,  can  you  think  my  cares  and  sleep 

consistent  ? 
Slumber  [and  tears   have  sometimes  met    in 

dreams; 
But  hearts  with  such  a  weight  as  mine  oppressed. 
Find  still  the  heaviest  sleep  too  light  a  guest. 
D.  Fer.  Madam,  though  such  least  pity  do 

deserve, 
Who  by  their  own  unsteadiness  have  drawn 
Misfortune  on  themselves;  yet  truly,  Elvira, 
Such  is  my  sense  of  your's,  and  my  compassiott| 
To  see  a  lady  of  your  quality 


VxO 


ELVIRA. 
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Brought  to  soch  sad  extremes  in  what  is  dearest, 
As  makes  me  even  foreet  my  own  resentments. 
Granting  to  pity  the  whole  place  of  love. 
And  at  that  rate  PU  serve  you.    Yet  thus  far 
You  must  allow  tb'  eruption  of  a  heart 
So  highly  injur*d,  as  to  tell  you  frankly, 
Tis  to  comply  with  my  own  principles 
Of  honour,  now,  witliout  the  least  relation 
To  former  passion,  or  to  former  favours. 

Eh,  Those  you  have  found  a  ready  way  to 
cancel; 
Your  sullen  silence,  during  all  our  journey. 
Might  well  have  spar*d  you  these  superfluous 

words; 
That  had  sufficiently  instructed  me 
What  power  mere  appearances  have  had, 
Without  examination,  to  destroy. 
With  an  umbrageous  nature,  all  that  love 
Was  ever  able  on  the'solid'st  grounds 
To  found  and  to  establish.    Yet,  methinks, 
A  man  that  boasts  such  principles  of  honour. 
And  of  such  force  to  sway  him  in  his  actions, 
In  spite  of  all  resentments,  should  reflePt, 
That  honour  does  oblige  to  a  suspense, 
At  least,  of  jud^ent,  when  surprising  chances, 
Yet  unencjuirM  into,  tempt  gallant  men 
To  prejudicial  thoughts  of  those,  with  whom 
They  had  settled  friendship  upon  virtuous  grounds, 
But  tis  from  Heav*n,  I  see,  and  not  from  you, 
Elvira  must  expect  her  vindication; 
And  until  then  subnut  to  th'  hardest  fate. 
That  ever  can  befall  a  generous  spirit. 
Of  being  oblig*d  by  him  that  injures  her. 

D.  Fern*  Nay,  speak,  Elvira,  speak,  you  have 
me  attentive : 

[With  a  kind  of  scornful  accent. 
It  were  a  wonder  worthy  of  your  wit, 
To  make  me  trust  my  ears  before  my  eyes. 

Eh,  Those  are  the  witnesses  indeed,  Fernando, 
To  whose  true  testimony's  false  inference 
You  owe  my  moderation  and  my  silence, 
And  that  I  leave  it  to  the  eods  and  time, 
To  make  appear  both  to  the  world  and  you. 
The  maxim  false,  that  still  the  worst  proves  true. 

Enter  Fabio. 

Fab,  Don  Julio  is  without. 

J).  Fern,  Wait  on  him  in [Exit  Fabio. 

And  now,  Elvira, 
If  you*ll  be  pleas'd  to  rest  yourself  awhile 
Within  that  closet,  you  may  hear  what  passes 
Betwixt  my  friend  and  me,  until  such  time 
As  I  by  some  discourse  having  prevented 
Too  great  surprize,  you  shall  think  fit  €  appear. 
He  is  the  man  (as  I  have  often  told  you, 
During  my  happy  days)  for  whom  alone 
I  have  no  reserves ;  and  'tis  to  his  assistance 
That  I  must  owe  the  means  of  serving  you. 
In  the  concernments  of  your  safety  and  honour; 
And  therefore,  madam,  ^t  will  be  no  offence, 
I  hope,  to  trust  him  witli  the  true  occasion 
That  brings  me  hither,  to  employ  his  friendship; 


Observing  that  respect  in  the  relation. 

Which  I  shall  always  pay  you. 

[Elvira  retiring  as  into  the  dotet. 
Eh,  There  needs  no  management  in  the  re- 
lation, 

I  am  indifferent  what  others  think. 

Since  those  who  ought  t*  have  thought  the  best, 
have  faird  me : 

Sir,  I  obey,  resignM  up  to  your  conduct. 

Till  mistress  of  my  own.  [Exit, 

Enter  Don  Julio;  Don  Fernando  and  he 
embrace, 

D,  Jul,  My  joy  to  have  my  dear  Fernando 
here 
So  unexpectedly,  as  great  as  'tis, 
Cannot  make  Julio  unsensible 
Of  th'  injury  you  have  done  him,  t*  have  alighted 
And  pass'd  a  night  within  Valencia, 
At  any  other  place  than  at  his  house; 
Donna  Blanca  herself  will  scarce  forgive  it, 
When  she  shall  know  it. 

D.  Fer.  I  hope  she  's  well. 

D.  Jul,  She  is  so,  thanks  to  Heaven ; 
But  I  must  bid  you  expect  a  chiding  from  her. 

D,  Fer.  You  both  might  well  accuse  me  of  a 
failure. 
Did  not  th'  occasion  of  my  coming  hither 
Bring  with  it  an  excuse,  alas  !  too  just. 
As  you  will  quickly  find. 

D,  Jul,  Nay,  then  you  raise  disquiet;  case 
me  quickly, 
By  telling  me  what  'tis:  of  this  be  sure. 
Heart,  hand,  and  fortune,  are  entirely  your*s 
At  all  essays. 

D,  Fer,  It  is  not  new  t*  ye,  that  I  was  a  lover, 
[After  pausing  a  while. 
Engaged  in  all  the  passion  that  e'er  beauty, 
In  heighth  of  it's  perfection,  could  produce; 
And  that  confirm  d  by  reason,  from  her  wit, 
Her  quality,  and  most  unblemished  conduct : 
Nor  was  there  more  to  justify  my  love. 
Than  to  persuade  my  happiness  in  her 
Just  correspondence  to  it,  by  all  the  ways 
Of  honourable  admission,  that  might  serre 
To  make  esteem  transcend  the  pitch  of  love. 

D,  Jul,  Of  all  this  I  have   not   only  had 
knowledge, 
But  great  participation  in  your  joys; 
Than  which,  I  thought  nothiugmore  permanent, 
Since  founded  on  such  virtue  as  Elvira's. 

D,  Fer.  Ah,  Julio,  how  fond  a  creature  Is 
the  man 
That  founds  his  bliss  upon  a  woman's  firmness ! 
Even  that  Elvira,  wh^n  I  thought  myself 
Securest  in  my  happiness,  nothing  wanting 
To  make  her  mine,  but  those  exterior  fonns. 
Without  which,  men  of  honour,  that  pretend 
In  way  of  marriage,  would  be  loth  to  find 
Greater  concession,  wberethe  love  is  greatest: 
As  I  was  sitting  with  her,  late  at  night. 
By  usual  admittance  to  her  chamber, 
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As  two  whose  hearts  in  wedlock-bands  were 

join'd, 
And  seeni'd  above  all  other  care  bat  bow 
fiest  to  disguise  things  to  a  wayward  father, 
Till  time  and  art  might  compass  his  consent; 
A  sudden  noise  was  heard  in  th'  inner  rooW 
Belonging  to  her  chamber:  she  staru  up 
In  manifest  disorder,  and  runs  in, 
Desiring  me  to  stay  till  she  had  seen 
Whatcaus'd  it;  I  impatient,  follow, 
As  fearing  for  her,  had  it  been  her  ^ther : 
My  head  no  sooner  was  within  the  room, 
But  strait  I  spy'd,  behind  a  curtain  shrinking, 
A  i;oodly  gallant,  but  not  known  to  me. 
2).  Jul,  Heavens !  what  can  this  be? 
D.  Fer,  Yon  will  not  think  that  thare^  and  at 

that  hour, 
I  ttay'd  to  ask  his  name ;  he,  ready  as  I 
To  make  his  sword  th'  expresser  of  his  mind, 
We  soon  detennin*d  what  we  sought;  I  hurt 
But  slightly  in  the  arm,  he  fell  as  slain. 
Run  through  the  body :  what  Elvira  did. 
My  rage  allow'd  me  not  to  mark ;  but  strait 
1  got  away,  more  wounded  to  the  heart 
Than  belief^  for  dead. 
D.  JuL  Prodigious  accident !  where  can  it  end  ? 
D.  Fer.  1  got  safe  home,  where  carefully  con- 

ceafd, 
t  lOQgbt,  by  Fabio*s  diligence,  to  learn 
Who  my  slain  rival  was,  and  what  became 
Of  ny  unhappy  mistress,  and  what  course 
Don  Pedro  de  Mendoza  took^  to  right 
The  honour  of  bis  house. 
D.  Jul.  You  loog'd  not  more  to  know  it  then, 

than  I 
Do  now. 
D.  Fer.  All  could  be  leamM  was  this:  That 

my  rival. 
Whom  I  thought  dead,  was  likely  to  recover, 
And  that  he  was  a  stranger  lately, come 
Up  to  the  court,  to  follow  some  pretensions; 
His  name  he  either  learn*d  not  perfectly, 
Or  did  not  well  retain.     As  for  Elvira, 
That  none  knew  where  she  was;  and  that  Don 

Pedro 
Had  set  a  stop  to  prosecution 
In  any  publick  way .  with  what  reserves 
Was  not  vet  known. 
D.  Jul.  More  and  more  intricate. 
D.  Fer.  I  must  now  come  to  that  yon  least 

would  look  for. 
I  had  but  few  days  past  in  my  concealment 
(Kesentment  and  revenge  still  boiling  in  me) 
When  late  one  evening,  as  I  buried  was 
^n  deepest  thought,  I  suddenly  was  rous'd 
By  a  sorprising  apparition,  Julio, 
«yira  in  my  chamber,  speaking  to  me 

With  rare  assurance  thus Don  Fernando, 

I  come  not  here  to  justify  myself, 
iiiat  were  below  Elvira,  towards  one 
Whoie  action  in  deserting  me  hath  shown, 
8o  dbabligingly^  his  msh  judgment  of  me. 
^  I  come  to  miud  yon  of  honour,  not  of  love : 

VOL.    III. 


Mine  can  protection  seek  f)t>ro  none  but  your's. 
I  Ve  hitherto  been  sheltered  from  the  fury 
Qf  my  enrag*d  father,  by  my  cousin  Camilla; 
But  that  *8  no  place,  you  easily  may  judge, 
For  longer  stay  ;  I  do  expect  from  you 
To  be  convey*d,  where,  free  from  violence. 
And  from  new  hazards  of  my  wounded  fame, 
I  may  attend  my  righting  from  the  gods. 

D.  JuL  Can  guilt  maintain  such  confidence 
in  a  maid  ? 
Yet  how  to  think  her  innocent,  I  know  not. 

D.  Fer.  'T  were  loss  of  time  to  dwell  on  cir- 
cumstances, 
Either  of  my  wonder,  or  reply ;  in  short. 
What  I  found  honour  dictated,  I  did ; 
Within  two  hours  I  put  her  in  a  coach. 
And,  favoured  by  the  night,  convey'd  her  safe 
Out  of  Madrid  to  Ocana,  and  thence 
In  three  days  hither  to  Valencia, 
The  only  place  where,  by  your  eenerous  aid, 
I  could  have  hopes  to  settle  annsecure 
Her  person  and  her  honour.    That  once  done, 
Farewel  to  Spain :  I  '11  to  the  wars  of  Milan, 
And  there  soon  put  a  noble  end  to  cares. 

D.  Jul.  Let  us  first  think  how  to  dispose  of  her. 
Since  here  you  say  she  is  ;  that  done,  which    ^ 

presses,  ^JJ^ 

Yon  will  have  time  to  weigh  all  other  things. 

D.  Fer.  My  thoughts  can  pitch  upon  no  other 
way 
Decent  or  safe  for  her,  but  in  a  convent, 
If  yop  have,  any  abbess  liere  to  friend. 

D.  Jul.  i  have  an  aunt,  ruling  the  Ursulins, 
With  whom  I  have  full  power,  and  she  is  wise. 
In  case  that  course  were  to  be  fix'd  upon; 
But  that  Vnot  my  opinion. 

D.  Fer.  What  can  your  reason  be  ? 

D.  Jul.  Last  remedies,  in  my  judgment, 
Are  not  to  be  used  till  easier  have  been  try*d*; 
Had  this  strange  accident  been  thoroughly 
Examin'd  in  all  its  circumstances, 
And  that  from  thence  she  were  convicted  g^nilty. 
Nought  else  were  to  be  thought  on  but  a  cloister : 
But,  as  things  stand  imperf^tly  discovered. 
Although  appearances  condemn  her  strongly, 
I  cannot  yet  conclude  a  person  guilty 
Of  what  throughout  so  contradictory  seems 
To  the  whole  tenor  of  her  former  life. 
As  well  as  to  her  quality  and  wit ; 
And  therefore  let 's  avoid  precipitation. 
Let  my  house  be  her  shelter  for  a  while ; 
You  know  my  sister  Blanca  is  discreet^ 
j\nd  may  be  trusted ;  she  shall  there  be  serv*d 
By  her  and  me,  with  care  and  secrecy. 

D.  Fer.  The  offer  's  kind,  but  no  wise  prac- 
ticable. 
And  might  prove  hazardous  to  Blanca*s  honour. 
When  it  should  once  break  out  (as  needs  it  must) 
From  servants  seeing  such  a  guest  so  treated. 

X>.  Jul.  That,  I  confets,  I  know  not  how  to 
answer: 
But,  could  Elvhra's  mind  submit  onto  it, 
I  could  propose  a  course  without  objectio^ 
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p.  Ftt.  Thfit  she  cAn  toon  rtsoWe ;  what  ii 
ity  Julio  \ 

D.Jul,  A  geDtlewoniBD  who  waited  on  mj 
sister 
Hath  newly  led  her  service  for  a  husband. 
And  i(  is  known  she  means  to  take  another ; 
I  have  a  ready  way  to  recomoiend  one. 
By  VioUnte,  of  whose  love  and  mine 
You  are  not  ignorant,  since  that  ere  this 
We  had  been  married,  had  nut  kindred  forced  us 
To  wait  a  dispensation  for  *t  from  Rome. 
Blanca  I  *m  sure  will  readily  embrace 
Any  occasion  of  obliging  her. 

b.  Fer.  Thot  were  a  right  e&pedient  indeed, 
Could  but  Elvira's  spirit  brook  it. 

Enter  Eltiba  at  from  the  cUntt. 

Eh.  You  have  ill  measures  of  Elvira's  spirit, 
Mistaken  Don  Fernando.    Till  Heaven's  justice 
Shall  her  entirely  to  herself  restore. 
The  lowlier  sliaue  her  fate  shall  hide  her  under. 
The  more  't  will  fit  her  humour. 

SDon  JvLio  ttarti^back  at  it  were  amazed, 
ful.  [Atidejy  O  heavens  !  can  guilt  with 
such  pertection  dwell, 
And  put  on  such  assurance  ?  It  cannot  be. 

[Don  Julio  addreaing  himtcff  to  her, 
and  beginning.    She  holding  out  her 
hand  and  interrupting  him, 
D,  JuL  Madam. 

Elv,  Spare  compliments,  and  let  your  actions 
speak. 
Those  may  oblige  both  him  and  me ;  your  words 
Cannot  comply  with  both. 

D.  JuL  [Aside.] Did  ever  yet 

Such  majesty  with  misery  combine. 
But  in  this  woman  ? 

[To  her,] Madam,  I  obey, 

And,  since  you  're  pleas'd  t*  approve  what  I 

proposed, 
No  moment  shall  be  lost  in  th'  execution. 

[Exit  Julio,  Fbrvando  accompanjfing 
him  and  Fa  bio.  [dealt 

Eh.  [Sola.]  O  how  unkindly  have  the  heavens 
With  womankind,  above  all  other  creatures  ! 
Our  pleasure,  and  our  glory,  to  have  placed 
All  on  the  brink  of  precipices,  such 
As  every  breath  can  blow  the  least  light  of  us 
Headlong  into,  past  all  hopes  of  redemption : 
Nor  can  our  wit,  or  virtue,  give  exemption. 
Tis  true,  I  lov'd ;  but,  justify'd  therein 
By  spotless  thoughts,  and  by  the  object's  merit, 
I  deem'd  myself  above  the  reach  of  malice; 
When  in  an  instant,  by  another's  folly, 
1  am  more  lost  than  any  by  my  own. 
Accars'd  Don  Zanchn,  what  occasion 
E'er  gave  Elvira  to  thy  mad  intrusion  ? 
Unless  disdain  and  scorn  incentives  are. 
To  make  men's  passions  more  irregular. 
Ah,  matchless  ngour  of  the  Powers  above  I 
Not  only  to  submit  our  honour's  fate 
Unto  ^e  vanity  of  those  we  Jove, 


But  %o  the  fashness  even  of  those  vre  Ibate.  [E^» 

Enter  Donna  Blanca  at  one  door,  reading  a 
paper  with  great  markt  (fpatuon  and  diihtrb' 
once ;  and  her  waiting-^ifoman  Fbakcisca  at 
another,  obterving  her, 

'  Blan.  Ah,  the  traitor ! 

Fran.  What  can  thb  mean  ?  \Ande, 

Blan.  Was  this  thy  sweet  pretension  at  Madrid, 

Drawn  out  in  length,  and  bind'ring  thy  return^ 

Thy  fair  pretence,  thou  shouid'st  have  said, 

false  man. 

Fran.   For  love's  sake,  madam,   what  caa 

move  you  thus  I 
Blan,  for  hate's  sake,  say,  and  for  revenge, 
Francisca, 
And  so  thou  may'st  persuade  me  to  discover 
My  shame  unto  thee.    Read,  read  that  letter; 
Tis  from  your  fiivourite,  Chichon. 

[Fbamcisca  take*  the  letter  and  readt  U, 

Madam,  to  make  good  my  engagements  qfeaor' 
cealing  nothing  from  you  during  this  absence  <f 
my  matter ;  I  am  bound  to  tell  you,  that  some  ten 
dayt  since,  late  at  night,  he  was  l^  for  dead, 
run  through  the  body  by  another  unknosmt  foi- 
lant,  in  the  chamber  of  a  famed  bemuhf  of  the 
court.  Whilst  the  danger  continued,  Itkomgkt 
it  not  fit  to  let  you  know  either  the  accident,  or 
the  occasion ;  which,  now  he  is  recaoered,  and 
thinking  of  his  return  to  Valencia,  I  must  no 
longer  forbear,  I  hope  you  will  have  a  care  net 
to  undo  me  for  being  more  faithful  to  you,  Uan 
to  the  master  you  gave  me. 

Tour  creature  Ckicmos. 

BUm.  Have  I  not  a  worthy  gallant,  think  yon  ? 
Fran,   Madam,  this  comes  of  being  over- 
curious. 
And  gaining  servants  to  betray  their  maateis. 
How  quiet  might  you  have  slept,  and  never  felt 
What  pass'd  with  your  Don  Zancho  at  Madrid ! 
His  pale  and  dismal  looks  at  his  return, 
Though  caus'd  by  loss  of  blood  in  the  hot  service 
Of  other  dames,  might  fairly  have  been  thought 
Effects  of  care,  and  want  of  sleep  for  you ; 
And,  taken  so,  have  pass'd  for  new  endear- 
ments. 
Who  ever  pry'd  into  another's  letter. 
Or  slyly  hearken'd  to  another's  whisper. 
But  saw  or  heard  somewhat  that  did  not  please 

him? 
Twas  Eve*s  curiosity  undid  us  all. 

Blan.  Awav  with  thy  formalities,  doll  crah 
ture! 
I'll  make  thee  see,  and  false  Don  Zancho  Mt, 
That  Blanca's  not  a  dame  to  be  so  treated. 
But  who  are  those  I  hear  without  ?  whoe'er 
They  be,  they  come  at  an  unwelcome  boor. 

[Feakcisca  looks  out. 
Fran,  Madam,  it  is  a  page  of  Violaiila^t 
Ushering  a  handsome  maid. 
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Enter  a  Fagt  mHk  a  l^ter^  end  Elvira  ;  the 
Page  presents  the  letter  to  Blanca,  she  ad- 
drmes  herse^to  ElVira,  and  she  throws  up 
her  veil, 

Blan,  Tbis  letter  is  in  voar  bebalf,  fair  roVid. 
[Having  read  the  letter. 
Tbcre'f  no  deDjing  8U(4>  a  reoununendcr ; 
But  such  a  (ace  ar  your't  it,  needed  none. 
Page,  tell  your  Indj  aa  much :  and  you,  Silvia, 

[Turning* 
^or  80  sbe  says  you  are  call'dy)  be  confident 
I*  are  fallen  into  the  hands  of  one  that  knows 
Hovr  to  be  kind,  niore  as  your  friend  than  mistress. 
If  your  demeanour  and  good-natyre  answer 
But  wliat  your  looks  do  promise. 

Eh.  AUdam,  it  is  the  noble  charity 
Of  those  you  cast  upon  roe,  not  mine  own. 
To  which  I  must  acknowledge  any  advantage 
I  ever  can  pretend  to,  more  than  what 
Psir  Violauce*s  mediation  gives  me. 
JUasi,  She  's  strangely  handsome,  and  bow 
well  slie speaks!  [Aside  to  Fbancisca. 
Fran.  So,    so,    methiuKS  :   you  know  new 
comers,  madam, 
Set  still  the  best  foot  forward. 
Blan,  And  know  as  well,  that  you  decaying 
stagers 
Are  alwavs  jealous  of  new  comers,  young 
And  handsome. 
Fran.  You  may  be  as  sharp  upon  me  as  you 
please, 
1  know  to  what  t*  attribute  your  ilUhnmour. 

Blan.  Fraucisca,  entertain  her;  1*11  go  write 
To  Viobmte,  and  then  reet  a  while, 
In  hopes  to  ease  the  bead-ach  that  bath  seis'd 

me; 
•That  done,  sweet  Silvia,  we  shall  talk  at  leisure. 

[ExU  Blanca. 
Fran.  Sweet  Silvia!  kind  epithets  are  for  new 
faces.  [Aside. 

Elv.  Now  comes  the  hard  part  df  my  task  in- 
deed, 
To  act  the  fellow  watting*woman  right. 
But,  since  the  gods  already  have  conformed 
Mj  mind  to  my  condition,  I  do  hope. 
They  *11  teach  me  words  and  gestures  suitable. 

[Aside. 
[Francisca  embraces  Elvika. 
F^an.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  my  sweet  sister, 
and  beg  you 
To  be  no  niggard  of  a  little  kindness ; 
A  very  little  serves,  with  such  a  fiwe, 
To  gain  what  heart  you  please. 
Eh.  If  it  can  help  to  gain  me  your's,  111 
take  it 
For  the  best  office  that  it  ever  did  me, 
And  love  it  much  the  better. 
Fran,  Make  much  on  *t  then,  for  that  't  has 
done  already. 
.    Elv,  If  you  will  have  me  vain  enough  to 

think  it. 
You  most  confirm  it,  by  the  proof  of  being 


My  kind  instriMitor  bow  to  please  my  lady, 
For  1  am  very  raw  i«i  service. 

Fran.  —  »- O  that 

I  were  so  too,  and  isnA  thy  youth  t'  exeose  it; 
But  my  experience,  sister,  shall  be  your^s, 
By  free  commaiucatioa.    Come,  let 's  in 
And  rest  us  in  my  chamber;  there  I  Ml  give  you 
First  handsel  of  tlie  frankness  of  my  nature. 

[Exeunt  Elvira  and  Framoisca. 

Enter  Don  Zakcho  and  Chichon  his  Man,  in 
riding  habits. 

D,  Zan,  I  must  confess,  Chicbon,  the  very 
smell 
Of  sweet  Valencia  has  even  reviv'd  my  spirits. 
There  is  no  such  pleasure,  as  to  suck  and  breathe 
One*s  native  air. 

Chi.  CliAefty  after  being  m  so  fkir  a  way 
As  you,  of  never  breathing  any  more. 

1>.  Zan.  Pr*ytl)ee  no  more  of  thatf  since  I 
have  foigot  it, 
Methinks  t)iou  easily  may*st. 

Chi.  Faith  bardly,  sir,  whilst  still  your  gbastly 
face 
Doth  bear  such  dismal  memorandums  of  it, 
Apter  to  raise  inquisitiveness  in  those 
Know  nothing  of  the  maiter,  than  t*  allay 
Remembrance  in  partakers. 

D.  Zan.  Heaven  shield  us  from  Doona  Blan# 
ca*8  queries ; 
No  matter  for  the  rest. 

Chi.  You  would  not  wish  to  find  lier  so  uiv 
ooncernM, 
I'm  sure  you  would  not;  laith  I  long  to  hear 
Th'  ingenious  defeau,  I  make  account, 
You  are  prepar'd  to  give  to  her  suspicions. 

D.  Zan,  Let  me  alone  for  that '.  but  on  tliy 
life 
Be  sure  that  .nothing  be  screw 'd  out  of  thee. 
Neither  by  lier,  nor  by  her  sly  Fnincisca. 

Chi.  fie  you,  sir,  sure,  that  from  your  true 
Chichon,    . 
They  *ll  luiow  no  more  to-day,  than  yesterday 
Tliey  did,  nor  thence  more  to  the  world's  end, 
Than  what  they  did  before  we  left  Madrid. 

D.  Zan.  Truly,  Chichon,  we  needs  must  find 
the  means 
To  get  a  sight  of  her  this  very  night ; 
I  die  if  I  should  miss  it. 

Chi.  Last  week  left  gasping  fi>r  Elvim*s  love. 
And  scarce  reviv*d,  when  presently  expiring 
For  Blanca's  again ! — I  did  not  think  Don  Cupid 
Had  been  a  merchant  of  such  quick  returns. 

D,  Zan,  Thou  art  an  ass,  and  waut*st  distinc- 
tiveness 
Twixt  love  and  love;  that  was  a  love  of  sport. 
To  keep  the  serious  one  in  breath. 

Chi.  Faith,  sir,  I  must  confess  my  ignorance, 
Tliat  when  I  saw  you  groveling  in  your  blood, 
I  thought  your  love  had  been  ni  sober  sadness. 

D.  Zan,   Pr*ythee  leave  fooling,  and  let  *s 
carefully 
Gain  tl^e  back  way  into  my  house  unseen^, 
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That  nont  may  know  of  mj  return,  till  BUnca 
Find  nie  at  her  feet:  And  be  jou  industrious 
T'  observe  Don  Julio*s  going  forth  this  evening; 
Doubtlej^  he  *U  keep  his  usual  hours  abroad 
At  Violante*6,  since  not  married  yet. 

ChL  I  shall  observe  your  orders  punctually. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Don  Julio,  and  knocks  as  at  Blakca's 
door, 

D.  Jul,  What,  sister,  at  your '  siesta  already  ? 
if  so, 
You  must  have  patience  to  be  wak'd  out  of  it, 
For  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Enter  Blanca. 

Blan.  No,  brother,  I  was  much  more  pleas- 
ingly 
Employ'^,  in  serving  yon ;  that  is,  making 
My  court  to  Violante,  by  receiving 
To  wait  upon  me,  in  Lucilla*s  plaCe, 
A  gentlewoman  of  her  recommending. 
I>.  Jul.  Where  is  she  ?  let  me  see  her. 

Blan  ■        Twere  not  safe, 

She  is  too  handsome.    You  think  now  I  jest; 

But,  without  raillery,  she  is  so  lovely, 

That,  were  not  Violante  very  assur'd 

Of  her  own  beauty,  and  the  strong  ideas 

That  still  upholds  within  you,  one  might  question 

Her  wit,  to  have  set  her  in  her  gallant's  way. 

But  what  *s  the  news  you  mean  ? 

D,  Jul,  That  our  dear  friend  and  kinsman, 
Don  Fernando, 
Is  come  to  town,  and  going  for  Italy  i 
The  secret  of  it  doth  so  much  import  him. 
It  forc*d  him  to  forbear  alighting  liere. 
And  lodging  with  us,  as  he  us*d  to  do; 
But  yet  he  says,  nothing  shall  hinder  him 
From  waiting  on  you  in  the  dusk  of  th'  evening: 
I  hope  you  'II  find  wherewith  to  regale  him. 

Blan.  As  well  as  you  have  drain*d  my  cabinets 
Of  late^  in  presents  to  your  mistress,  some 
Perfumes  will  yet  be  found,  such  as  at  Rome 
Itself  shall  not  dis^rac^  Valencia* 


D.  Jul  I  know  your  barooor,  and  that  tfae 
best  present 
Can  be  given  you,  is  to  give  you  the  occasioii 
Of  presenting;  but  I  am  come  in  now 
Only  to  advertise  you,  and  nriust  be  gone; 
Yet  not,  I  hope,  without  a  sigbt  of  one 
So  recommended,  and  commended  so. 

Blan.  I  should  liave«tbought  you  strangdy 
chang'd  in  humour,* 
Should  you  have  gone  away  so  oncmrioosly. 
Ho !  [She  knocks. 

Enter  Fbakcisca. 

Fran.  What  please  yon,  madam  ?  [her. 

B^.  Pr'ythee  tell  Silvia  I  would  speak  with 
Well,  clear  your  eyes,  and  say  I  have  no  skill, 
If  she  appears  not  t'  ye  exceeding  bandsonne. 

Enter  Fbakcisca  with  Elvira;   Don  Julio 
salutes  her. 

D.  Jul.  Welcome,  fair  maid,  into  this  fismilj. 
Where,  whilst  yon  take  a  servant's  name  upon 

you. 
To  do  my  sister  honour,  you  roust  allow 
It's  master  to  be  your's,  and  that  by  strongest  ties. 
Knowing  who  plac'd  yon  here,  and  having  ey«. 
Elv.  I  wish  my  service,  sir,  to  her  and  yoo. 
May  megt  such  a  happy  introduction. 

V,  JuL   Farewel,  sister,  till  anon;   accoo- 
panied 
As  now  you  are,  I  think  vou  11  miss  me  little. 

[Exit  JuLia 
Blan.  I  roust  confess  I  ne'er  couW  better 
spare  you 
Than  at  this  time,  but  not  for  any  reason 
That  you,  I  hope,  can  guess  at. 
Francisca,  yoo  and  ^Ivia  may  retire« 

[Exeunt  Elvira  and  Framcibca. 
And  entertain  yourselves;  I'll  to  my  closet 
And  try  to  rest. 

Or  rather,  to  vent  fireely 

My  restless  thoughts.   O  the  sel^tortUDOS  part ! 

To  force  complacence  from  a  jealous  heart. 


ACT  n. 


SCENE  changes  to  the  Room  in  the  Inn. 

Enter  Don  Julio  and  Don  Fern  a  v  do. 

D.  Jul.  *  Albricias,  friend,  for  the  good  n^sws 
I  bring  you ; 
All  has  fallen  out  as  well  as  we  could  wish. 


As  to  Elvira's  settling  with  my  sister. 
So  lucky  a  success,  in  our  first  aims 
Concerning  her,. I  trust,  does  bode  good  fbrtnnc 
Beyond  our  hopes;  yet,  in  the  fiirtber  progress 
Of  this  aflfiair—  [as  belter, 

D.  Fer.  There 's  no  sncb  thing  in  nature  left 


'  Siesta,'— Tht  heat  of  the  day,  from  noon  forwards, 
when  the  Spanisfa  ladies  retire  to  sleep. 
*  Albrieka^-^ee  Note  6,  ante,  p.  437. 


8o  caUed  from  hora  sexta,  nooD-dayi  a  tinf 
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Jalio,  the  worst  proves  alwia^s  true  with  me. 
Yet  pr'ythee  tell,  how  does  that  noble  beauty 
(Wherein  high  quality  is  so  richly  stamp'd) 
Comport  her  servile  metamorphosis  ? 

D.  Jul,  As  one,  whose  body,  as  divine  as  'tis, 
Seems  bound  to  obey  exactly  such  a  mind. 
And  gently  take  whate*er  shape  that  imposes. 

D.  Fer,  Ah,  let  us  mention  her  no  more^  my 
Julio; 
Ideas  flow  upon  me  too  abstracted 
From  her  unfaithfulness,  and  may  corrupt 
The  firmest  reason :  above  all,  be  sure 
I  do  not  see  her  so  transform*d,  lest  that 
Transform  me  too;  r|l  rather  pass  with  Blanca 
Both  for  unkind  and  rude,  and  leave  Valeucia 
Without  seeing  her. 

D.  Jul  Leave  that  to  me,  Fernando; 
But  if  you  intend  the  honour  to  my  sister,' 
It  will  be  time,  the  night  draws  on  apace. 

D.  Fer.  Come,  let\  be  gone  then. 
M'  ^^^  ttre  going  out,  enter  Fabio  Juiftily, 

Fab.  Suy,  sir,  for  Heaven's  sake,  stay — 

D.  Fer.  Why,  what 's  the  matter? 

Fab,  That  will  surprize  you  both,  as  much  as 
me: 
Don  Pedro  de  Mendoza  is  below, 
Newly  alighted. 

D.  Fer.  Ha !  What  sa/st  thou,  sirrah? 
Elvira's  father? 

Fab.  Sir,  the  very  same, 
And  be  had  scarcely  set  one  foot  to  ground, 
When  lie  enquired,  where  lives  Don  Julio  Rocca  ? 

B.Jul.  For  my  house,  Fabio?  it  cannot  be, 
I  never  knew  the  man. 

D.  Fer.  The  thing  does  speak  itself,  and  my 
hard  fate; 
What  else  could  bring  him  hither,  but  pursuit 
Of  me,  and  of  his  daughter,  having  learn'd 
The  way  we  took?  and  what  so  easy,  Julio, 
Here  at  Valencia,  as  to  know  our  friendship; 
And  then,  of  consequence,  your  house  to  be 
^7  likeliest  retreat? 

D.Jul.  Tis  surely  so; 
iet  us  apply  our  thoughts  to  best  preventives. 

D.  Fer.  Whilst  we  retire  into  the  inner  room 
^.wlfise  together,  Fabio,  be  you  sure 
(oiocc  unknown  to  him)  to  observe  bis  motions. 
[Exeunt  omnet. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Pronpect  of  Valencia. 

^^tr  Bon  Zancho  and  Crichon,  a$  in  the 
ilreet  near  Don  Julio's  house. 
I).;2(i«.  Newly  gone  out,  say  you? 
Tbat  is  as  lucky  as  we  could  have  wish*d; 
And  see  but  how  invitingly  the  door 
^^^f  open  still ! 
CAi.  An  open  door  may  lead  to  a  face  of 
wood—  [Aside  to  Don  Zancho. 

oot  mean  you,  sir,  to  go  abruptly  in 
Without  more  ceremony  ? 
D.  Zan.  Surprize  redoubles  (fool)  the  joys  of 
k)ver8. 


Qat  stay,  Chichon,  let's  walk  aside  a  while 
Till  yonder  coach  be  past.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Room  in  the  Inn. 
Enter  Don  Julio  and  Don  Fernando. 
D.  Jul.  There  is  no  safety  in  any  other  way; 
You  must  not  stir  from  hence,  until  w'  have  got 
Some  farther  light  what  course  he  means  to  steer, 
Let  Fabio  be  vigilant;  I'll  get  home, 
Down  that  back  stairs,  and  take  such  order  there 
Not  to  be  found,  in  case  he  comes  to  enquire. 
As  for  this  night  at  least  shall  break  his  measures  ; 
And  in  tlie  morning  we'll  resolve  together 
Whether  you  ought  to  quit  Valencia  or  no. 
D.  Fer.   Farewell  tften  for  to-night,  I'll  be 
alert; 
But  scey*  excuse  me  fairly  to  my  cousin.  [  Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  td  Blanca's  Anti^hamber. 

Enter  Donna  Blanca  and  Francisca. 

^  Blan.  As  well  as  Silvia  pleases  me,  Francisca^ 
I'm  glad  at  present  that  she  is  not  well. 
She  would  constrain  me  else ;  slie  has  wit  enough 
To  descant  on  my  humour,  and  from  thence 
To  make  perhaps  discoveries,  not  fit 
For  such  new-comers. 

Fran.  If  she  has  wit,  she  keeps  it  to  herself. 
At  least  from  me ;  of  pride  and  melancholy 
I  see  good  store.  . 

Blan.  Still  envionsand  detracting? 

Enter  Don  Zancho  and  Chichon. 

Fran.  See  who  comes  there,  madam,  to  stop 
your  mouth ! 
[Donna  Blanca  casting  an  eye  that  way, 
and  C  H  r c  n  ON  clinging  up  close  behind 
his  nnuter,  and  making  a  mouth. 
Chi.  Sh*  has  spy'd  us,  and  it  thickens  in  the 
clear. 
I  fear  a  storm;  goes  not  your  heart  pit-a-pat? 
[To  his  master,  aside. 
Blan.  Ah,  the  bold  traitor ! — but  I  must  dis- 
semble. 
And  give  his  impudence  a  little  line. 
The  better  to  confound  him. 

[Advancing  to  him,  and  as  it  were  embra^ 
cittg  him  with  an  affected  chearfulness. 
Welcome,  as  unexpected,  my  Don  Zanclio. 
D.  Zan.  Nay,  then  we  are  sjfe,  Chichon« 

[Aside  to  Chichon. 
Incomparable  maid  1  Heaven  bless  tlM)se  eyes. 
From  which  I  find  a  new  life-springing  in  me; 
Having  so  long  been  banisird  from  their  rays. 
How  dark  the  court  appear'd  to  me  without  them ! 
Could  it  have  kept  me  from  their  influence. 
As  from  their  light,  I  had  expir'd  long  since. 
Blan.  Y'  express  your  love  now  in  so  courtly 
a  stile, 
I  fear  you  hnve  acted  it  in  earnest  there, 
And  but  rehearse  to  me,  your  country  mistress. 
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D.  Zan.  Ah,  let  ChiclM>n  but  tell  yoo  bow  be 
bath  Been  me 
Daring  my  absence  from  you. 

Chi,  I  vow  I  have  seen  bim  even  dead  for 
love; 
Yoa  might  have  found  it  in  bis  very  looks, 
Before  yon  brought  the  blood  into  his  cheeks. 
Bbin,  E'en  dead  you  say  for  love;  but  say  of 

vrhom? 
I>.  Zan,  Can  Blanca  ask  a  question  so  inju- 
rious, 
As  well  to  her  own  perfections  as  my  faith? 
Blan.  I  can  bold  no  loncer. 

[AsidetoTtikTtcJiCA, 
My  faithful  lover,  then  it  is  not  you — 

[To  him  scornfully, 

Chi,  She  changes  tone;  I  like  not,  faith,  the 

key, 

Tbe  musick  will  be  jarring.   [Afide  to  hit  master, 

■   Blan,  ^'n  not  then  vou,*  Don  Zancho,  who, 

having  chang  d 
His  suit  at  court  into  a  love  pretension. 
And  his  concurrence  into  a  gallant  rival. 
Pell  by  his  hand,  a  bloody  sacrifice 
Jit  his  fiiir  mistress'  feet ;  who  was  it  then  ? 

[Dan  Zancho  stands  awhile  us  amaz'd,  with 
folded  artiu,    CmcfLOJn  behind  his  ma»^ 
ter,  holding  up  his  hands,  and  making  a 
pitiful  face ;  Francisca  steals  to  him, 
and  holding  up  her  hand  threatening iy. 
Fran.  A  blab,  Chichon,  a  pick-thank,  poach- 
ing varlet ! 
Ne'er  think  to  look  me  in  the  face  again. 

(Aside  to  Chichon. 
^  ook  thee,  hast  thou 

a  worse? 
It  is  the  devil  has  discover'd  it — 
Some  witch  dwells  here,  I've  long  suspected  thee. 

[Aside  to  r  rancisca. 
think  thee  worth  my 
charms. 
Blan,  What,  struck  dumb  with  guHt  ?  perfidi- 
ous man ! 
That  happens  most  to  the  roost  impudent, 
When  once  detected.    Well,  get  thee  hence,  * 
And  see  thou  ne'er  presum'st  to  come  again 
Within  these  walls,  or  I  shall  let  thee  see 
Tis  not  at  court  alone  where  hands  are  found. 
To  let  such  madmen  blood.  ■ 

[She  turns  as  going  away,  and  Don  Zan- 
cho holds  her  gently  by  the  gown, 
D,  Zan,  Give  me  but  hearing,  madam,  and 

(hen  if 

p.  Jul,  What,  bo  !  no  lights  below  stairs? 

[Aioud  as  below. 
Fran,  O  heavens!  madam, hear yuu not  your 
brother? 
Into  the  chamber  quickly,  and  let  them 
Retire  behind  that  hanging ;  there's  a  place. 
Where  usually  we  throw  neglected  things. 
I'll  take  the  lights  and  meet  him ;  certainly 
His  stay  will  not  be  long  from  Violante, 
At  this  time  of  the  night;  besides,  you  know, 


He  never  was  sutpiciovs. 

[Don  Zancho  and  Chichon  go  behind  tk 

hanging,  and  Donna  Blavca  reCtraif 

to  her  chamber,  says : 
Capricioos  fete !  must  I,  who,  whilst  I  lovM  bin, 
Ne'er  met  with  checking  accident,  fiiU  now 
Into  eztremest  hasards  for  a  man 
Whom  I  begin  to  hate? 

[Exit ;  and  Frakcisca  mi  amiother  door 
with  the  lights, 

Francisca  reenters  with  Don  Julio. 

D,  Jul.  Where's  my  sister? 
Fran,  In  her  chamber,  sir. 
Not  very  well ;  she's  taken  with  a  megirira. 
D.  Jul,  Light  me  in  to  her. 
[Exit  Don  Julio,  Francisca  lighting  kirn 
wit  hone  of  the  lights,  Cbicuoh  peeping 
out  from  behind  the  hanging, 
Chi.  If  this  be  Cupid's  prison,  ^s  no  9meH 
Here  are  no  chains  of  roses ;  yet  I  tbink    [onf, 
Y'  had  rather  b'  in  't  than  in  £lvira*a  chamber, 
As  gay  and  as  perfum'd  as  'twas. 
D,  Zan,  Hold  your  peace,  puppy ;  is  this  t 
time  for  fooling  ? 

Enter  Francisca,  and  Chichon  9tarts  back, 

Fran,  [coming  toward*  him,']  Chichon,  k>ok 
out ;  you  may,  the  coast  is  clenr. 

[CHicnov  loohsoat. 
Could  I  my  lady's  near  concerns  but  sever 
From  youths  in  this  occasion,  both  of  you 
Shoulcl  dearly  pay  your  felsbood.  {oot 

Chi,  You  are  jealous  too,  I  see;  but  help  as 
This  once,  and  ii  yuu  catch  ne  here  again, 
Let  Chichon  pay  for  all,  faithful  Chiclioa. 

Fran,  Y'  are  both  too  lucky,  in  tftie  likdibood 
Of  getting  off  so  soon;  stay  but  a  moment, 
Whilst  I  go  down  to  see  the  wicket  open. 
And  see  that  there  be  nobody  in  the  way. 

[Ejn>  Francisca. 

Chi,  It  is  a  cunning  drab,  and  knows  her  trade. 

Re-enter  Francisca,  and  comes  to  the  hanging* 

Fran,  There  's  now  some  witch  o*  th'  wing 
indeed,  Chiclion. 
Julio,  that  never  till  tliis  night  forbore 
To  go  to  Violante's  ere  be  Slept-, 
And  pass  some  hours  there;  Julio,  who  never 
Inquired  after  tlie  shutting  of  a  door. 
Hath  lockM  the  gate  himself,  at 's  coming  in, 
And  bid  a  servant  wait  below  till  midnight, 
With  charge  to  say,  to  any  that  should  knock 
And  ask  for  him,  tliat  he  's  gone  sick  to  bed; 
What  it  can  mean  I  know  not. 

Chi,  I  would  I  did  not ;  but  I  have  too  troe 
An  almanack  in  my  bones  foretells  a  beadf^ 
Far  surer  than  foul  weather.    He  has  us,  faith. 
Fast  io  lob's-pond;  Heaven  send  him  a  liglit 

hand. 
To  whom  my  fustigation  shall  belong ; 
As  for  mv  master,  he  may  have  the  boooor 
To  be  rebuked  at  sharp. 
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Fr€n.  May  terror  rack  this  Tarlet;  but  fbr 
jou,  sir, 
Be  not  dismay'dy  the  hazard  's  not  ao  great  s 
Yonder  balcony,  at  farther  end  o'  th'  room, 
Opens  into  the  street,  and  the  descent  is 
Little  beyond  yoar  heisht,  hun|^  by  the  arms : 
When  Julio  is  asleep,  I  shall  not  &il 
To  come  and  let  you  out ;  I  keep  the  key ; 
In  the  mean  while  you.must  have  patience* 

Chi.  It  were  a  nasty  hole  to  stay  in  long, 
Did  not  my  fear  correct  its  evil  savoar.   [Aiide, 
Dame,  you  say  well  for  him,  with  whom  I  think 
T  bave  measured  length,  you  speak  so  punctu- 
ally 
Of  his  dimensions ;  but  I  see  no  care 
For  me,  yonr  pretty,  not  your  proper  man, 
Who  does  ablior  feats  of  activity.  [To  her, 

Fran.  )1l  help  you,  with  a  halter. 

[Exit  Francisca,  and  Chicboji  retires, 

SCENE  changes  ^oBlanca's  Bedchamber. 

Enter  Blavca  and  Elvira,  and  toon  after 
Fravcisca,  at  in  Blakca*s  chamber,  the  tit' 
ting  at  her  toilet  undretting, 

Bkn,  My  brother  told  me  I  should  see  him 
again. 
Before  he  went  to  rest 
Fran.  I  think  I  hear  him  coming. 
Blan,  Hell  not  stay  long,  I  hope ;  for  I  am 
on  thorns 
Till  I  know  they  are  out.    I'  th*  mean  while 
We  most  persuade  Silvia  to  go  to  bed, 
Lest  some  odd  chance  should  raise  suspicion  in 

her, 
Before  I  know  ber  fitness  for  such  trusts. 

Enttr  Don  Julio.    Elyiba  bffert  to  unpin  her 
gorget. 

Blan,  I  pry*thee,  Silvia,  leave,  and  get  thee 
gone 
To  bed ;  you  ha'  n't  been  well,  nor  are  not  yet; 
Your  heavy  eves  betray  indisposition* 
Eh.  Good  madam,  suffer  me ;  'twill  make 
roe  well 
To  do  you  service. 

Blan.  Brother,  I  ask  your  help ;  [To  Julio. 
Take  Silvia  hence,  and  see  her  in  her  chamber; 
This  night  she  must  be  treated  as  a  stranger, 
And  YOU  must  do  the  honour  of  your  house. 
[JoLio  goes  to  Elvira,  and  taking  her  by 
,         the  hand,  leads  her  away. 
Eh,  Since  you  will  not  let  me  begin  to  serve, 
I  will  begin  to  obey.     [Making  a  low  courtsey. 
Fran,  Quaint,  in  good  faith.  [Bridling. 

D.  Jul.  My  sister  's  kinder  than  ^lie  thinks, 
to  give  me  [To  Elvi  ra,  as  he  leads  her. 
This  opportunity  of  telling  Silvia, 
How  absolutely  mistress,  m  tliis  place, 
«f  ira  is. 

[Fravcisca  whispers  all  this  while  with 
Blanca. 


Elv.  Good- sir,  forget  that  name. 

[Exeunt  Julio  and  Elvira. 

Blan.  If  that  be  so,  what  shall  we  do,  Frao- 
cisca? 
What  way  to  get  them  out? 

Fran,  It  is  a  thing  so  unusual  with  htm. 
It  raises  ominous  thoughts,  else  I  make  sur* 
To  get  them  off  as  well  as  you  can  wish; 
But  if  akeady  awaken'd  by  suspicion. 
Nothing  can  then  be  sure. 

Blan.  O  fear  not  that;  what  you  bave  seen 
him  do 
Of  unaccustom'd,  I  dare  say  relates 
To  quite  another  business. 

^ran.  Then  set  your  heart  at  rest,  from  alt 
disturbance 
Arising  from  this  accident. 

Blan,  If  you  are  certain 
To  get  them  off  so  clear  from  observation, 
T  will  out  of  doubt  be  best;  I'll  tell  my  brother 
Don  Zancho  is  return'd,  and  had  call'd  here 
This  evening  to  have  seen  him ;  for  my  fears    ' 
Sprang  only  from  tlie  hour,  and  the  surpriae, 
Wamrd  as  he  then  had  found  me,  smce  yo« 

know 
How  little  apt  he  is  to  jealousy. 

Fran.  Madaro,y*  have  reason;  that  vriii make 
.  all  sure. 
In  case  he  should  be  told  of 's  being  here ; 
The  time  of 's  stay  can  hardly  have  been  noted. 

Enter  Don  Julio. 

D,  Jul.  As  an  obedient  brother  I  have  per- 
forin'd 
What  you  commanded  me. 

Blan,  A  hard  injunction  from  a  cruel  sister. 
To  wait  upon  a  handsome  maid  to  her  chamber. 
D.  JuL  You  see  I  've  not  abused  your  indul* 
gence 
By  staying  long,  nor  can  I  stay,  indeed. 
With  you,  I  must  be  abroad  so  early 
To-morrow  morning;  therefore, dear, good-night. 
Blan,  Stay  brother,  stay ;  I  had  forgot  to  tell 
you  [As  he  is  going. 

Don  Zancho  de  Monezes  is  return'd. 
And  call'd  this  evening  here  t'  have  kiss'd  your 

hands; 
Francisca  spake  with  him. 

D,  Jul,  I  hope  he's  cx>me  successful  in  his  suit. 

To-morrow  I'll  go  see  him.     [Exit  Don  Julio* 

Blan.  You  see  he 's  fr«e  from  umbrage  on  that 

subject. 
Fran,  I  see  all  'swell,  and  may  he  sleep  pro- 
foundly— 
The  sooner,  madam,  you  are  a*bed,  the  better. 
Blan.  Would  once  my  (ears  were  over,  thai 
my  rage 
Might  have  its  course. 

Fran.  I  shall  not  stop  it ; 
But  after  it  has  had  its  full  career. 
Twill  pause,  I  hope,  and  reason  find  an  eor. 
*^  *^  [ExeunU 
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SCENE  thnnges  to  the  Room  in  the  Inn. 
Enter  Don  Fern  ah  do  and  Fabio. 

D.  Fer,  Is  he  gone  out  f 

Fab,  No,  sir,  not  at  yet ; 
But  seeing  the  servnnt  he  had  sent  abroad 
Ne#ly  retum*d,  I  listen*d  at  his  door, 
And  heard  him  plainly  give  him  this  account — 
That  he  had  found  Don  Julio  Rocca's  house. 
And  having  knocks  a  good  while  at  the  door, 
Answer  was  made  him,  without  opening  it, 
Don  Julio  *8  not  at  home ;  whereat  Don  Pedro, 
Impatient,  rose,  and,  calling  for  his  cloak 
And  sword,  he  swore  he  *d  rather  wait  himself 
Till  midnight  at  his  door,  than  lose  a  night 
In  such  a  pressing  business — ^This  I  thought 
Fit  to  acquaint  ^ou  with,  and  that  he  spt^e 
Doubtfully  of  his  returning  to  lodge  here. 

D,  Fer.  You  have  done  well^  but  must  do 
better  yet, 
In  following  him,  and  being  sure  to  lose 
No  circumstance  of  what  he  does. 

Fah.  To  dog  him,  possibly  might  be  ohserv*d. 
This  moon-  lic!;ht,  by  his  servant ;  but  since,  sir. 
We  're  certain  whither  he  goes,  my  best  course, 
I  think,  will  be  to  go  out  the  back  way, 
And  place  myself  beforehand  in  some  porch  - 
Near  Julio's  house,  where  I  may  see  and  hear 
What  passes,  and  then  do  as  I  shall  see  cause. 

D.  Fer,  Tis  not  ill  thought  on ;  but'how  late 
soever 
Your  return  be,  I  shall  expect  to  see  you 
Before  we  go  to  bed. 

Fab,  I  shall  not  fail.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changei  to  Donna  Blakca's  Anti- 
chamber. 

Enter  YuAVcisck^and  goetto  the  hanging  where 
Don  Zamcho  and  Chichon  are  hid. 

Fran.  Ho— trusty  servant  with  his  faithful 
master ! 
Come  out ;  the  balcony's  open,  lose  no  time, 
JuIio*s  a-bed,  and  fast  asleep  ere  this — 
There  's  nobody  in  the  street,  it  is  so  light 
One  may  discover  a  mile,  therefore  be  quick. 
[Don  Zancho  an(2  Chichon  come  out  from 
behind  the  hanging,  and  follow  her,  as 
leading  to  the  balcony.  [Exeunt. 

[And  toon  after  Don  Zancho  and  Chichon 
appear  as  in  the  balcony^  and  Francis- 
ca's  head  as  peeping  out  of  the  door 
into  it. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Prospect  of  Valencia. 

Enter  Fabio  as  in  the  street^  and  settling  him- 
self in  a  porch. 

Fab.  Here  is  a  porch  as  if  'twere  built  on  pur- 
pose — 
[Fabio  looking  up,  perceives  them  in  the 
.  balcony. 


Ha !  here  'f  a  vision  that  I  little  dreamt  of; 
Stand  close,  Fabio,  and  mum.' 

[Don  Zancho  gets  over  the  balcony ,  and 
letting  himself  down  at  arm*s  cnd^  leaps 
gently  into  the  street.  Cbichov  offers 
at  the  like,  but  takes  a  fall  as  he  lights, 
and  rising,  counterfeits  lameness,  Frab- 
CISC  A  retires,  and  locks  the  balcony. 
Chi.  Curse  on  the  dmb,  I  think  I  Ve  broke 

ray  leg. 
Fab.  The  moon  has  tumM  my  bmins^  or  I  *Te 
seen 
That  person  somewhere,  and  that  very  lately — 
[He  pauses,  scratching  kis  head. 
But  sure  I'm  mad,  to  think  it  can  be  be. 

[Exeunt  Don  Zancho  and  Chicbon,  as 
turning  down  the  next  street. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Fulvio. 

Fab.  O,  now  I  see  nay  men. 

[Retiring  into  ike  perdi. 
D.  Fed.  This  is  the  street,  you  say  ;  which  is 

the  house  ? 
Ful.  That  fiiir  one,  over-against  the  monas- 
tery; 
Shall  I  go  knock  ? 
D.fed.  What  else? 
[FuLvio  knocks  as  at  Don  Julio's  door, 
and  nobody  answers. 
D,  Fed.  Knock  harder. 
[He  knocks  again,  and  one  asks  asfrmt 
within,  Who's  there? 
D,  Fed,  A  stranger,  who  must  needs  speak 
with  Don  Julio— 
Although  unknown  to  him,  my  busineia  presses. 
[From  within.]  Wlioe'er  you  be,  and  whatsoever 
your  business. 
Yon  most  have  patience  till  to-morrow,  sir ; 
Don  Julio  went  sick  to  bed,  and  I  dare  not 
Wake  him. 
D.  Fed,  Fortune  takes  pleasure,  sore,  in  dis- 
appointing. 
When  men  are  press'd  with  most  impatience; 
But  since  there  is  no  remedy,  guide,  Fnl?io, 
Unto  the  lodging  y'  have  provided  for  me; 
I  hope  'tis  near  at  hand. 

liil.  Not  above  three  doors  firoro  Don  Julio's, 
There,  where  it  makes  the  comer  of  the  street 

[Pota/wf 
Fab,  Here  I  must  follow  till  I  've  barboord 
them. 
[Exeunt,  Fabio  stealing  after  them. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Room  in  the  bm. 

Enter  Don  Fernando  alone,  as  in  his  chamber. 

D.  Fer.  It  cannot  now  be  long,  ere  Fabio 
come. 
And  't  were  in  vain  to  go  to  bed  before, 
For  rest  I'm  sure  I  should  not — 

[He  walks  about  the  room  pcnsivehf' 
Ah,  my  Elvira ! — Mine?  thou  dost  infect 
My  very  words  with  falsbood  when  I  name  thee  ^ 
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Did  erer  mistress  make  a  lover  pay 
So  dear  as  I  for  the  short  bliss  she  gave  ? 
What  now  I  suffer  in  exchan&e  of  that, 
May  make  mankiad  afraid  of  joys  excessive, 
fiut  here  he  comes — 

Enter  Fabio. 

Have  you  learn'd  any  thing 

That 's  worth  the  knowing  ?  fro  Fa  bio. 

Fab,  Two  thin^  I  think  considerable,  sir; 
The  one,  that  Julio  hath  found  means  to  gain 
This  ni^ht  to  cast  your  business  in,  without 
Adfoittjng  of  Don  Pedro,  whose  pressures 
Might  have  been  troublesome,  and  urged  you 
To  hasty  resolutions ;  whereas,  now,  [sir. 

You  've  time  to  take  your  measures.    The  otner, 
Is,  that  Don  Pedro  lodges  here  no  more, 
And  consequently  hath  easM  you  of  constraint 
Whilst  you  rest  here,  and  left  the  way  more  free 
For  intercourse  betwixt  Don  Julio  and  you. 
This  more  I  mast  observe  t*  ye,  that  Don  Pedro 
Took  special  care  to  have  his  lodging  near 
Don  Julio's  house,  whereby  'tis  evident. 
That  there  he  makes  account  his  business  lies. 

D.  Fer,  The  news  you  bring  me,  bath  been 
worth  your  pains, 
And  thanks  t*  ye  for  *i;  I  suppose  that  is  all. 

Fab,  Perhaps  there 's  something  else. 

D.  Fer.  Say,  Fabio,  what  is  't  F 

Fab,  Pray,  sir,  allow  me 
This  ni^ht,  to  think  whether  it  be  fit  or  no 
To  tell  It  you  ;  since  'tis  a  thing  relates  not, 
As  I  conceive,  to  you,  nor  to  your  business ; 
And,  yet  in  the  concernments  of  another, 
May  trouble  you. 

D.  Fer,  Be  not  over  wise,  I  pr'y thee ;  I  will 
know 
What  'tis,  since  you  have  raised  curiosity 
By  such  grimaces. 


Fab,  You  must  be  obeyed :  but  pray  remem- 
ber, sir, 
If  afterwards  I  am  calFd  fool  for  my  pains. 
Who  made  me  so :  but  since  I  do  not  only 
Expect  the  fool,  but  ready  to  be  thought 
A  madman  too,  ere  I  have  done  my  story. 
In  this  I  will  be  wilful,  not  to  tell  it 
Till  y'  are  a-bed,  that  I  may  run  away— 
So  if  you  long  to  hear  it,  hasten  thither. 

[Exit  Fabio,  as  to  the  chamber  within^ 

D,  Fer,  Content  i'  faith ;  you  ask  no  gf^C 

compliance.  [Exit*, 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Room  in  Zamcbo*s 
House, 

Enter  Don  Zancho,  and  Chichon,  as  at 
homCf  halting, 

D,  Zan.  We  're  well  come  off  from  dangery 
would  we  were 
But  half  as  well  from  Blanca's  jealousy,  [worse; 
Chi,  Speak  for  yourself,  I  never  came  off 
A  pox  upon  your  venery,  it  has  made  me 
Another  Vulcan.     [He  halls  about,  grumbling, 
D,  Zan,  Go  rest  to-night,  or  grumble,  as  you 
please; 
But  do  not  think  limping  will  serve  your  turn 
To-morrow;    faith,  I  '11  make  you  stir  your 

stumps ; 
Think  you  a  lover  of  my  temper  likely 
To  sit  down  by  it  so  ? 

Chi,  I  *m  sure  I  am  only  fit  to  sit  down  by  it. 
Since  I  can  hardly  stand. 

[He  makes  as  if  he  would  sit  down,  and 

Don  Zancho  giving  him  a  kick  on  the 

breech,  ' 

D,  Zan,  Coxcomb,  come  away. 

Chi,  To-night 's  to-night,  to-morrow 's  a  new 

day.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  in. 


£a^er  Don  Fernando  and  Fabio,  as  in  the 
room  in  the  Inn, 

D.  Fer,  Are  all  things  ready,  Fabio,  in  case 
Dob  Julio,  when  he  comes,  conclude  with  me 
That  I  should  be  gone  presently  ? 
Fab,  Horses  stand  ready  for  you  at  the  Post- 
house. 
D,Fer,  Tis  well;  attend  without. 

[Exit  Fabio. 
Enter  Don  Julio. 

I  sec  you  sleep  not  in  your  friend's  concerns, 
You  are  so  early ;  and  since  so,  the  sooner 
We  fix  a  resolution,  certainly 
T  win  be  tlie  better.    'T  was  no  small  point 

gain'd. 
To  frustrate  for  a  night  Don  Pedro's  aims,  . 
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As  Fabio  tells  me  you  have  done ;  for  he 
Ne*er  quitted  him  an  inch  last  night,  until 
He  had  harboured  him. 

D,Jul,  What,  has  he  lefr  his  lodging? 

D,  Fer,  That  he  has. 
And,  which  is  more  considerable,  taken  one 
Close  bv  your  house,  which  evidences  clearly 
Where  bis  suspicions  lie ;  that  bein^  so, 
I  'm  confident  you  'II  be  of  my  opinion 
For  my  di^odging  from  Valencia 
Immediately;  for,  Elvira  being 
Already  so  well  settled,  nothing  can 
So  much  indanger  her  discovery, 
As  my  remaining  longer  in  these  parts. 

D,  Jul,  Were  I  but  free  as  yesterday,  Fer- 
nando, 
To  ^hink  of  nothing  but  Elvira  and  your 
Concernments,  I  must  confess  your  absence 
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From  hence  were  to  be  wbli'd :  but,  cousii^. 
There  's  fallen  out,  this  very  nii^iit,  a  thiug. 
Which  shews  bow  little  I  behoHeo  am 
To  fortuue,  that  having  so  newly  lent  roe 
The  means  of  serving  handsomely  my  friend^ 
Calls  back  the  debt  already,  and  makes  me 
As  needing  of  your  aid,  as  you  of  mine. 

D.  Fer,  Ho,  Fabio,  forbid  the  borses  pre- 
sently. I^Fabio  looks  in. 
The  least  appearance,  Julio,  ot  my  being 

[Til  Julio. 
Useful  to  you  by  staying,  puts  an  end 
To  all  deliberation  for  myself; 
Say,  what's  ibe  accident  ?  you  have  me  ready. 
D.JuL  Such,  and  of  such    a    nature,   my 
Fernando, 
That,  as  to  be  commuuicated  to  none 
But  you,  anotber  self,  so  I  am  sure 
It  will  astonish  you  with  the  rehearsal. 
Ah  !  could  you  think  it  possible,  that  Blanca 
Should  raise  disturbance  in  tbe  heart  of  Julio, 
As  to  the  honour  of  bis  family? 
jD.  Fer.  Heavens  forbid. 
D.  Jul,  Never  was  brother  so  secure  as  I, 
Or  so  unalterable  in  bis  persuasion, 
Of  having  a  sister  of  unmatch'd  discretion, 
Nor  e*er  could  less  than  evidence  itself 
Have  shaken  such  a  confidence. 

D.  Fer.  For  God's  sake,  Julio, 
Hold  me  no  lon^ier  in  such  pain  of  miod. 
But  sure  we  shall  be  better  there  within,   •  , 
Free  firom  the  noise  of  the  street. 

D,  Jul,  You  say  well.  [Exit  Julio. 

JD.  Fer,  [as  he  follows  him,  aside.']   This  is 

what  Fabio  told  me  he  saw  last  night, 

~  Discovered  by  some  accident  to  Julio ; 

It  can  be  nothing  else — O  women  !    women  ! 

[Exit  Fernando. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Fulvjo,  as  in  their  new 
lodgings, 

D,  Fed.  I  am  glad  you  have  lighted  on  so  fit 
a  place 
For  all  I  intend,  as  this  is,  Fulvio : 
I  shall  repair  the  last  ni|;ht*8  disappointment 
By  early  care  this  rooming ;  in  the  mean  while, 
Fail  not  of  your  part  in  the  discovery 
Where  my  enemy  dwells*  and  i'  th*  observation 
Of  all  his  motions ;  that 's  the  important  part. 

Ful,  Rely,  sir,  on  my  care  and  vigiUmce. 

[Exeunt  Don  Pedro  and  Fulvio. 

Enter  Don  Julto  and  Don  Fernando,  as  in 
the  outward  room  of  the  Inn, 

D,  Jul.  It  is  a  quarter 
Always  reserv'd  to  my  own  privacy ;' 
There  lying  unsuspected,  if  whilst  I 
Continue  late  abroad,  under  pretence 
Of  being  at  Violante^s,  you  keep  watch 
Carefully  wit^n,  he  cfmnp^  '^cape  us ; 
So  you  be  sure  t'  observe  punctually 
The  siga  a^eed,  and  bolting  of  the  doors 
When  he  i^  once  within. 


D,  Fer,  Since  jou  have  so  resolv'd  and  kii 
your  business. 
Dispose  of  me,  and  lead  the  way,  whilst  I 
Give  Fabio  bis  instructions  what  to  do 
During  my  absence. 

[Exeunt  Fernando  and  Juuo. 

Enter  Donna  Blanca  and  Francisca,  as  ia 
Blanc a's  aiUi'chamber. 

Fran.  Since  the  black  cloud  that  threatened 
you  last  night 
With  such  a  storm,  is  luckily  blown  over, 
Without  a  sprinkling ;  i  hope,  madam,  joa 
Will  imitate  the  fates,  and  grow  serene 
From  all  those  clouds  which  so  mocb  threateaM 
others. 
Blan.  Ah !  Francisca,  cau'st  thou — 

[She  stops,  seeing  Elvira  ccam§. 

Enter  Elvira  with  a  fine  bason  officmen. 

But  here 's  Silvia.  [Aait^ 

0  the  sharp  thorns  she  brings  me  at  this  time, 
With  flowers  in  her  baud,  by  the  coosiraiot 
Her  presence  gives  roe  \  [fiomfx^ 

Elv.   Madam,  I  wish  the  ranging  of  tbese 
May  be  to  your  mind;  but,  alas  1  I  tear 

1  am  too  dull  for  works  of  fancy. 

Bian,  Tis  me  you  find  too  dull  to  relish  then; 
Anon  they  may  be  welcoroer. 
Eh,  I  'II  wnit  that  happy  boor. 

She  *8  in  ill  humour.  [Asi^ 

[Exit  Elvth. 
Blan.  But  tell  me  now,  didst  ever  see,  Fran* 
cisca. 
So  false  and  bold  a  creature?  Tbe  impudence 
He  had,  to  clothe  bis  treachery  with  new  court- 
ships. 
Provokes  me  most  of  all. 

Pra«.    Last  night,  indeed,  incens'd  as  job 
were,  madam, 
I  fain  would  know  what  air  so  soft  and  gentle 
He  could  have  breath'd,  would  not  have  b)o«o 

the  flame 
Higher  and  higher;  but  methinks  your  pillow 
Should  in  so  many  hours  have  bad  some  power 
T  allay  and  mollify :  I  then  complied 
(He  present)  with  your  anger;  but  now,  madam, 
You  must  allow  me  to  speak  reason  t*  you 
In  his  behalf,  before  you  go  too  far. 
And  put  things,  in  your  pas^on,  past  recall. 
Which,  that  once  over,  you  would  give  your  life 
To  have  again. 

Bian,  Pray  think  me  not  so  tmue. 
Fran,  So  tame,  say  you  ?  I  think  you  wiW,  I 
swear. 
To  take  so  much  ta  heart,  what  at  the  roost 
Deserves  but  some  such  sparkling  brisk  resent- 
ment. 
As,  once  fla&h'd  out  in  a  few  cholerick  words, 
Ought  10  expire  in  a  next  visit's  eeyoesa. 
Blan.  Make  you  so  slight  of  infideli^f 
Fran,  Cupid  forbid !  I  'd  have  men  true  w 
love; 
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Bot  I  *d  have  womeo  too,  troe  to  themseWeSy 
And  not  rebuke  their  gallauts,  by  requiring 
More  than  tlie  nature  of  trail  flesh  will  bear. 
I  'd  have  roeu  true  as  steel ;  but  steel,  you  know, 
(The  purest  and  best-polish'd  steel,)  wiU  ply, 
Vrg'd  from  its  rectitude,  forsooth ;  but  then, 
With  a  smart  spring,  comes  to  its  place  again. 

Blan,  ComeleaTe  your  fooling,  and  speak  so- 
berly. 

Fran,  Why  then,  in  sober  sadness,  you  're  in 
'     the  wrong ; 
I  do  not  say  in  being  anc^ry  with  him, 
And  nettled  at  the  thing,  that 's  natural. 
We  love  uo  partners  even  in  what  we  know 
We  cannot  keep  all  to  ourselves ;  but,  madam, 
To  think  the  worse  of  him  for  it,  or  resolve 
A  breach  of  friendship  for  a  slight  excursion, 
That  were  a  greater  Imultthan  his,  who  Ins 
For  one  excuse,  long  absence ;  and  in  truth 
Another,  you'd  be  sorry  he  wanted,  youth. 

Blan.  You  talk  as  if 

[Francisca  interrupting  her, 

Fran.  Stay,  madam,  I  beseech  you. 
And  let  me  make  an  end ;  I  have  not  yet 
Toach*d  the  main  point  in  his  excuse,  a  suit 
At  court,  enough  1  trow  for  any  doj;-irick. 

Blan,  How  like  a  goose  you  talk  !   a  court 
pretension ! 
What  has  that  to  do,  one  way  or  other, 
With  his  laitb  to  roe  ? 

Fran,  So,  one  displeased  to  find  his  crawfishes 
Shriverd  within,  and  empty,  said  to  his  cook, 
(Who  laid  the  fault  upon  the  wane  o*  th'  moon) 
What  has  the  moon  to  do  with  crawfishes? 
Manry  she  has,  'tis  she  that  governs  sbell-fish ; 
And  'tis  as  true,  in  courts,  that  love  rules  busi- 
ness 
By  as  preposterous  an  influence. 

Blan,  I  pr*y  thee  make  an  end,  or  come  to  the 
point. 

Fran,  Why  then  Fll  tell  you ;  you  may  believe 
roe, 

£  Ravine  been  train*d  up  in  my  youth,  you  know, 
the  best  school  to  learn  court  mysteries; 
An  aunt  of  mine  being  mother  of  the  maids,) 
love  holds  the  rudder,  and  steers  in  all  courts. 
How  oft,  when  great  affairs  perplex  the  brains 
Of  mighty  politicians,  to  conjecture 
From  whence  sprung  such  designs,  such  revo- 
lutions, 
Soch  exaltations,  madam,  such  depressions, 
Against  the  rules  of  their  mysterious  art ; 
And  when,  as  in  surprizing  works  of  nature, 
^^«ason  's  confounded,  men  cry  those  are  secrets 
Of  the  high  powers  above,  that  govern  all ; 
Grave  lookers  on,  stroking  their  beards,  would 

What  a  transceudant  fetch  of  state  is  this ! 
^ti^te  are  the  thing;s  that  wisdom  hides  and 

hatches 
Under  black  cap  of  weighty  jobbernoll ; 
I  laean  Count  Olivarez.    All  the  while, 
We  female  Machiavels  would  smile  to  think, 


How  closely  lurking  lay  the  nick  of  all. 
Under  our  daughter  Doll's  white  petticoat. 
Blan,  All  this  I  grant  you  may  be  true,  and 
yet 
Ne'er  make  a  jot  for  his  excuse,  Francisca; 
Mis  suit  had  no  relation  to  such  matters. 
Fran.    Whatever  the  thing  be,  'tis  all  one: 
D'  you  think 
^nits,  he  they  what  they  will,  can  be  obtained 
By  such  as  pass  for  fops,  as  all  young  men 
Without  a  mistress  or  a  confident. 
Are  sure  to  do  there  ?  A  sharp-pointed  haf, 
(Now  that  you  st^  the  gallants  all  flat-headed^) 
Appears  not  so  ridiculous,  as  a  yonker. 
Without  a  love-intrigue,  to  introduce 
And  sparkify  him  there.     Madam,  in  short. 
Allow  me  once  to  be  sententious; 
It  is  a  thing  that  always  was,  and  is, 
A  ud  ever  will  be  tnie,  to  the  world's  end : 
That,  as  in  courts  of  justice,  none  can  carry 
On  business  well  without  a  procurator; 
So  none  in  princes*  courts  their  suits  make  surer, 
Than  tliose  that  work  them  by  the  best  procurer. 

[Smiling  a  little. 
Blan.  Well,  hast  done,  Francisca? 
Fran.  Madam,  I  have. 
Blan.  Then  letting  pass 
Thy  fine  reflections  politick,  now  vented 
To  shew  thy  skill  in  courts,  I'll  tell  thee  fireely, 
I'm  not  transported  in  my  jealousy 
So  fur  beyond  the  bounds  of  reason,  as 
Not  to  know  well  the  difference  betwixt 
Such  escapades  of  youth  as  only  spring 
From  warmth  of  blood,  or  gales  of  vanity, 
And  such  engagements  as  do  carry  with  them 
Dishonour  unto  those,  whose  quality 
And  love  leave  little  to  the  serious  part. 
Once  embark'd  by  them  in  a  gallantry. 

Fran,  I  see  the  clouds  disperse;-^ there  's 

no  such  art 
Of  compassing  one's  ends  with  those  above  us, 
As  that  of  working  them  into  good-humour 
By  things  brought  in  by  the  bye.  [Aside. 

Why,  surely,  madam,  unless  anger  lend  you 
Its  spectacles,  to  see  things,  I  cannot  think 
You  judge  Don  Zancho's  fault  to  be  any  other 
Than  of  the  first  kind,  so  well  stated  by  you. 

Blan,  Francisca,  were  I  otherwise  persuaded, 
I  am  not  of  an  humour  that  could  sufrer 
Such  parlies  for  hhn,  much  less  intercession ; 
But  since,  upOn  reflection,  I  find  cause 
To  think  what  he  Itas  done  a  sally  only 
Of  youth  and  vanity,  when  I  sliall  find  him 
Sutficiently  mortified,  I  may  pardon  him. 

frail.  Heavens  bless  so  sweet  a  temper !  but, 
madam. 
Have  a  care  I  beseech  you  of  one  thing, 
Blan.  What's  that? 
Fran.  That,  whilst  your  pride  of  heart 
Prolong  his  re-admission,  his  despair 
Urge  him  not  to  some  precipitate  attempt. 
That  may  expose  your  honour,  safe  as^et* 
You  see  what  danger  the  last  night's  distemper 
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Had  like  t'  have  brought  you  iDto :  transported 

lovers, 
I^ke  angels  fullen  from  their  bliss,  grow  devils. 
Blan,  What,  would  you  have  me  appear  so 
flexible? 
Is  't  not  enoQgh 

I  tell  you  I  may  pardon  him  in  due  time? 
Fran,   Goocf  madam,  be  advisM ;   I  do  not 
press  you 
For  his  sake,  but  your  own.  Trust  my  experience, 
To  women  nouglit  's  so  fatal  as  suspense ; 
Whose  smartest  actions  ne*er  did  cast  such  blot 
Op  honour,  as  this— Shall  I?  or  shall  I  not? 
Blan,  I  *d  rather  die,  than  have  him  think  me 

easy. 
Fran,  Your  spirit  never  can  be  liable 
To  that  suspicion. — Madam,  leave  to  me 
The  conduct  of  this  matter,  I  beseech  you : 
If,  ere  you  sleep,  you  do  not  see  the  gallant 
Sufficiently  humbled  at  your  feet, 
Ne'er  trust  Francisca  more. 
Blftn.  You  are  so  troublesome,  do  what  you 
will. 

[Blanca  turns  anay,  andesity  as  into 
her  closet. 
Fran,  — ^What,  gone  away  ? 
ril  do  what  she  would  have,  but  dares  not  say. 

[Exit, 

Enter  Don  Julio,  and  Elvira,  as  in  Blanca*s 
chamber, 

D,  Jul,  Where  *s  my  sister,  Silvia? 

[Looking  about  him. 

Eh,  In  her  closet,  sir, 
As  yet  not  ready. 

JD.  Jul.  And  where  's  Francisca? 

Elv,  She  's  with  her,  dressing  her. 

JX  Jul.  Why  then,  Elvira, 
Let  me  not  lose  this  opportuni^ 
Of  telling  you,  how  sad  a  man  I  am 
To  see  you  in  this  posture,  and  to  assure  yon 
How  gladly  I  would  lay  down  life  and  fortune 
Tq  serve  you,  in  Don  Femando*s  absence. 

Elv,  Your  generosity  I  make  no  doubt  of: 
But  is  Fernando  gone  ? 

D,  Jul,  I  cannot  say 
That  he  is  gone ;  for  he  was  not  himself. 
With  the  thought  of  leaving  you,  and  yet  less 
Himself,  whene'er  bethought  of  staying  near  yon ; 
Tortur'd  by  two  such  contrary  passions. 
As  love  and  sharp  resentment.      * 

Elv.  He  is  gone  then  ? [She  pauses. 

Ah !  generous  Don  Julio, 

[Putting  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 
You  needs  must  be  indulgent  to  a  weakness. 
Which,  -whilst  that  he  was  present,  indignation. 
And  a  just  sense  of  what  i  am,  bad  power 
To  keep  within  myself;  but  now  I  find 
That  check  removed,  nature  will  have  its  tribute. 
And  you  must  pardon  my  withdrawins,  where 

[She  weeps. 
Such  grief  may  pay  it  with  unwitness  d  tears. 

[Exit  Elvira. 


D.  Jul.  Can  a  demeanor  so  composed,  so  noble, 
And  yet  so  tender,  want  true  innocence? 
It  cannot  be.    It  grieves  my  heart,  I  swear, 
T*  have  given  her  new  affliction ;  bat  the  secret 
Of  Don  Femando's  dose  concealment  here 
Is  so  important,  it  necessitated 
My  saying  what  I  did,  since  secrets  are 
Ever  kept  best  by  those  that  know  them  least 

Enter  Blanca  and  Francisca. 

Now,  high  dissimulation,  play  thy  part. 
Good-morrow,  sister,  have  you  rested  well  ? 
And  do  you  rise  serene,  as  does  the  sun. 
Free  from  distemper,  as  the  day  from  donds? 
Your  looks  persuade  it  me,  they  are  so  clear 
And  fresh  this  morning. 

Blan.  The  pleasure  of  seeing  you,  puts  life 
into  them. 
Else  they  'd  be  dull  enough,  this  ugly  bead-acfa 
Haviug  tormented  me  all  night :  you  migbc 
Have  heard  me  call  Francisca  up  at  midnight. 

Fran,    That  was  well  thought  on,   for  'ts 
possible 
He  may  have  heard  some  noise.  [Jsi^. 

D,  JuL  How  cunning  she  is !  [.^Isi^e. 

Faith,  now  you  put  me  in  mind  of  it,  I  think, 
Twixt  sleep  and  waking,  I  once  beard  some 
stirring. 

Blan,  The  worst  of  my  indisposition  is. 
That 't  will,  I  fear,  hinder  me  again  to-day 
From  visiting  Violante,  to  thank  her 
For  Silvia.  [ments ; 

D.  Jul.  I  charge  myself  with  all  your  compli- 
For  this  whole  afternoon,  till  late  at  night, 
I  needs  must  pass  with  her,  to  make  amends 
For  yesterday*s  failings,  caus'd,  as  you  know, 
By  Don  Fernando's  being  in  town. 

^Blan,  I  must  not  hope  to  see  you  then  ag^in 
To-day,  when  once  gone  out  ? 

D.  Jul,  Hardly,  unless  to  wait  on  Violante, 
In  case  she  come  to  see  you,  as  'tis  likely. 
When  I  shall  tell  her  you  are  indispos'd : 
And  so  farewel.  [Exit  Dan  Jclio. 

Blan,  All 's  well  I  see,  Francisca,  as  to  Iran; 
I  wish  my  heart  were  but  as  much  at  rest 
In  what  concerns  Don  Zancho. 

Fran,  It  shall  be 
Your  own  fault  if  it  be  not  quickly  so. 
As  I  '11  order  the  matter.  [soleot, 

Blan.  Take  heed  you  make  him  not  grow  in- 
By  discovering  to  him  my  fisicility. 

Fran.  Pm  too  well  vers*d  to  need  instracdoBS. 

Blan.  1  leave  all  t'  you — but  how  does  Silvia 
This  morning  ? 

Fran,  I  think  she  has  been  crying 
She  looks  so  doll  and  moped. 
I '11  in  and  see  her.  [Eresmt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Don  Zancbo*s  House. 

Enter  Don  Zancho,  and  Cuicnov  limping. 

D,  2aii.  What,  not  yet  gone^  thou  lazy,  tri^ 
ling  rascal  ? 
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Chi.  What  juster  excuse,  sir,  for  not  going, 
Than  is  a  broken  leg  ? 

D.  Zan.  If  ^ou  find  not  your  own  leg  quickly, 
sirrah, 
I  shall  find  you  a  wooden  one. 

Chi.  Be  as  angry  as  you  will,  sir,  111  not  go 
Till  I  have  made  my  conditions ;  the  true  time 
For  servants  to  stand  upon  points,  is,  when 
Their  masters  stand  upon  thorns. 

D,Zan,  What  are  they,  owlVface? 

ChL  Assurance,  sir,  but  of  free  air  within, 
With  fair  retreat  upon  an  even  floor ; 
And  that  it  shall  not  be  in  a  slut's  power. 
After  having  kept  me  in  a  nasty  place, 
To  empty  me  out  at  window. 

D,Zan.  Pr'ythee,  Chichon, 
Ha'  done,  and  miss  not  th'  opportunity 
By  fooling.    Unless  you  take  Francisca 
Just  as  she  comes  from  mass,  this  day  is  lost, 
And  I  lost  with  it. 

C^  Come,  I'll  hobble  to  her: 
Expect  a  sorry  account,  but  yet  a  true  one ; 
Truth  always  comes  by  the  lame  messenger. 

[Exeunt. 

^ENE  changes  to  a  fine  pleasant  Apartment. 

Enter  Don  Ju  lio,  and  knocks^  as  at  the  door  of 
his  private  apartment ;  Fernando  opens  the 
door  and  lets  hitn  in, 

D.  Fer.  Y'  have  given  me  here  a  very  plea- 
sant prison ; 

But  what  news,  oiy  Julio  ?  are  things  disposed 

For  clearing  of  your  doubts  ?   My  own  concerns 

I  cannot  think  on,  during  your  disquiet. 
D.  Jul.  And  I  come  now  so  strangely  moved 
with  your*s, 

I  scarce  have  sense  or  memory  of  my  own. 

A  heart  of  adamant  could  not  be  hinder'd, 

I  think,  from  liquefaction  into  tears. 

To  Ve  seen  and  heard  Elvira,  as  I  have  done. 

Upon  th'  occasion  of  my  telling  her 

That  you  were  gone : 

A  sense  so  gallant,  and  so  tender  both, 

I  never  saw  in  woman. 
D.  Fer.  Can  that  high  heart  descend  to  ten- 
derness? 
D.  Jul,  Not  whilst  you  present :  noble  pride 
upheld  it; 

But  nature  once  set  free  from  that  constraint, 

0,  how  pathetick  was  her  very  silence ! 

And  the  restraint  of  tears  in  her  swoln  eyes. 

More  eloquent  in  grief  than  other's  torrents : 

If  she  be  guilty,  all  her  sex  are  devils. 
D.  Fer,  O  say  no  more;    for  were  there 
room  but  left 

ForadMeceit,  1  might  be  happy  yet. 

Ah  evidence,  too  cruel  to  deny  me  that ! 

tA  noise  without, 
ie  noise  I  hear 
without, 
w  the  next  room? 

[Fkehakdo  peeps  ihnmgh  the  key-^tole,  ^ 


D.  Fer,  'Slife,  I  see  Don  Pedro, 
Elvira's  father ;  there  's  no  avoiding  him : 
He  'd  not  a  come  up  so,  without  being  sure 
You  are  within. 

D.  Jul.  Farther  put-off  would  be  of  little  use, 
Since  first  or  last  he  must  be  satisfy'd, 
Being  come  hither  upon  suci)  an  errand ; 
The  sooner  now  we  see  what  'tis  he  drives  at. 
The  sooner  we  shall  take  firom  thence  our  mea- 
sures; 
1*11  therefore  go  out  to  him,  and  be  sure 
To  entertain  him  still  so  near  the  door. 
That  you  may  hear  what  passes. 

D.  Fer,  I  shall  be  attentive,  and  expect  the 
issue 
With  much  impatience.  [Exit  Don  Julio. 

SCENE  changes  to  Don  Julio's  Anti-Chamber. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  his  Servant,  and  Don 
Julio  and  a  Page. 

D,  Fed.  My  business,  sir,  is  to  Don  Julio 
Rocca; 

[Addressing  hitnselfto  Don  Julio. 
If  you  be  he,  I  shall  desire  the  mvour 
Of  some  few  words  with  you  in  private. 

D,  Jul,  Sir,  I  am  be  to  serve  you.    Page,  set 
chairs. 
[He  points  to  the  Page,  and  makes  him  set 
chairs  btf  the  door  where  Don  Fer« 
NANDO  M,  and  then  the  Page  and  Don 
Pedro's  Man  retire.      [They  sit  down. 
D,  Fed.  Having  not  the  honour  to  be  known 
t'  von,  sir, 
Tis  fit  this  letter  make  my  introduction  ? 
Tis  from  the  Duke  of  Medina. 

[Ue  gives  Don  Julio  the  letter,  which  he 
receives  with  great  respect;  and  going 
a  little  aside,  reads  it, 

Don  Pedro  de  Mendoza,  my  kinsman,  and 
most  particular  friend,  goes  to  Valencia  in  pur^ 
suit  of  one  to  ho  hath  highly  injured  his  family  ; 
jvhose  lighting  I  am  so  much  concerned  in,  as, 
could  it  have  been  done  without  too  much  publicu" 
tion  of  the  thing,  I  would  have  accompanied  him 
myself;  but  my  presence  will  be  needless  in  a  place 
where  you  have  power ;  I  do  therefore  conjure 
you,  and  expect  from  your  regard  and  kindness 
to  me,  that  you  employ  it  thoroughly  in  his  behalf, 
and  what  service  you  shall  do  him,  put  it  upon  my 
account,  whom  you  shall  always  find. 

Your  most  affectionate  cousin  to  serve  you, 

The  Duke  of  Medina. 

[Don  Julio  giving  the  letter  to  Don  Pedro, 
and  he  taking  it. 
D.  Jul.  Sir,  it  is  fit  you  see  how  heartily 
The  duke  hath  recommended  your  concern- 
ments, 
Whose  will 's  a  law  to  me. 

[Don  Pedro  having  read  it,  and  re^ 
storing  it. 
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D.  Fed.  He  told  me,  indeed,  bow  very  sure 
be  was 
Of  jonrfnendship  and  dependence. 
I  am  proud  to  find  be  makes 
So  obwng  use  of  it  to  my  advantage. 

P.  Jul.  1  do  avow  myself  bis  creature,  sir; 
Tberefore  tbe  sooner  you  shall  let  me  know 
In  what  I  may  be  useful  t'  you,  the  sooner 
You'll  see  my  readiness  to  serve  you. 

D.  Fed.  Your  personal  reputation,  sir,  as  well 
As  your  relation  to  the  duke,  assured  me 
Beforehand  of  what  I  fiud ;  and  therefore 
As  hard  a  part  as  it  is  for  a  gentleman 
Of  my  blood  and  temper  to  become 
Relater  of  his  own  shame,  unrevengM 
On  the  author  of  it,  I  shall  tell  you  in  short : 
I  live  under  an  affront  of  the  highest  nature 
To  the  honour  of  my  family ;  and  the  person 
Who  did  it,  makes  Valencia  his  retreat ; 
^is  against  him,  Don  Julio, 
That  your  assistance  must  support  roe  here : 
I  have  already  got  some  notice  of  him, 
And  when  I  sbdl  be  ascertained,  I'll  repair 
Again  unto  you  for  your  friendly  aid, 
And  for  the  present  trouble  you  no  farther. 

[Dem  Pedro  offers  to  risCy  at  going  anay. 

D.  Jul.  A  little  patience,  I  beseech  you,  sir. 
I  have  expressed  my  readiness,  and  be  sure 
I  am  a  man  never  to  fail  where  once 
I  have  engagM  my  word ;  but,  sir,  withall, 
You  ronst  consider  with  a  fair  reflection. 
That  in  this  place  are  all  my  chief  relations 
Of  blood  and  friendship;   and  though  neither 

shall 
Have  power  t'  exempt  me  from  the  serviug  you 
In  any  just  pretension,  yet  you  know 
That  men  ot  honour  ever  ought  to  seek 
How  to  comply  with  one  duty,  without 
Violating  another. 

D.  Fed.  I  understand  yon,  sir;  and  as  'tis 
that 
¥rMch  well  becomes  a  person  of  yonr  worth 
To  have  reflected  on ;  so  it  becomes  me 
To  satisfy  before  I  engage  you  farther; 
Then  give  me  leave  to  ask  you,  whether  or  no 
Don  Ztincho  de  Monezes  be  of  tbe  number 
Of  those,  towards  whom  /  are  under  obligation. 
Either  of  blood  or  frieiKlship  ? 

[Don  Julio  shewing  tome  little  surprize, 
but  pretently  recovering. 

D.  Jul.  Don  Znncho  de  Monezes,  say  you  ? 

B.  Fed.  Sir,  the  same- 
He  startled  at  liis  name.  [Aside. 
'   D.  Jul.  He  is  a  person  I  have  always  liv'd 
In  friendly  correspondence  with,  without 
Any  such  tie  upon  me  towards  him. 
As  ougltt  to  hinder  my  frank  serving  you. 

D.  Fed.  You  have  reviv'd  me ;  and  since  I 
have  now  nam*d 
My  enemy,  I  can  conceal  no  longer 
The  grounds  on  which  he  is  so.    That  Don 

Zancbo, 
Aboot  a  fortnight  since,  was  late  at  night 


Found  in  my  house,  run  newly  through  the  body, 
And  welt'riiig  in  his  blood,  ready  to  expire; 
I  by  the  outcry  brought  upon  the  place, 
Surpriz'd  as  you  may  imagine,  and  enrBg*d, 
Was  yet  so  far  master  of  my  passion. 
As  to  disdain  the  owing  of  my  revenge 
To  an  unknown  hand,  perhaps  as  guilty 
Towards  me,  as  was  the  sufferer ;  I  miMle 
Him  straight  be  carried  to  a  surgeon,  where 
I  thought  it  generous  to  give  him  life. 
Then  dead,  that  living  I  might  give  him  death; 
Recovered  sooner  than  I  thought,  he  fled. 
And  with  him,  as  I  have  reason  to  believe. 
My  only  dnughter,  who  the  very  night 
Of  the  accident  was  missing.    O  the  curse 
Of  men,  to  have  their  honours  subjected 
To  the  extravagance  of  such  vile  creatures ! 

D.  Jul.  [sighing.]  Tis  our  hard  hxe  indeed. 

D.  Fed.  I  presently  employ*d  all  diligence 
To  know  what  way  he  took,  and  having  ieani'd 
Twas  towards  this  place,  hither  I  have  punned 

him; 
Confirm'd  in  my  pursuit,  by  information 
Along  the  road,  that  an  untnown  gidlaot 
Had,  with  his  servant,  guarded  all  the  way 
A  concealed  lady  in  a  coach.     And  thus,  sir. 
You  have  the  story  of  my  injury, 
Whereof  I  doubt  not  but  your  generous  heart 
Will  wed  the  just  revenge. 

D.  Jul.  You  may  rely  on  't,  sir,  without  re- 
serves. 
To  th'  utmost  of  my  power. 

D.  Fed.  May  the  gods  reward  you. 
The  life  that  you  renew  to  these  grey  hairs ! 
I  Ml  take  my  leave  at  present,  and  return  t'  ye 
As  soon  as  from  tbe  diligences  used  I 

I  shall  have  clearer  lights. 

D.  Jul.  Here  you  shall  find  me  waiting  yow 
commands. 
[Exit  Don  Pedro,  Don  Julio  tsmting 
on  him  out, 

SCENE  changet. 

Enter  Don  Julio  and  Don  FERN^ifDOy  as  in 
the  private  apartment, 

D.  Jul.  I  hope  you  overheard  us. 

D.  Fer.  All  distinctly. 
And  with  surprizing  joy  at  his  mistake. 
Did  ever  bloodhound,  in  a  hot  pursait, 
Hun  on  so  readily  upon  the  change  ? 

D.  JuL  I  hope  it  bodes  good  tbrtone  in  tlie 
rest. 

D.  Fer.  Were  e'er  two  friends  eng^'d  ia  so 
adventure 
So  intricate  as  we,  and  so  capricious  ? 

D.  Jul.  Sure  never  in  this  world;  meUuDbii 
merits 
A  special  recapitulation. 
You»  at  the  height  of  all  your  faappioess. 
Supplanted  with  yonr  mistress  by  a  rita^ 
You  neitlier  knew  nor  dreamt  of;  evidence 
Anticipating  jealousy. 
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D.  Per.  And  whea  that  rifal,  (alien  by  mj 
sword 
Iq  ber  own  presence,  is  bj  miracle 
Revived,  and  fitter  to  serve  her  than  I, 
That  fiuthless  mistress,  with  the  same  assurance 
She  coold  have  done  bad  she  been  trae  as  fair. 
And  for  my  sake  expoe'd  to  fatal  hazardS| 
Eies  to  my  arms  for  her  protection. 

D,JuL  And  whilst  that  you,  refining  point 
of  honour, 
Iq  spite  of  rage,  expose  yourself  to  serve  her, 
She  asks,  and  takes,  with  a  vowed  indignation 
To  be  beholden  t'  ye,  new  obligations. 

D.  Fer,  I  have  recourse  unto  my  only  friend, 


To  help  me  in  protecting  my  fab^^nittress^ 
And  he,  at  the  same  time,  by  highest  j>owert 
Impos'd  upon,  to  be  her  persecutor. 

b.  Jul,  Whilst  the  same  friend,  and  by  the 
self-same  powers, 
Is  urg*d  to  act,  in  their  revenge,  against 
The  man  on  whom  you  most  desire  to  take  it; 
And  then,  to  heighten  all  beyond  invention. 
That  very  friend  is  forced,  even  in  that  instant, 
To  a  dependence  on  your  only  aid. 
In  his  honour's  nearest  and  most  nice  concerns. 

D.  Fer.  Heaven  sure  delights  t'  involve  us  in 
a  kind 
Of  labyrinth,  will  pose  itself  t'  unwmd.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  change*  to  the  Roam  at  Don  Zancho's. 

Enter  Don  Zancho,  and  Chichon  at  another 
door,  halting  still,  with  a  staff, 

D.  Zan.  What,  here  again  already !  have  you 

sped? 
ChL  Lame  as  I  am,  you  see  I  have  made 

good  speed 
lo  my  return,  wnate*er  I  have  had  in  my  errand. 
D.  Zan.  Leave,  fool,  your  quibbling,  and  de- 
liver me 
From  the  disquiet  of  uncertainty. 
ChL  JThat  's  quickly  dones    set,  sir,  your 

heart  at  rest 
From  the  vain  hopes  of  ever  seeing  Blanca — 
Now  you  are  at  ease,  Ltfow. 
D.  Zan.  Yon  '11  be  at  little,  unless  you  leave 

your  jesting 
With  socb  edge-tools — Is  banishment  from  her 
Matter  of  raillery?  Say,  sirrah,  and  say 
Quickly,  what  hopes? 

■Pr'ythee,  if  thon  lov'st  me,  [Kindly. 

Hold  me  no  longer  in  suspense,  Chichon. 
Chi.  Why  then,  for  fear,  the  devil  a  bit  for 

love, 
1 11  tell  yon,  sir,  that  luckily  I  met 
The  drab  Francisca  at  the  capuchin's 
lodging,  behind  her  lady,  I  think  on  purpose :.' 
For  I  perceiv'd  her  eager  sparrow-hawk's  eye. 
With  her  veil  down  (ne'er  stirs  a  twinkling-while 
From  it's  sly  peeping-hole)  had  found  me  strait, 
I  took  my  time  i'  th'  nick,  but  she  out-nick'd  me; 
For  trudging  on,  her  face  another  way, 
With  sndi  a  voice,  as  some  you  have  seen  have 

had 
The  trick  to  draw  from  caverns  of  their  belly. 
And  make  one  think  it  came  from  a  mile  oflf, 
She  made  me  hear  these  words — About  twilight 
Fail  not  to  pass  by  our  door,  and  ask  no  more 
At  thb  lime,  varlet — And  thus,  sir,  you  see. 
That  neitlier  she  nor  T  have  been  prolix,  . 
For  this  is  all— You  have  leave  to  make  your 

comment 
Oo  a  brief  text. 


D.  Zan.  As  sweet  methinks  ad  short;  such 
words  imply 
Little  less  than  a  demi-assignation. 

Chi.  All  puddings  have  two  ends,  and  most 
short  sayings 
Two  handles  to  their  meaning. 

D.  Zan.  I  'm  sure  I  *11  still  lay  hold  upon  the 
pleasing'st, 
Till  it  be  wrested  firom  me ;  i'  th'  mean  whOe, 
If  any  visitants  come  this  afternoon. 
Be  sure  to  tell  them  I  am  gone  abroad, 
That  nothing  else  embark  us  at  the  time. 
You  shall  not  go  alone. 

Chi,  I  thank  you  for  it — 
I  cannot  go  alone.  [Holding  up  his  staff, 

[Exit  Chichon  halting, 

SCENE  changes  to  Don  Jvlio^b  private 
Apartment. 

Enter  Don  Fernando  and  Jtrtio. 

D.  Jul.  All  things  are  rightly  Uid,  for  Violante 
Wiir  pass  the  aflemoon  with  Blanca,  and  then, 
I  waiting  on  her  home  in  th'  evening,  Blanca 
Will  be  secure  from  me  till  late  at  night. 
I  shall  be  where  I  told  you,  in  full  view 
Of  those  two  windows :  If  the  gallant  come 
Up  the  great  stairs,  he  must  pass  through  that 

room. 
And  cannot  'scape  your  knowledge ;  if  up  the 

back  oue. 
You  needs  must  see  him  passing  through  the 

entry 
Close  by  that  door.    If  this  latter  way, 
Be  sure  to  set  the  candle  in  that  wmdow — 

[Pointing. 
If  up  the  other,  in  that— And  in  either  case. 
As  soon  as  he  's  within,  fail  not  to  bolt. 
On  th'  inside,  the  entry-door,  that  so  he  may 
Find  no  retreat  that  way,  I  coming  up 
The  other. 

D.  Fer.  Be  assured  I  shall  be  punctual. 
As  you  direct.  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  ehangu  to  Don  Pedro's  Lodging. 
Enter  Don  Pedro,  and  his  Servant  Fulvio. 

D,  Fed,  Are  you  sure  of  what  you  say  ? 

Ful,  As  sure,  sir. 
As  my  own  eyes  can  make  me  of  what  I  saw ; 
You  cannot  doubt  ray  knowing  him,  since  'twas  I 
(You  may  remember)  fetch'd  the  surgeon  to  him, 
And  saw  his  wounds  dress'd  more  than  once  or 

twice. 
The  tavern  where  I  was,  looks  into  bis  garden, 
And  there  I  left  him  walking,  to  come  tell  you. 

D.  Fed,  We  are  well  advanced  then  towards 
royjastre%'euge. 
I  found  Don  Julio  as  ready  to  comply 
With  all  the  duke's  desires  as  I  could  wish ; 
Aj)d  my  great  fear  is  over,  that  Don  Zanclio 
Might  possibly  have  been  some  near  relation 
Of  his  own ;  so  that  now,  Fulvio,  if  you 
Keep  but  a  careful  eye  upon  his  motions. 
And  give  me  notice,  he  can  hardly  'scape  us. 

JW.  Doubt  not  my  diligence.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Garden, 

Enter  Blanca  and  Francisca  a$  in  a  fine 
garden  with  orange-4rtes  and  fountains, 

Blan.  You  roust  have  your  will ;  but  know, 
Francisca, 
If  you  expose  me  to  his  vanity, 
I  never  shall  forgive  you. 

Fran,  I  tell  you,  madam,  I  will  bring  him  t'  ye 
So  mortify'd,  he  shall  an  object  be 
For  pity,  not  for  aneer ;  you  '11  need  employ 
Kinaness,  to  erect  the  poor  dejected  knight. 

Bian,  It  fell  out  luckily  that  Violante 
Came  hither;  for,  my  brother  now  engaged 
With  her,  we  *re  safe  till  ten  o'clock  at  least. 

fVaii.  But  how  shall  we  dispose  of  Silvia  ? 
It  will  be  hard  to  'scape  her  observation. 
For  she  has  wit,  and  of  the  dangerous  kind, 
A  melancholy  wit — O  the  uhlucky  star,  * 
That  leads  a  lady,  engaged  in  love-intrigues. 
To  take  a  new  attendant  near  her  person  ! 

Bian,  Twas  an  unlackiness;  but  Violante 
Could  not  be  deny'd,  I  having  told  her 
So  often  that  I  wanted  one ;  besides. 
Who  could  have  thought  sh'  had  one  ready  at 

hand? 
But  we  must  make  the  best  on  't  for  this  night : 
T  will  not  be  hard  to  busyher  till 't  be  late. 
In  the  perfumiog-room.    This  near  occasion 
Well  o'er,  I  think  it  will  not  be  amiss. 
Against  another^  to  say  somewhat  to  her, 
That  may,  in  case  she*  have  perceiv'd  any  thing, 
Persuade  her  she  is  not  distrusted. 

JVaa.  Madam,  take  heed  of  that:  whene'er 
you  find 
It  necessary  to  say  any  thing. 
Be  sure  to  say  that,  that  she  may  think  all. 
Take  one  rule  more  from  my  experience: 
Nothing  « J  fatal  as  a  confidence 


By  halves  in  amoroas  tnuisactioos. 
But  here  she  comes — 

Enter  Elvira. 

Blan,  Come,  Silvia,  and  take  your  part  of 
this  sweet  place ; 
This  is  a  day  indeed  to  taste  its  freshness. 

Elv,  Madam,  I   needs  must  say,  within  a 
town 
I  never  saw  so  fine  a  one. 

Blan,  In  troth 
I  think  not  many  sweetei^-Those  foantains^ 
Playing  amon^  the  orange-trees  and  myrtles, 
Have  a  fine  mix'd  eflTect  on  all  the  senses. 
But  think  not,  Silvia,  to  enjoy  the  pleasure 
Without  contributing  to  make  it  more. 

Elv,  How  can  I  be  so  happy  ? 

Blan,  Francisca  telb  me  she  has  over-heard 
you 
Warbling  alone  such  notes  unto  yourself. 
As  have  not  only  a  good  voice  betray'd. 
But  skill  to  manage  it. 

Elv,  It  is  Francisca 
That  has  betray'd  a  very  ill  one,  madam. 

Blan,  Under  yon  pahn-iree's  shade  there  is 
a  seat 
That  yields  to  none,  in  the  advantages 
It  lends  to  musick,  let 's  go  sit  down  there; 
For  this  first  time  one  song  shall  satisfy. 

Elv,  When  you  have  heard  that  one,  I  shdl 
not  fear 
Your  asking  me  another. 

*    [TA<ry  go  and  sit  down  under  the  palm4rte^ 
and  Elvira  ungs, 

THE  SONG. 

Sec,  Osee! 

How  every  tree. 

Every  homer^ 

Every  Jlower, 
A  new  life  gives  to  othen^jqys  ; 

WhiUt  that  I, 

Grief-strickem^  lie, 

A'or  can  meet 

With  any  sweet. 
But  whatjaster  mne  destroys. 
What  are  all  the  senset^  pUmsmres, 
When  the  mind  has  lost  mil  measuraf 


Hear,  O  hear  ! 

How  sweet  and  clear 

The  nightingale. 

And  WMitersJally 
In  concert  join  Jbr  other^  ears  ; 

Whilst  to  me. 

For  harmomf. 

Every  air 

Echoes  despair. 
And  every  drop  provokes  m  temr. 
What  are  the  senses* pUmsmrts, 
When  the  mind  has  kmi  mil  met 
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BiitL  I  thank  yon,  Silvia;  but  I  'il  not  allow 
One  of  jour  roath  to  noorish  melancholy 
By  tuues  and  words  so  flattering  to  that  passion. 
Eh»  The  happiness  of  serving  you  may  fit  me 
lo  time  for  gayer  things. 

Blan.  I  will  not  ask  another  for  the  present. 
Not  for  your  reason,  but  because  I  'II  be 
More  moderate  in  my  pleasures.    Now,  Silvia, 
I  have  a  task  to  give  you. 

Elv,  Whate'er  it  be,  't  will  be  a  pleasing  one. 
Of  your  imposing. 

B/flfi.  Tis  to  gather  store  of 
Presb  orange-flowers,  and  then  carefully 
To  shift  the  oils  in  the  perfumins-room. 
As  in  the  several  ranges  you  shall  see 
The  old  begin  to  wither  t  To  do  it  well 
Wilt  take  you  up  some  hours ;  but  'tis  a  work 
I  oft  perform  myself;  and,  that  you  may 
Be  sure  not  to  mistake,  I  'II  go  thither 
With  you,  and  shew  you  the  manner  of  it. 
Eiv.  I  hope  I  shall  not  fail,  so  well  instructed. 

[Exeunt. 

SC£N£  changes  to  the  Room  at  Don  Zancoo's. 

Enter  Don  Zancuo  and  CuicaoN. 

Cki,  Y'  are  so  impatient,  sir,  voo  will  mar  all ! 
I  tell  yoa  that  'tis  yet  too  light  by  half, 
The  sun  is  hardly  set ;  pray  fetch  a  turn 
Or  two  more  io  the  garden,  ere  you  go.    [night, 

D.  Zan.    You  must  be  {governor,  I  see,  to- 
You  are  so  proud  o*  th*  service  you  have  done ; 
Come  away.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Garden  again, 

Elvira  appears  m  the  Garden,  as  gathering 
fiawersfrom  the  orangC'trees,  and  then  with 
her  apron  full,  going  away,  says : 

Eh.  The  task  eujoin*d  me  is  a  sweet  one, 
truly. 
But  I  smell  somewhat  more  in  the  imposal. 
So  iar  I  am  happy  yet  in  my  misfortune, 
That  I  am  Jiglited  into  a  lady's  service 
Of  an  obliginfi;  humour ;  but  most  of  all 
One  that,  as  kind  as  she  is,  I  see  's  as  glad 
To  leave  me  alone,  as  I  to  be  it.    Somewhat 
There  is  mysterious  in  her  looks  and  conduct. 
Such  motions  jast,  such  inequalities, 
Such  flatteries  to  those  I  trusted  least, 
8och  pretty  employments  found  to  busy  those 
r  woM  be  rid  of,  and  such  arts  as  these 
To  single  out  her  confident,  un-noted, 
[  well  remember  would  filvira  use, 
(Whilst  the  unquiet  joys  of  love  possess'd  her, 
flow  innocent  soever.    And  besides, 
Prancisca's  sitting  up  so  late  last  night, 
Ind  going  up  and  down  so  warily, 
Vhiist  oSers  slept,  is  evidence  enough 
WiMt  god  reigns  here,  as  well  as  at  tlie  court. 
Uit  I  rorget  mysel^Let  descants  cease, 
Vbo  serves,  though  she  observes,  must  hold  her 
peace.  [Exit  Elvira. 

VOL.    III. 


SCENE  changes  to  the  Prospect  of  Valencia. 

Enter  Don  Zancho,  with  his  cloak  aver  his  face, 
and  Chichon. 

D.  Zan.  Advance,  Chichon,  I  '11  follow  at  a 
dbtance : 
Tis  the  right  time,  just  light  enough,  you  see. 
For  wam'd  expecters  to  know  one  another. 
I  hope  she  will  not  fail  you. 

Chi,  She  fail  us ! 
No  centinel  perdu  is  half  so  alert 
As  she,  in  these  occasions. 

Enter  Francisca  veiled,  peeping  as  out  of  the 
portal  of  Don  Julio  s  house. 

Fran.  There  comes  the  varlet,  and  I  'm  much 
deceivM 
Or  that 's  his  master  lagging  at  a  distance-^ 
I  '11  give  them  a  go-by,  cover'd  with  my  veil. 

[She  passes  by  them  heedlessly. 
Chi.  By  that  light,  as  little  as  'tis,  'tis  she: 
I'lltoher.         . 

D.  Zan,  And  I  '11  stand  close  the  while — 
When  you  have  broken  the  ice,  I'll  take  my 
time. 
[Cuicuov  going  to  Francisca,  lays  hold 
of  her  veil,  and  she  turns  about. 
Chi.  What  signifies  a  veil  to  hide  my  doxy. 
When  every  motion  of  a  lee  or  wing 
Darts  round  perfuming  and  informing  airs  ? 
Thou  art  the  very  coUiflower  of  women. 

Fran.   And  tlu)u  the  very  cabbage-stalk  of 
men. 
That  never  stunk  to  me,  as  does  a  blab. 

Chi.  Curse  on  thee,  hold  thy  tongue — ^Dost 
thou  not  see 
Who  stands  against  that  wall  ? 
Ftan.  Away,  sauce-box — 

[She  thrusting  him  off',  goes  on. 

[Don  Zancho  sets  himself  just  in  her  tcuy, 

and  makes  as  tfhe  would  lie  down  in  tt. 

D.  Zan.  Pass,  trample  on  me,  do,  trample — 

But  hear  me. 
Fran.  These  shoes  have  been  my  lady's,  and 
she  'd  ne'er 
Forgive  it,  should  they  do  you  so  much  honour. 
[Shewing  her  foot. 
Tis  thou  hast  caos'd  all  this. 

[Aside,  turning  to  Chichon. 
Chi,  Fire  on  thy  tongue — 
D.  Zan.  Ah,  my  Francisca,  if  there  be  no 
hopes 
Of  pardon,  nor  of  pity — ^yet  at  least 
Let  Blanca,  for  her  own  sake,  be  so  just 
As  not  to  give  me  cruel  death  unheard  ; 
Do  you  your  part  at  least,  and  do  but  give  her . 
This  letter  from  me — 

[He  offers  her  a  letter,  and  she  start" 
ing  back. 
Fran.  Guarda — ^That  *s  a  thing 
She  has  forbidden  with  such  menaces, 
I  dare  as  well-  become  another  Porcia, 
And  eat  red  boming  coals.    I  had  much  rather 
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Consenty  thai,  now  she 's  all  alooe  At  home, 
Yoa  shoold  traosportedly  rush  in  upon  her. 
As  following  me ;  so  possibly  you  might 
Attain  your  end,  without  exposing  me ; 
"Who,  in  that  case,  know  how  to  net  my  part 
So  smartly  af^nst  you,  as  shall  keep  her  clear 
From  all  suspicion — But  I  am  to  blame 
Thus  to  forget  my  duty ;  1*11  stay  no  longer. 
[He  stops  her^  and^  pulling  out  a  purse  of 
money f  puts  it  into  her  hand* 
D.  Zan.  ^ke  like  an  angel. 
[FfiAMCiscA  (ffers  to  restore  the  purse,  but 
yet  holding  it  fast, 
Fran,  This  is,  you  know,  superfluous  with 
me, 
And  shocks  my  humour — But  any  thing  from 

you — 
Be  sure  you  follow  boisterously. 

[She  trudges  away,  ana  goes  in  hastily,  as 
at  Julio's  house,  and  Don  Zancho 
follows  her  in.    Chichon  stops  at  the 
door, 
Chi,  I'll  bring  you  no  ill-luck  a  second  time; 
If  for  sport^s  sake  you  have  projected  me 
Another  somerset  from  the  balcony. 
Make  your  account  that  'tis  already  done, 
Here  you  will  find  me  halting  in  the  street. 

[Exit  Chichon. 

SCENE  changes   to   Donna  Blanca*s  Anti- 
chamber. 

Enter  Blamca. 

Blan,  How  true  it  is  that  nature  cheats  man- 
kind. 
And  makes  us  think  ourselves  the  only  tasters 
Of  pure  delight  and  bliss ;  when  as  indeed. 
Oppressing  us  with  pains  and  griefs,  she  makes 
Deliverance  from  them  pass  for  solid  pleasure ! 
Witness  in  me  those  images  of  joy 
Wherewith  she  flatters  now  my  expectation : 
What  will  its  highest  satisfaction  be  ? 
At  most,  but  ease  from  what  tormented  me. 

Enter  Feawcisca  hastily. 

Fran,  It  now  imports,  you  have  afiected  rage 
As  ready  at  hand  as  usually  you  have 
Anger  in  earnest — But  above  all,  be  sure 
You  disclmi^e  it  smartly  upon  me,  for  here 
Be  presses  at  my  heels. 

Enter  J)on  Zancho,  and  goes  to  cast  himself  at 
Donna  Blavca*s  feet,  and  she  starting  back 
from  hitn» 

Blan.  What  insolence  is  this? 
^-Think  not,  Francisca, 
That  I  am  to  be  fooFd— -This  is  your  work : 
You  shall  not  stay  an  hour  within  these  walls; 
By  all  that  *s  good  you  shall  not ! 

Fran.  For  Heaven's  sake,  madam,  be  not  so 

unjust  [Whining, 

To  an  old  servant,  always  full  of  duty.         fme 

But  can  I  govern  madmen  ?  would  y^  Imve 


Make  all  the  street  take  notice?  There  he  at- 

tack'd  me 
With  such  transportmenty  the  whole  town  hai 

rung  on  't, 
Had  I  not  run  away.    Could  I  iouigine 
A  man  so  wild  as  to  pursue  me  hither 
Into  your  presence  ? 

Blan,  It  is  well,  Don  Zancho, 

[Severely  and  scornfully. 
Blanca  may  be  thus  used ;  but  be  that  don  it 

ShaU  find 

[She  turns  away  as  going  out,  he  holds  her 
by  the  sleeve, 
D.  Zan.  Pardon  this  rudeness,  madam;  bat 
a  man 
Made  desperate  hath  nothing  more  to  manage. 
Hither  I  come  to  give  you  satisfaction  ; 
And  if  my  reasons  can't,  my  heart  blood  shall : 
But  you  must  hear  me,  or  here  see  me  dead. 
Burn*  Since  to  be  rid  of  him,  Francisca,  I  sec 

S  Turning  to  Fkaijcisca. 
ergo  of  bearing  him. 
Keep  careful  watch,  to  prevent  accidents. 
Fran.  Madam,  your  closet  will  be  much  noft 
proper 
For  such  a  conference;  for  in  case  yoor  brodier 
Should  come,  Don  Zancho  lias  a  safe  retreat 
From  thence  down  the  back  stairs.    I  shall  be 

sure , 
To  give  you  timely  notice. 

D,  Zan.  And  I  know  perfectly  the  passage 
thorough 
Th'  entry,  I  've  come  up  more  than  once  that 

way, 
During  my  happy  days. 

Blan,  I  think  y'  have  reason;  since  I  most 
have  patience, 
Light  us  in  thither. 

[  Fa  A  K  CISC  A  takes  the  lights,  andgoiwg 
before  them,  exeunt  omnet. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Frospect  (f  VaUnci*. 

Enter  Don  Julio,  as  m  the  portal  of  hii  •ra 
house. 

D,  Jul,  The  light  was  in  the  farther  window, 
therefore 
He  went  up  this  way :  now  if  Fernando 
Have  not  forgot  to  bolt  the  entry-door. 
He  cannot  'scape  us,  sure,  whoe  er  he  be. 
—  Tis  the  only  comfort. 
In  such  mistbrtunes,  when  a  man  bath  means 
To  right  his  honour,  without  other  help 
Than  such  a  friend,  as  is  another  self, 
And  that  the  shame 's  even  from  domesticksbid 
Until  it  be  reven^^'d. 

[Exit  Don  Julio,  as  going  into  his 
09in  house 

Enter  Chicbon,  as  coming  out  itfihep^rek  he- 
fore  Don  Julio's  house, 

Chi,  'Slight !  'tis  Don  Julio,  that  I  saw  go  in— 
My  roaster 's  like  to  pass  his  time  but  ill ; 
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I  'U  steal  in  after  and  observe ;  although 
My  courage  cannot  steed  him,  my  wit  may, 
As  things  may  possibly  fall  out. 

[Exit  Chic  HON,  as  stealing  after  Don 
Julio  into  his  house. 


SCENE  changes  to  Donna  Blanca*s  Closet, 

Enter  Don  Zancho  and  Donna  Blanc  a,  as  in 
her  closet, 

Bian,  As  fine  a  story  as  may  be — No^  Don 
Zancho, 
I  DIanca  Kocca  am  not  charta  blanca, 
Fi(  to  receive  whate*er  impression 

Enter  Francisca  hastily^ 

Fran,  Your  brother 's  in  the  hall  already ; 
Quick,  quick,  and  let  liim  find  you  in  your 

chamber 
Before  your  glass,  I  have  set  it  ready  there. 
Whilst  he  retires  the  way  it  was  resolv*d. 

[Pointing  to  Don  Zancho. 
[Francisca  tafces  the  candle^  and  exeunt 
she  and  Donna  Blanca  ;  Don  Zaxcuo 
another  waif. 

SCENE  changes  to  Donna  Blanca*s  Bed- 
chamber, 

Rc'^nter  Donna  Blanca  and  Francisca,  as  in 
Blanca's  chamber,  she  newly  seated  at  her 
toilet,  and  beginning  to  unpin. 

Enter  Don  Julio. 

D.  Jul.  Blanca,  I  thought  you  had  been  a-bed 
ere  this: 
Have  you  had  company  to  entertain  you, 
AjhI  keepyou  up  beyond  your  usual  bourf 

Blan.  What  company  can  1  have,  you  abroad, 
At  this  time  of  the  night? 
D.  Jul.  I  fain  would  find  out  some  such  as 
might  please  you  :  [Ironically. 

f  raocisca,  take  a  candle  and  light  me  in 
To  Blanca's  closet. 

Blan.  Good  brother,  what's  the  matter  ? 
You  were  not  wont  to  be  so  curious 
As  thus  to  pry  into  my  privacies. 
D.  Jul,  That  you  shail  know  anon — Do  as  I 
bid  you, 
Francisca. 

[Francisca  t<Uces  one  of  the  candles,  and 
going  before  him  stumbles,  and  falling 
puts  out  the  light.  Don  Julio  taking 
it  uvy  lights  it  again  at  the  other  on  the 
table,  and  going  with  it  himself  towards 
Donna  Blanca's  closet* 


D.  Jul.  These  '  tricks  are  lost  on  me.  [Exit. 

Fran.  Let  him  go,  now  we  have  gained  time 
enough. 

Blan.  Thanks   o  thv  timely  fall. 

Fran.  Persons  erapioy'd 
In  such  trusts  must  have  their  wits  about  them : 
Tis  clear  xhat  he  suspects,  but  know  ho  cannot. 
When  once  you  see  all  safe,  'twill  then  import 

you 
To  play  the  tyrant  over  him,  with  reproaches 
For  this  his  jealousy. 

Blan,  Let  me  alone  for  that; 
But  let  us  follow  him  in,  that  we  may  mark 
His  whole  demeanor.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Don  Zancho  in  disorder. 

D,  Zan.  Curse  on  't,  the  entry  door 's  bolted 
within, 
What  shall  I  do  P  [He  pausee. 

1  must  seek  a  way 

Through  the  perfuniing-rooro,  into  the  garden. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Don  Julio  with  a  candle  in  his  hand, 
and  passing  hastily  over  the  stage. 

D.  Jul,  He  most  be  gone  this  way,  there  is 
no  other, 
The. entry  door  was  bolted. 

Enter  Donna  Blanca  and  Francisca,  who  pass 
over  the  stage,  as  stealing  after  Don  Julio. 

Fran,  All 's  safe,  he  takes  that  way ;  let  him 
a  God's  name 
Follow  his  nose  to  the  perfuming-room. 

Blan.  He  '11  fright  poor  Silvia  out  of  her  wits; 
But  J^U  come  to  her  succour,  with  a  peal 
I  'U  ring  him, 

[Exeunt  Donna  Blanca  and  Francisca, 


SCENE  changes  to  the  Laboratory. 

[Here  is  to  open  a  curious  Scene  of  a  Labora-' 
tory  in  perspective,  with  a  fountain  in  it, 
some  stills,  many  shelves,  with  pots  qfporcC" 
lain  and  glasses,  with  pictures  above  them  ; 
the  room  paved  with  black  and  white  mar^ 
ble,  with  a  prospect  through  pillars  at  the 
end,  discovering  the  full  moon,  and  by  its 
light  a  perspective  of  orange  trees ;  and  to* 
wards  tliat  farther  end  Elvira  appears  at 
a  table,  shifting  flowers,  her  back  turned. 

Enter  Don  Zancho  hastily ;  Elviiu  turning 
about,  they  both  startle,  and  stand  a  while  as  it 
were  amazed. 

D.  Zan.  O  heavens  !  what  is  't  I  see  ?  Tis 
mere  illusion, 
Or  'tis  the  devil  in  that  angel's  form, 
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Come  here  to  finish,  hy  another  hand, 
The  fatal  work  that  she  begun  upon  me 
By  Don  Fernando's. 

Elv,  Good  gods!  Zanchohere!  it  cannot  be. 
Or  'tis  his  ghost,  come  to  revenge  his  death 
On  its  occasioner ;  for,  were  he  alive, 
He  could  not  but  have  more  humanity 
Than  (having  been  my  ruin  at  Madrid, 
And  robb'd  me  of  my  home  and  honour  there) 
.  To  envy  me  an  obscure  shelter  here. 

[Whilst  they  amazed  step  back  from  one 
another,  enter  Don  Julio,  who  seeing 
Don  Zancho  with  his  back  towards  him, 
drawing  his  sword,  says  : 
D.  Jul,  Think  not  (whoe'er  thou  art)  by  fly- 
ing thus 
From  room  to  room,  to  'scape  my  just  revenge; 
Shouldst  thou  retire  to  th*  center  of  the  earth, 
This  sword  should  find  thee  there,  and  pierce 
thy  heart, 
[Throwing  down  the  candle,  he  makes  to- 
wards Don  Zancho,  but  upon  his  turn- 
ing about  towards  him,  he  makes  a  little 
stop,  and  says : 
Nay  then,  if  it  be  you,  I  'm  happy  yet 
In  my  mbfortune,  since  the  gods  thus  give  me 
The  means  at  once,  and  by  the  self-same  stroke. 
To  right  my  honour,  and  revenge  my  friend ; 
And,  by  that  action,  fully  to  comply 
With  what  the  duke  requires  in  the  behalf 
Of  wrong'd  Don  Pedro. 

[Don  Julio  makes  at  Don  Zancho  ;  he 
draws,  and  they  begin  to  fight  ;  Elvi  ra, 
crying  out  help  f  help  !  runs  to  part 
them,  and  they  stop  upon  her  interposing. 

Enter  Don  Fernando  hastily  over  the  st0ge,  as 
coming  from  the  private  apartment. 

D.  Fer.  I  bear  an  out-cry  and  chittering  of 
swords ; 
My  friend  engap'd,  must  find  me  by  his  side. 

[Exit,  and  re-enters  at  another  door. 

[As  Fernando  comes  to  the  door  of  the  per* 

fuming-room,  seeing  them  at  a  stand,  he 

stops  and  stands  close, 

D.  Fer,  They  are  parlying;  let's  hear.  [Aside. 

[Blakc A  and  ¥ravci9c A  passing  over  the 

stage. 

Blan.  rr was  Silvia's  voice;  my  heart  misgives 

me  somewhat. 
Fran,  Tis  some  new  accident,  or  some  mis- 
take, 
Don  Zancho  cannot  but  be  safe  long  since. 
Blan.  However,  let  us  in  and  see. 
[Exeunt  Blanca  and  Francisca,  and  re- 
enter as  at  another  door  of  the  perfumins- 
room,  and  make  a  stand,  as  surprird 
with  what  they  see, 
Blan^  We  are  all  undone,  I  fear. 
Fran,  A  little  patience. 

[Chicbon  stealing  over  the  stage. 
Chi,  The  noise  is  towards  the  perfiiming-room, 


I  know  the  back  way  to  it  through  the  Kardeo. 
[Exit  Cu  ICHON ,  and  re-entersat  the  farther 
end  of  the  laboratory,  and  stands  dme, 
D.  Zan.  Wit  must  repair  the  disadvantages 
I  'ro  under  here,  and  save  my  Blanca's  iMMioar; 
That  once  secur'd,  there  will  be  time  eooueh 
To  salve  Elvira's  [Aade. 

[Whilst  this  passes,  Elytra  holds  Julio  hy 
the  arm,  he  striving  to  get  from  her. 
Since,  by  this  lady*s  interposing  tlius. 
You  have  thought  fit  our  swords  should  pause  a 

while, 
It  may,  I  think,  consist  enough  with  honour. 
So  far  to  seek  your  satisfiiction,  sir, 
As  to  remove  mistakes.   Know  then,  Don  Jolio, 
That,  though  I  have  presum'd  upon  ^ur  house, 
I  have  not  wrongM  your  honour ;  it  is  she 
With  whom  you  find  me,  that  hath  brought  me 

hither ; 
Her  I  have  long  ador*d,  and,  having  got 
Intelligence  that  she  was  here  concealed. 
My  passion,  I  confess,  transported  me 
Beyond  that  circumspection  and  regard 
Which  men  of  quality  use,  and  ought  t*  oberte 
Towards  one  another's  dwellings. 

D,  Jul,  Good  gods,  what  an  adventure  's 
here!   Yet  all 
Is  well,  so  Blanca's  honour  be  but  safe.  [Aside, 
Sir,  you  surprize  me  much,  can  this  be  true? 

[To  Don  Zancio. 

Blan.  Francisca,  heard'st  thou  that?  had  ever 

man 

So  ready  a  wit,  in  such  an  exigent?         [Ande, 

D,  Jul.  [to  Elvira.I  What  say  you,  madam? 

JVaft.  We  *re  surer  lost  than  ever,  unless  she 

Have  wit  and  heart  to  take  the  tlung  upon  her. 

[Aside. 
Madam,  make  signs  to  her,  and  earnestly. 

[TaBLAKCA. 

[Blanca  makes  earnest  signs  to  Elviia. 
Fran,  [aside  to  Blanca.]  She  looks  this  way, 
as  if  she  comprehended 
Your  meaning. 

Elv.  I  understand  h^r,  and  I  know  as  well 
What  mischief  I  may  bring  upon  myself; 
But  let  Elvira  still  do  generously, 
And  leave  the  rest  to  &te.  [Aside. 

•— ^Sir,  since  you  press  me,     [To  Don  Julio. 
My  humour  ne  er  could  disavow  a  truth — 
Don  Zancho's  passion  andtransportmentsfbrme, 
Beyond  all  rules  of  temper  and  discretion. 
Have  been  the  cause  of  all  my  sad  misfortunes, 
And  still,  I  see,  must  be  the  cause  of  more. 
D.  Jul,  Unhappy  creature !   how  thou  hast 
deceiv'cl 
My  prone  persuasion  of  thy  innoceiHre ! 
D,  Zan.  If  that  suffice  not,  sir,  you  have  tbis 
ready 
Tojrive  you  satisfaction.  [Holding  out  his  svord 
I).  Fer,  Hell  and  furies ! — but  I  will  yet  coo- 
tain 
Myself,  and  see  how  (kr  my  friend  will  drive  it. 

[Assde. 
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D.  JuL  StBj,  Don  Zancho, 
And  answer  me  one  question — Is  this  night 
The  first  of  your  presuming  tlius  to  enter 
My  house  hv*  stealth  ? 

D.  Zan.  The  quere  is  malicious ; 
Bat  I  must  thorough,  as  I  have  begun.     [Aside, 
Bian.  [aside  to  Francisca.]  There  was  a  ques- 
tion makes  me  tremble  still. 
D.  Zan.  No,  sir,  it  is  not:  I'll  keep  nothing 
from  you ; 
Last  night  upon  the  same  occasion 
D.  Jul.  Hold — it  suffices. 
Fran,  [aside  hastily  to  Blanca.]  All  's  safe, 
you  see :  for  God's  sake  let 's  away 
Ere  Julio  perceive  us ; 

Your  presence  here  can  serve  for  nothing,  madam , 
Bat  to  beget  new  chances  and  suspicions. 

[Exeunt  Blanca  and  Francisca. 
[Don  Fernando  rushes  out,  drawing  his 
stvordn 
p.  Fer.  Yes,  it  suffices,  Julio,  to  make 
This  band  strike  surer  than  it  did  before. 

Elv.  Nothing  was  wanting  to  my  misery, 
But  bis  being  here  to  over-hear — But  yet 
I  must  not  suffer  the  same  hand  to  kill  him 
A  second  time,  upon  a  greater  error 
Than  was  the  first.  [Aside. 

[Don  Fernando  making  at  Don  Zancho; 
Elvira  steps  beizoeen,  and  Julio  also 
offers  to  stay  him. 
p.  Fer.  [striving  to  come  at  Don  Zancho.] 
Strife  to  protect  your  gallant  from  me,  do ; 
Strive,  but  in  vain— The  gods  themselves  cannot— 
What  you,  Don  Julio,  too  ? 

[Chichon  running  out  from  the  place  where 
he  lurked,  strikes  out  both  the  lights  with 
his  hat. 
Chi,  I  have  lov'd  to  see  fighting;  but,  at  pre- 

T!  •?"*» 

1  love  to  hinder  seeing  how  to  fight.  fwork 

Knights,  brandish  your  blades,  't  will  make  fine 

Among  the  gallipots !  .  [Aloud. 

You  have  me  by  your  side,  sir,  let  them  come ; 

They  are  bat  two  to  two.         [As  to  his  master. 


Sir,  follow  roe,  I  '11  bring  you  to  tlie  door. 


D, 


[Aside  to  his  master,  and  pulling  him. 
Zan.  There  's  no  dishonour  in  a  wise  re* 
treat 
From  disadvantages,  to  meet  again 
One's  enemy  upon  a  fairer  score. 

[Chichon  pushing  his  master  before  him 
out  of  door. 
Chi.   [aside  to  his  Master.]  There  'tis;  ad- 
vance, sir,  I  '11  make  good  the  rear. 
[Exit  Don  Zancho  and  Chichon. 
D,  JuL  Ho !  who 's  without?  bring  lights! 

[He  stamps^ 

^They  cannot  liear  us, 

The  room  is  so  remote  from  all  the  rest.— 
What  a  confusion  's  this  ?  recall,  Fernando, 

[To  Fernando.. 
Your  usual  temper,  and  let 's  leave  this  place,. 
And  that  unhappy  maid,  unto  its  darkness, 
To  hide  her  blushes,  since  her  shame  it  cannot. 
[Exit  Don  Julio  groping,  and  drawing. 
Don  Fernando  with  him, 
Elv,  [$ola.]  Darkness  and  horror,  welcome, 
.  since  the  gods 
Live  in  the  dark  themselves — For  had  they  light 
Of  what 's  done  here  below,  they  would  afibra 
Some  ray  to  shine  on  injur'd  innocence. 
And  not,  instead  thereof,  thus  multiply 
Obscuring  clouds  upon  it,  such  as  the  sun. 
Should  he  with  all  nis  beams  illuminate 
Men's  understandings,  scarce  could  dissipate. 
I  now  begin  to  pardon  thee,  Fernando, 
Since  what  thou  bast  heard  in  this  inchanted  place 
Carries  conviction  in  't  against  my  firmness, 
Above  the  powier  of  nature  to  suspend 
My  condemnation :  unless  wrong  d  virtue  might 
Expect  in  thee  a  justice  so  refin'd, 
As  ne'er  was  found  in  man  to  womankind. 
'TIS  now  I  must  confess,  the  lost  Elvira 
Fit  only  for  a  cloister;  where  secure 
In  her  own  spotless  mind,  she  may  defy 
All  censures ;  and  without  impiety 
Reproach  her  fate,  even  to  the  Deit^. 

[Exit,  groping  her  way. 


ACT  V. 


Ea/fr  Ihn  Julio  talking  to  himself,  and  at 
smother  door  Fernanco,  who  perceiving  it, 
stands  close,. 

D,  JuL  Blest  be  the  gods,  that  yet  my  ho- 
noar  's  safe. 
Amidst  sucb  stranee  perplexities,  from  which 
Fortune  and  wit,  I  think,  together  join'd 
^ith  all  their  strength,  could  hardly  an  issue  find. 
To  temper,  comfort,  or  to  serve  my  friend 
What  argument?  what  means  ?  how  to  assist 
Don  Peoro  in  his  aims,  and  to  comply 
With  what  I  owe  the  cluke,  I  see  as  little ; 
And  leas  conceive,  liow  to  behave  myself 
As  ottgbt  a  gentleman  towards  a  lady, 


With  whose  protection  be  hath  cbarg'd  himself, 
And  brought  her  to  his  house  on  that  assurance ; 
Whom  to  expose,  cannot  consist  with  honour. 
However  she  may  have expos'd  her  own: 
And  least  of  all,  how  to  repair  to  Blanca 
The  injury  I  have  done  her,  whose  high  spirit 
I  fear  wiU  be  implacable.    O  heavens ! 
What  a  condition's  mine  i 

[He  stands  pausing,  and  sfartles  seeing 
Don  Fernando. 

Enter  Don  Fernando. 

D,  Fer.  Pardon,  dear  cousin,  if  to  aToid  one 
rudeness 
I  have  another  unawares  committed, 
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Whilst  fearing  to  interrupt,  I  haTe  OTerbenrd : 
Yet  notbiog,  cousin,  but  the  self-same  things, 
My  tboughu  have  been  revoWiog  all  this  uight, 
Concero'd  for  you,  much  more  than  for  myself; 
For  I,  upon  reflection,  find  I  am 
Much  easier  than  I  was ;  by  certainly 
Freed  from  the  sorest  weight,  perplexity. 
In  the  first  place,  you  must  forgive  your  friend 
Tlie  high  distemper  of  last  night's  transportments ; 
I  hope  you  *11  find  me  well  recovered  finom  them. 
And  that  my  morning  resolutions  are 
Such  as  will  mak€  amends. 

D.  JhL  Make  no  excuse,  dear  firiend ;  such 
provocations 
Surprizing  are  above  philosophy ; 
And  *tis  no  small  experiment  of  your's, 
If  after  them  you  can  have  brought  yourself 
So  soon  to  fix  a  judgment  what  to  do. 

D,  Fer,  I  have  fix'd  on  that,  which  I  am  sure 
will  serve 
All  interests  but  my  own,  as  heretofore 
I  understood  my  happiness ;  but  now 
I  shall  no  longer  place  it  in  any  thing 
Dependent  on  the  wild  caprice  of  others. 

No,  Julio, 

I  will  be  happy  even  in  spite  of  fate. 
By  carrying  generosity  up  to  the  height. 
Elvira  shallher  dear  bliss  owe  to  me, 
Not  only  by  desisting,  but  by  making 
Her  lov'd  Don  Zancbo  marry  her ;  h»  refusal 
Alone,  can  make  me  kill  him  o'er  aoain. 

D.  Jul.  Since  that  unhappy  maid,  with  all 
her  beauty, 
And  that  high  quality,  hath  made  herself 
Unworthy  of  your  marriage,  certainly 
None  but  Fernando  ever  could  have  pitch'd 
Upon  so  noble  a  thought :  but  think  withal 
What  difficulties  are  hkely  to  obstruct  it. 

D.  Fer,  Say  what  occurs  to  you, 

D.  Jul,  Don  Zancho  is  a  man  of  wit  and 
courage; 
And  though  his  passion  oat  of  doubt  be  great, 
Since  it  bath  made  him  do  so  wild  au  action, 
As  that  of  coming  twice  into  my  house 
After  so  strange  a  manner;  ye^  Fernando, 
You  cannot  but  imagine  such  a  one 
Likely  to  have  quite  different  reflections 
Upon  Elvira's  conduct  for  a  wife, 
From  what  he  has  upon  it  for  a  mistress  s 
The^  are  two  notions  very  differing. 
Besides,  should  the  propcml  but  appear 
In  the  least  kind  to  spnng  from  your  desire, 
Whose  fi^rmer  commerce  with  ber^s  not  unknown, 
It  were  the  only  way  to  drive  him  oflF 
Past  all  reoalis  I  thmk,  few  have  accepted 
Wives  recommended  to  them  by  their  rival. 

D.  Fer,  In  that  y'  have  reason,  I  confess. 
But,  Julio, 
Think  of  the  way,  for  marry  her  he  must, 
Or  die,  and  by  no  other  hand  but  mine. 
I  am  thinking  of  it,  and  I  hope  to  purpose. 

D.  JuL  [pausing,]    What  intferposer  can  be  I 
fo^  so  fit  I 


As  Blanca  in  this  business?  since  Don  Zancfao 
Has  bng  been  her  particular  acquaintance  ? 
And  what  can  be  more  natural,  than  for  her 
To  take  to  heart  £lvira*s  chief  concernment, 
Wlioro  he  finds  here  retired  in  her  misfbrtuoe. 
As  to  her  surest  friends? 

D.  Fer.  Y'  have  lighted,  cousin,  on  the  only 
way; 
And  lose  no  time,  I  beg  yon. 

D,  Jul,  The  least  that  may  be ;  but  you  most 
consider 
In  what  a  predicament  I  am  likely 
To  be  witb  Blanca  at  present. 

D,  Fer,  I  understand  you  (since  the  jetkmsy 
You  expressed  of  her.)    But  'tis  to  be  hoped 
The  peace  will  not  be  long  a  making. 

D,  JuL  You  little  know  her  spint,  once  io- 
flain'd. 
But  as  I  *11  lose  no  time,  so  I  'U  omit 
No  art,  to  bring  her  to  a  temper  fit 
To  hear  and  to  advance  the  proposition. 

D.  Fer.  Heaven  give  you  gooKl  success ! 

D,  Jul.  [turning  back  to  FEan  av  do.]    I  hsd 
forgot  to  tell  you,  that  I  think 
It  will  be  necessary,  that  as  soon 
As  I  have  weuther*d  Blanca's  storm,  I  make 
A  visit  to  Don  Pedro,  to  prevent 
His  coming  hither  to  disonler  us. 
Before  we  have  set  things  right.. 

D.  Fer,  Twas  not  ill  diought  on ;  and  till  your 
return 
I  shall  keep  close  in  your  apartment ; 
For  Blanca  has  not  seen  me,  and  Elvira 
Has  too  great  cares  upon  her  to  be  curious. 

[Eiemit. 

Enter  Blanca  and  Fbancisca  ;  Blakca  wnik 
a  gay  air,  as  in  her  anti-ihamber, 

Blan.  Say,  my  Francisca,  can  romances  eqoal 
Our  hist  night's  adventure  f  was  tliere  erer 
Such  a  come-oflf !  Our  sex  has  used  to  boast 
Presence  of  mind  in  exigents  of  love ; 
But  I  believe  none  of  us  ever  match*d 
Don  Zancho's  readiness  in  an  occasion 
So  sudden  and  so  critical. 

Fran.  Ever  give  me  the  man  of  readr  parts. 

Blan.  But  pr'ythee,  whilst  we  give  Don  Zan* 
cho  his  dues, 
Let  us  be  just  too  to  poor  Silvia's  merit; 
Was  ever  any  thing  so  generous. 
Or  so  obliging  to  a  mistress  ? 

Fran.  S>  it  appears,  madam,  I  must  confess; 
But  the  excess  of^it  makes  it  suspicious. 

Blan,  Fie ;  leave  this  humour  of  detrsctiog 
still. 
And  call  her  to  me,  that  I  may  embrace 
And  thank  her ;  that  done,  consider  bow 
To  bring  her  off,  who  has  brought  us  off"  so  well 
[Offers  to  go  mii. 

Enter  Don  Julio. 

Fran,  Stay,  I  beseech  you,  and  compose  your* 
self 
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To  act  a  part  quite  of  another  natare ; 
Here  comes  Don  Julio,  towards  whom  I  hope 
Yoa  11  tune  yourself  to  a  far  differing  key 
From  that  of  thanks  and  kindness. 
Blan>  Let  me  alone  for  that,  Fll  play  the 
dragon. 
[Am  Don  Julio  advances^  Blanc  a  tunu 
from  him  with  a  Jnrums  countenance, 
and  flies  out  of  the  room,  Don  Julio 
following  her, 
D.  Jut.  Dear  sister,  stay,  and  hear  me. 
Blan,  Detested  brother,  leave  me. 

[She  makes  as  if  she  were  going,  and  he 
holds  her, 
D.  Jul,  Hear  roe  but,  Blanca,  and  then  vent 
your  passion 
Agiiinst  a  brother,  that  condemns  hhnself 
As  roach  as  you  can  do ;  but  hear  me  speak. 
Blan,  Your  actions,  Julio,  have  spoke  loud 
enough 
To  echo  through  the  world  your  shame  and  mine. 
Has  all  the  tenor  of  my  life  been  such, 
With  such  exactness  of  unblemish'd  conduct, 
That  malice  might  have  stain'd  the  noon-day  sun 
More  easily  than  tamish'd  Blanca*s  honour; 
And  must  that  honour  now  be  prostitute. 
By  the  caprice  of  an  unworthy  brother? 
Should  any  other  hare  invaded  it, 
Had  not  you  righted  her,  she  has  a  heart 
Would  have  found  ways  to  right  herself;  but  yon, 
Th*  aggressor,  what  remedy  but  rage  ? 

\She  flings  from  him,  and  exit, 
Fran,  She  acts  it  rarely.  [Aside, 

D.  Jul,  Was  ever  man* so  unfortunate  as  I  f 

[To  FftANCISCA. 

r  most  confess  she  has  reason,  and  the  sense 
She  thus  expresses  of  my  fault  becomes  her ; 
But  it  must  be  your  work,  my  dear  Francisca, 
To  pacify.  When  once  you  shall  but  know 
All  that  has  passM  these  nights,  I  am  certain 
Von  'II  say,  no  human  confidence  could  e'er 
Be  proof  against  such  circumstances. 

Fran,  Alas !  my  offices  can  signify 
But  little.  But  I  'm  sure  the  occasion 
Gi?e8  me  a  sad  heart— O  my  dear  lady  ! 

[As  if  she  were  crying, 

D.Jul,  I  love  good  nature;   but  I  pr'ythee 
leave, 
And  come  in  with  me,  that  I  may  tell  thee  ail. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Fulvio,  as  in  his 
lodging. 

D.  Fed,  A  God's  name,  Fulvio,  what  has 
been  thy  meaning. 
To  make  me  sit  up  almost  all  last  night 
Expecting  thee,  when  such  impatience  held  me? 
fhou  wert  not  wont  to  be  so  negligent 
In  things  of  so  great  weight. 

Ful.  Nor  have  I  been  it  now ;  'tis  orer-care 
Ofyoarcomnumds  hath  held  me  so  long  from 

V     L     ^**"- 

lou  know  the  orders  that  you  gave  me,  sir, 


To  watch  Don  Zancbo*s  motions;  accordingly^ 

I  sat  all  day  in  my  observing  place, 

Till  alH)ut  twilight  I  saw  him  and  's  man 

Steal  as  it  were  abroad ;  I  as  warily 

Dogg'd  them  from  str^t  to  street,  till,  sir^  at 

length 
He  made  a  stand  op  close  agunst  a  wall. 
Whilst  that  his  servant  entertain'd  a  woman, 
Close  veil'd,  wlio  was  come  out,  I  think,  on  por« 

pose. 
From  an  adjacent  house ;  soon  after  he 
Accosted  her  himself;  their  conference 
Lasted  but  little ;  she  made  haste  away 
To  th'  house  from  whence  she  came,  and  he  at 

much 
To  follow  her  in. 

I>.  Fed,  Where  was 't  ?  and  why  cam'st  thoa 
not  presently. 
To  give  me  notice,  as  you  were  directed  ? 

FuL  At  that  you  will  not  wonder,  when  yon 
know 
Whose  bouse  he  enter'd;  but  at  this  yon  '11 

wonder. 
It  was  Don  Julio*s. 

D,  Fed,  [startling,]  Ha !  Don  Julio's,  sa/st 
thou?  [He  pauses. 

But,  now  I  think  on  't,  'tis  no  marvel^  Fulvio, 
Since  newly  come  to  town ;  for  I  remember 
Don  Julio  told  me,  that  Don  Zancho  and  be 
Had  alwa;ys  liv'd  in  friendly  correspondence. 

Ful,  Visits,  sir,  only  of  fair  civility. 
After  long  absence,  are  not  usually 
Begun  by  twilight,  in  such  cautious  manner ; 
Nor  usher'd  in  by  female  veil'd  condoctors : 
But  pray,  sir,  hear  the  rest. 

D.  Fed,  [aside,]  What  can  this  be  ?— ^y  on 
then  quickly.  [To  Fulvio. 

Ful,  I  presently  concluded  with  myself. 
That,  since  Don  Julio  was  the  friend  on  whose 
Assistance  you  relied  against  Don  Zancho, 
You  ne'er  would  think,  sir,  of  attacking  him 
As  he  came  out  firom  thence;  I  judg'd  it  there- 
fore 
My  wisest  course  to  stay  and  mark  the  tssoe. 
And  stay  I  did,  till  it  was  after  midnight ; 
About  which  time,  walking  frqm  side  to  side. 
That  I  might  see  both  issues  of  the  house, 
It  being  as  light  almost  as  day,  I  saw 
The  gallant  and  his  man  leap  from  the  wall 
Of  Julio's  garden,  and  from  thence  in  haste 
Make  home. 

D,  Fed,  'Sdeath,  man,  thou  dream'st !  Don 
Zancho  from  Don  Julio^s 
In  that  manner? — Awake,  fool,  and  speak  sense. 

Ful,  I  say  but  what  I  saw,  as  I  see  you. 

D,  Fed,  O  the  devil !  what,  the  same  villain 
Found  the  affronter  of  my  friend  too  here 
In  the  same  kind  ?  Give  me  my  cloak  and  sword^ 
I  must  know  the  bottom  of  this.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Blanca  and  Francisca,  as  in  her  on^t- 

chamber, 

Blan.  I  come  from  seeing  and  caressing  Silvia. 


an 


ELVIRA. 


[DlfiBT. 


Bat  with  most  strange  surprize  at  her  comport- 

meat 
Towards  me. 

Fran,  How,  madam ! 

Blati,  My  words  and  actions  both  expressing 
to  her, 
Not  only  highest  gnivitade  and  kindness, 
But  a  solicitude  in  the  concerns 
Of  her  honour,  equal  to  what  she  bad  shown 
In  mine;  they  were  receiv'd  with  such  a  cold- 
ness, 
With  such  an  air  of  melancholy  pride, 
With  half  replies,  and  those  not  half  to  th'  pur- 
pose. 
As  make  me  with  amazement  to  conclude, 
That  either  she  has  lost  her  understanding, 
Or  that  there  's  somewhat  in  't  we  understand 
not. 
Fran.  She  's  a  maid  of  an  odd  composition ; 
And,  besides  that,  I  needs  must  tell  you,  madam, 
Tha^  having  bad  my  observation  freer 
Than  you,  perhaps,  durins  last  night's  adventure, 
I  remarked  somewhat  both  in  her  demeanour, 
And  in  Don  Zancbo*s,  makes  me  confident 
They  met  n6t  tliere  strangers  to  one  another. 
As  you  imagine — But  there  's  time  enough 
To  think  and  talk  of  that :  what  presses  now 
Is  your  right  ordering  of  Don  Julio : 
You  have  begun  as  well  as  can  be  wish'd. 
Blan.  Say,  did  I  not  do  my  part?       [Jollily, 

Fran,  —Beyond  imagination ; 

But  take  heed  now  of  ovep-doiog  it, 
Tis  time  to  tack  about  to  reconcilement. 
And  thought  of  drawing  those  advantages 
From  the  embroilment,  as  may  for  the  future 
Secure  yon  from  like  accidents. 
Blan,  You  say  well,  but  bow  i 
Fran,  The  first  step  must  atonement  be  be> 
tween  you, 
Of  which  he  hath  so  earnestly  conjar*d  me 
To  be  an  instrument,  tliat  you  consenting 
To  give  him  a  hearing  through  my  mediation, 
I  am  made  for  ever,  and  setded  in  the  power 
Of  serving  you,  by  better  cozening  him : 
Besides,  be  tells  me,  he  hath  that  to  say. 
And  to  propose  unto  you,  as  shall  not  only 
Excuse  him  with  you,  but  prevent  all  danger 
Of  prejudicial  rumours  which  might  rise 
From  last  night*s  accident. 
B^n.  Agreed ;  let  *s  in 
And  play  the  second  part.  [Exeunt, 


Enter  Dan  Zarcro  and  Chichow,  as  m  kk 
own  hau$e, 

D,  Zan,  3  Were  we  not  bom  with  cank  upoi 

oar  heads,  [Jouibf' 

Think'st  thou,  Chichon,  to  come  off  twice  a  row 

Thus  rarely,  from  such  dangerous  adventures? 

Chi,  Rather  I  think  with  combs,  so  oft  to 

'  venture. 
D.  Zan.  Thou  coxcomb,  say,  bad  I  not  my 

wits  about  me  ? 
Chi  n!*were  too  uncomplaisant  to  deny  that, 
You  know  I  love  not  to  talk  seriously ; 
But  tell  me  now  in  earnest,  are  you  satisfied 
To  have  come  off  so  ?  is  there  no  qualm  remain- 

ing 
Upon  your  gentle  heart,  for  leaving  i'  tb*  sods 
A  poor  distressed  virgin  ?  Who  she  is, 
I  neither  know  nor  care ;  but  I  aio  sure 
Had  generous  Chichon,  to  save  his  life, 
Play'd  a  sweet  innocent  lady  such  a  trtck. 
He  would  have  passM  but  for  a  recreant  knigfac; 
And  much  the  more,  she  having  shown  henelf 
So  gallant,  as,  to  save  her  lady's  honour, 
T'  expose  her  own  :  Sa^,  true  Don  Galor,  say, 
Were  your  part  found  m  a  romance  or  play. 
Whose  chanicter  would  it  not  dislustre  r 
D,  Zan.  How  soon  a  fool's  bolt 's  shot,  with* 
out  distinction 
Of  what's  the  mark!   Thou  censnr'st  withost 

knowing 
Who  th'  exposed  lady  is.    Know  then,  Chichoo, 
And  wonder,  'tis  Elvira;  that  Elvira 
For  whom  I  sighed,  like  to  have  sigh*d  my  last, 
On  her  score  at  Madrid ;  Don  Pedro's  daughter. 
Chi.  You  raise  enchanted  castles  in  the  air; 
But  were  it  as  vou  say,  that  makes  the  thii^ 
More  inexcusable :  You  had  been  to  blame 
To  have  us'd  a  stranger  so ;  but  so  t'  have  serv'd 
A  lady  whom  you  had  once  profest  to  love. 
Raises  the  fault  above  all  heightning. 
D.  Zan,  Nay  then,  I  see  I  must  once  play  tbt 
fool, 
In  answering  a  fool  seriously. 
The  things  thou  say*st  are  beightnings  indeed. 
Not  of  my  fault,  but  merit  in  the  action. 
Towards  my  Blanca ;  siifce,  to  save  her  hoBOor, 
I  did  not  only  sacrifice  Elvira's, 
But  thus  expose  mine  own :  time  may  recover 
Elvira's  fiune,  and  mine  this  ouickly  shalL 
[Clapping  Am  hand  an  ki$  i 


3  Were  we  not  ham  with  canls  upon  nw  headel — Coub  are  little  membranes,  foond  on  some  childfcsi, 
encompassing  the  head,  when  bom.  The  vulgar  opinion  has  generallv  been,  that  every  person  pos- 
sessed of  one  of  these  eaaZtf,  whether  originally  belonging  to  him,  or  obtained  by  purchase,  would  be 
fortunate,  a|id  escape  dangers.  *'  Lampridius  tells  us,  that  the  midwives  sold  ooais  at  a  food  price, 
to  the  advocates  and  pleaders  of  his  time ;  it  being  an  opinion,  that  while  they  had  tfab  about  thro, 
they  should  carry  vnth  them  a  force  of  persuasion  which  no  judce  could  withstand :  the  oumm 
forbid  the  use  of  It,  because  some  witches  and  sorcerers,  it  seems,  had  abased  it."  See  Qiamben^ 
DUtUmarjf. 
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Here,  take  this  letter,  and  employ  yoar  wit 
In  finding  ont  the  means  with  secrecy 
To  give  it  Don  Fernando  unohserv'd ; 
I  shall  not  stir  from  home  till  I  have  his  answer. 
Chi,  You  found  him,  sir,  a  man  of  quick  dis- 
patch, 
lu  yoar  last  business  with  him  at  Madrid. 

[Exit  Don  Zancho. 
How  honourable  'tis  to  serve  a  Don  ! 
What  petit  Basque  on  t'  other  side  the  mountains 
Durst  have  aspir'd  to  the  high  dignity 
or  carrying  a  cartel?  A  Monsieur 
Would  sooner  have  pot  up  a  twinge  by  the  nose, 
Than  sent  a  challenge  by  a  senring>man.  [  Exit. 

Enter  Blavca  furiously^  and  running  to  the 
cabinet,  takes  out  thence  a  stiletto;  and 
Francisca  earnestly  after  her,  as  in  Blan- 
ca's  closet, 

Blan,  Villains  shall  find,  I  am  not  unprovided 
Wrongs  to  revenge,  that  cannot  be  forgiven. 
Frofi.  I  thought  the  strange  constraint  upon 
herself 
Wherewith  she  heard  her  brother,  would  serve 

in  the  end 
But  to  make  rage  break  out  with  greater  fury ; 
Yet  it  is  well  she  kept  it  in  so  long 
A%  to  get  rid  of  him.  [Aside, 

Good  madam,  moderate  yourself  a  littlew 

[To  Blanca. 
Blan,  Preach  temper  to  the  damned  souls  in 
heU, 
That  they  may  teach  the  traitor  moderation, 
When  I  have  sent  him  thither  with  his  devil. 
Fran,  I  do  confess  the  provocation  such. 
As  more  than  justifies  all  these  transportnients ; 
And  therefore  I  beseech  you  think  not,  madam, 
In  what  I  say,  I  can  the  least  aim  have 
Of  saving  him  from  the  extremest  fury 
Of  your  resentment;  or  preserving  her, 
Who  has  had  the  impudence  to  abuse  you  so, 
Under  the  pretence  of  serving — May  they  perish ! 
But  let  it  be  in  such  a  way,  as  may  not 
Draw  a  more  dismal  ruin  on  yourself: 
Let  swift  destruction  seize  them ;  yet  let  not, 
Madam,  your  hand,  but  head,  dispense  their 

fate, 
WItatcan  the  issue  be  of  such  an  action. 
As  that  of  which  I  see  that  shining  steel 
And    flaming    eyes    of  your's,  the  threatening 

comets  ? 
I  beg  but  the  reflection  of  a  moment. 

[Blanca  walking  upon  the  stage  with  en- 
raged gestures  pauses,  at  length  shea- 
thing and  putting  her  stiletto  in  her 
sleeve  with  a  sober  composed  tone : 
Blan.  Francisca,  I  thank  you  for  recalling  me 
Thus  to  myself;  I  will  be  temperate — 
But  it  shall  be  to  make  revenge  the  sorer. 

[Aside. 
Fran.  Her  tone,  nor  gestures,  cannot  cozen 
me. 
They  both  seem  to  disgufsc  a  black. design; 

VOL.    Ill, 


But  I  shall  watch  yon;  Vis  a  balf-gain*d  cause 
In  fiiry's  course,  to  have  begot  a  pause.  [Aside. 

Blan,  Do  what  I  bid  you  presently,  Francisca) 
Send  to  Don  Zancho,  and  let  him  know  from  me, 
I  earnestly  desire  to  speak  with  him. 

Fran.  Lord,  madam,  what  d'  ye  mean  ? 

Blan.  To  make  the  pleasing  proposition  to 
him. 
As  I  told  my  brother  I  would. 

Say,  am  I  not  moderate  ? 

But  do,  without  reply,  what  I  command. 

Fran.  Madam,  I  shall  obey — 
But  obsen'e  you  so  withall, 
As  to  prevent  the  mischief  if  I  can.         [Adde, 
[Exit  Francisca. 

Blan.  Ye  gods,  assist  me  in  my  just  revenge,' 
Or  you  will  make  an  atheist — My  first  work 
Must  be,  before  Don  Zanclu)  comes,  to  speak 
With  his  sweet  mistress,  and  with  words  and 

looks 
As  false  as  her's  have  been,  so  to  delude  her 
With  hopes  of  what  she  wishes,  that  they  both 
May  jointly  fall  my  honour's  sacrifice.      [Exit. 

Enter  Don  Fernando,   as  in   Don  Julio*s 
private  apartment. 

€>.  Fer.  Since  generosity  hath  so  far  got 
The  mastery,  as  to  have  made  me  fix 
Upon  a  resolution  so  unheard  of, 
I  long  to  see  it  executed. 

Bat  stay, 

I  think  I  hear  Elvira's  voice  without, 
And  Blanca's  too— Here  curiosity 
To  overhear  is  pardonable. 

[He  makes  as  if  lie  hearkened,  and  then  exit, 
as  to  go  where  he  may  better  hear. 

Enter  Elvira  and  Blanca,  as  in  the  anti-^ham' 
ber,  and  FEtLHAVDo  peeping  as  from  behind  a 
door, 

D.  Fer.  Here  not  a  word  can  'scape  me. 
Elv.  Madam,  you  wrong  my  zeal  in  serving 
you. 
Whilst  you  attribute  tp  any  other  motive 
My  yesterday's  behavioun 

Blan.  Such  niceties,  Elvira,  are  out  of  season. 
[In  a  tone  that  may  shew  what  she  says  to 
be  forc*d. 
I  seek  your  satisfaction  in  a  love^ 
Wherein  it  seems  you  have  been  long  engaged. 
[Elvira  looking  round,  and  Fernando 
starting  back, 
D.  Fer.  I  hope  she  did  not  see  roe.     [Aside. 
Elv.  My  satisfaction,  say  you,  in  my  love? 
Of  whom,  for  Heaven's  sake?  If  you  mean  Don 

Zanclio, 
Y'  are  very  far  from  guessing  at  my  thoughts. 
D.Fer.  By  Heaven. sh'  has  seen  me,  and 
plays  the  d^il  still.  [Aside, 

Elv,  By  all' that 's  good,  I  am  far  from  loving 
him — 
I  say  not  Svorso^  because  I  know  she  loves  him. 

[Aside^ 

So 
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D.  Per.  All,  Elvira  f  this  is  too  nftfch,  yet 
not  eiioogh 
to  change  io  me  a  uoble  resohition.        [Atide, 
[A  noUe  k  hcard^  u»  of  people  coming 
up  $tairs. 
Blan.  I  hear  some  coanng  ap  stairs;  should 
it  be 
Don  Zancho,  I  am  not  vet  ready  for  him — 

[Atid€. 

I  see  we  are  likely  to  be  iaCerrupled  here, 

[To  Elvira. 
Elvira,  we  shaU  be  better  in  my  closet. 

[Exit  BCANCA. 

Eh.  Madam,  1 11  foUow  you.  [think 

What  can  she  mean  ?  since  ttiat  she  needs  most 
I  know  the  passion  she  has  for  him. 

[Elvira  having  ttaid  awhile  behind,  as 
the  is  going  toJhUow  Blamca,  enter 
her  father  Don  Pemio,  and  Fulvio; 
she  starts  and  stands  confounded ;  he, 
seeing  her^  draws  omt  his  dagger  and 
makes  at  her. 
D.  Ted.  Vilestaiuer  of  my  blood,  have  I  here 
found  thee? 
[Elvira  perceiving  the  door  a  little  open 
where  Don  Fernando  is,flies  thither, 
and  gets  in,  * 

D,  Fer.  This  makes  it  clear  she  saw  mt. 

[Aside,  as  Elvira  thrusts  in. 

[Don  Pedro  seises  the  doer  before  it  be 

quite  shut,  and  they  struggle,  he  to 

pull  it  open,  and  Don  Fern  ando  to 

shut  it :  after  some  contest,  Don  Fer- 

HANDO  gets    it   clou,    and  bolts  it 

within:  Don  Pedro,  as  an  enraged 

person,  pulls  and  bounces  at  the  door, 

D.  Ped,  In  vain  should  mountains  interpose 

between 

Iler  and  her  punishment. 

[He  bounces  still,  as  to  break  down  the  door. 

Enter  Blanca. 

Blan,   What  bedlam  have  we  here?    and 

Where's  Elvira  ?• 
D,  Fed,  You  have  one  here,  will  know  bow 
to  revenge 
Conspiracies  to  affront  htm :  and  yoo,  lady, 
Whoe'er  yoo  are,  that  seem  to  take  upon  you, 
Y'  had  best  prodiice  the  wicked  thing  you  have 

named, 
Or  bv  this  steel —  [Blanca  cries  out, 

Blan.  lio !  brother,  brother !  help  against  a 


Enter  Don  Julio. 

D.  Jul,  Peace,   Blanca,   peace,  yoo  know 
not  what  yoo  say ; 
Don  Pedro'  n  master  here.  [sure 

Blan,  I  know  not  yoor  Don  Pedrb;  but  I  'm 
One  to  he  ty'd  in  chains  could  do  no  more 
Than  he  has  done. 

J>,Jul.  Have  patience,  Mifr;  'tis  Elvira's 
fetber, 


With  cares  enough  opon  him  to  jostify 
Any  distemper. 

iilan.  Precious!  Elvira's  fathers- 
Nay,  then  I  leave  you. 

[Blatxh  Agings  out  of  the  rem, 
D.  Jul,  O  the  uuluckiness  of  his  coming 
So  unseasonably  ! — Twas  to  prevent  that, 
I  went  abroad  to  seek  him.  [Aside, 

D.  Fed.  What  's  this,  Don  Julio ?  can  a 
gentteman 
Of  blood  and  boooor  use  another  thos? 
What,  after  such  engagements  to  tbe'dnke, 
And  to  myself,  to  be  my  firiend  and  helper, 
To  prove  the  shelterer  of  ray  shame'schiet  tatbor? 
I  do  not  wonder  now,  Don  Zancho  himself 
Should  have  been  here  at  midnight. 

D.  JuL  I  am  hard  put  to  't;  help,  wit,  to 
bring  us  off.  [Judt, 

Be  as  distemper'd  as  yoo  please,  Don  Pedro, 

[To  kirn. 
It  shall  not  alter  me.    But  yet  methioks 
It  would  not  ill  become  your  gravity. 
To  think  a  while,  before  you  make  a  jadgmeot, 
And  rasldy  frame  injurious  concloaions,     [yoo. 
From  things  wherein  a  friend  has  merited  from 
Do  hot  consider,  and  then  say,  what  Joiio 
Could  do  of  more  advance  ^to  what  yoo  wish, 
Than,    having  found  your  daughter,   to  faafe 
brought  her  [boDOur 

To  his  own  house,  where  she  might  be  witk 
Accompanied,  and  serv'd  as.sucb  by  Blanct^ 
Until  such  time  as,  things  maturely  weighed, 
You  should  a  final  resolution  take. 
And,  since  Don  Zancho's  being  here  last  oiglit, 
I  see,  's  no  secret  t'  ye,  metbinks  yon  oogbt 
T*  have  been  so  just  to  me,  as  to  believe 
That  since  I  admitted  him  within  these  wilb, 
It  was  in  order  to  the  serving  yoo. 

D.  Fed.  Noble  Don  JoTio,  yoo  most  pit; 
have 
Of  an  old  man's  distemper  in  affliction; 
I  see  I  was  in  the  wrong,  pray  pardon  it. 
D.  Jul.  O  this  is  more  than  needs;  and  bow, 
good  sir. 
If  you  11  he  pleas'd  to  walk  a  turn  or  two 
r  the  garden,  I  '11  there  give  you  a  full  accoonC 
How  I  have  Inid  things  for  your  satis&ctioo. 
D.  Fed.  I  'II  wait  on  you. 
D.  Jul.  Go,  sir,  there  lies  your  way— 
And  you,  boy,  fail  not,  when  Don  Zancho  coiaes 
[Turning  to  the  Ftff^ 
To  give  me  notice  of  it  in  ttie  garden.  [£raai(. 

Enter  Don  Zancho,  and  passes  over  the  step 
with  Chichon  ajfier  him;  and  enter  ftA^' 
ciscA,  and  pulling  Chichon  stays  him. 

Fran,  Stay,  stay,  Chichon,  a  word  w'  ye ;  * 
imports—        [She  whispers  with  km. 

CM.  I  bfipe  you  ate  not  in  earnest. 

Fran.  By  my  soul  I  am — 
There  is  no  oiiier  way^  but  for  us  both 
To  get  up  the  back  way,  and  there  to  watch 
The  ximt  to  interpose. 
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CiL  Csnsfaeb^fiuohafury?  her  looks  are 
A]\  milk  and  houey. 

From,  You  camot  fancy  any  thing  so  tragick| 
Bat  she  is  capable  of  execating, 
When  once  provoked  ia  poiucof  loveand  honour, 
fieyond  her  bounds  of  temper. 

ChL  Lead  the  way — 
I  *H  have  ike  pleasore  to  hold  op  the  fright 

[Aside, 
She  *8  in,  einoe  I  am  sure  there  is  no  danger^ 
ikDom'm^  as  I  do,  my  niaster*s  mind  towards 

Blaoca ; 
Besides,  'tis  to  be  hop'd,  that  these  disorders 
May  produce  somewhat  that  may  put  an  end 
To  my  mastei^s  quarrel,  or  aflford  me  means 
To  giPe  Fernando  his  letter.  [  Exeunt, 

Enter  Don  Fcrnasdo,  Elvira  lying  upon  the 
couch  in  the  private  apartment, 

D.  Fer.  This  last  disshnulation  moves  me 
more 
Than  all  the  rest,  but  yet  it  must  not  alter 
What  honour  hath  inspir'd.    See  how  she  lies. 
And  how,  scarce  brought  to  life  from  her  dismay, 
She  resumes  scorn,  to  have  been  sav'd  by  me  1 
But  multiply  what  injuries  thou  wilt. 
Perfidious  maid,  thou  shalt  not  disappoint 
Fernando  of  the  glory  that  he  aims  at. 
Of  making  thy  proud  heart,  Elvira,  owe 
It's  happiness  to  him. 
—-But  I  hear  again 

A  noise  without —  [He  peeps, 

Tib  Don  Zancho, 

And  I  see  Blanca  coming  towards  him. 
This  falls  ont  luckily,  that  I  may  hear 
What  passes;  for  certainly  their  meeting 
Avowedly  thus,  can  be  no  other  subject. 
Bat  what  Don  Julio  has  proposed  to  Blanca. 

[Exit,  as  to  hearken. 

Enter  D^n  Jvlio  mnd  Don  Pedbo^  as  in  the 

garden, 

D.  Jul.  That 's  all  the  remedy,  that  in  these 

cases 
The  wisest  can  propose  onto  themselves; 
His  fortune  's  strait,  'tis  tnie. 
D.  Fed.  That 's  what  I  least  regard  in  this 

occasion. 
So  honour  be  but  safe :  the  less  they  have. 
The  more  will  be  lier  penance  for  h'er  folly. 
But  should  Don  Zancho,  upon  any  umbrage 
From  wliat  has  pass'd  between  th^m,  prove  so 

insolent 
As  to  reject  the  marriage,  then  I  trust — 

D.  JuL  O  say  no  more  of  that,  rely  upon  *t. 
Should  he  be  guilty  of  Jthat  horrid  outrage, 
This  sword  should  pierce  his  heart,  tho'  th'  oaly 

friend 
I  have  i'  the  world  should  interpose  his  own; 
And,  sir,  to  let  you  see  my  frank  proceeding, 
Come  along  with  me,  I  'if  bring  you  to  a  place 
Where,  jointly  overhearing  all  tlmt  passes 


'Twixthim  and  Blanca,  should  he  play  the  villain^ 

His  life  may  pay  for  't,  ere  he  stir  from  thence. 

D,  Fed.  Slay  Heaven  repay  such  generous 

acts  of  friendship.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Don  Zancho,  and  Fernando  appears  as 
behind  the  door, 

D.  Zan.  For  her  so  suddenly,  and  so  avowedly 
To  send  for  me  hither,  is  very  strange, 
What  can  it  mean  ? 

Enter  Blanca. 

Blun.  Now  lend  me  teuq)er,  Heaven,  but  for 
a  moment, 
Till  calmly  I  have  drawn  him  to  pronounce 
The  sentence  of  his  own  too  noble  death 
For  such  a  traitor —  [Aside, 

I  think  you  come  not  without  some  surprize, 

[To  him,  with  an  affected  chearfulness, 
Don  Zancho,  at  my  sending  for  you  so : 
But  let  *s  sit  down,  fur  I  have  much  to  say  t*  ye. 
[She  takes  hitu  by  the  hand  and  seats  him  ia 
one  chair,  and  she  sits  herself  in  the  other 
close  to  him  on  his  right  hand,  andfum' 
bles  in  her  sleeve, 
I  'm  so  well  plac'd  I  cannot  miss  the  mark. 

[Aside, 
D.  Zan,  Good  madam,  what  's  the  matter f 
for  I  see 
Disorder  m  you ;  put  me  out  of  pain. 

Blan,  That  I  shall  quickly  do— 
Know  tlien,  Don  Zaucho, 
In  the  iirst  place,  you  must  not  interrupt  me. 
Whatever  you  bhall  hear;  I  '11  take  it  ill  else; 
When  I  have  done,  then  speak  your  maud  at 

leisure; 
I  come  not  to  argue,  but  conclude. 

D.  Zan,  Your  will 's  a  law  to  me— 
But  whither  tends  all  this?  [Aside, 

Blan,  I  do  for  once  allow  you  to  remember 
All  that  has  pass*d  between  us ; 
The  folly  of  my  love,  the  fabhood  of  your*s; 
That  done  and  never  to  be  thought  on  more — 
J^.  Zan,  For  Heaven's  sake,  madam-^ 
Blan.  Break  not  the  rule  was  set — 
Know,  I  instructed  am  in  all  your  story, 
And  am  so  far  grown  mistress  of  myself, 
Tbat  I  who  tir  other  day  could  scarce  o'ercome 
The  sense  of  a  slight  failure  at  Madrid, 
Can  here  at  home  su£Eer  indignities. 
And  tell  you  -caUnly,  and  with  unconcera'dness, 
Be  you  Elvira's,  and  Elvira  your's  ? 
I  come  to  do  a  part  you  little  looked  ior 
From  Blanca's  spirit ;  I  must  make  the  marriage; 
All  things  are  ready,  imd  her  father  here. 
Now  you  may  speak,  Don  Zancho^  but  uhe  thing 
Admits  of  no  delay. 

D.  Zan,  But  can  this  be  in  earnest  ?  sure  it 
cannot; 
What  need  these  trials  of  so  firm  a  fiuth  ? 

[Fausing  u  9Phile, 
BioA.  Leave  Irifliogp  'tis  uo  longer  time  for 
tricks; 
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It  is  not  in  the  power  of  fate  to  alter 

The- resolutions  taken.       [Don  Zancuo  pauses, 

D.  Fer,  Slie  has  put  it  home.  [Aside, 

D,  Zan,   Madam,  you  use  me  hardly ;    this 
demeanour 
Passes  m^'  skill,  to  judge  from  whence  it  springs. 
You  say  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  fate 
To  change  your  resolutions;  but  I  'm  sure 
If  they  be  such,  'c  will  less  be  in  its  power 
To  alter  mine ;  but  yet  before  I  die 
You  must  be  left  without  excuse,  by  knowing 
The  truth  of  all. 

D.  Fer,  Here  it. imports  indeed  to  be  atten- 
tivo.  [Aside. 

D,  Zan,   Madam,  'tis  true,  that  absent  at 
Madrid, 
The  custom  of  the  court,  and  vanity, 
Embark'd  me  lighllv  in  a  gallantry 
With  the  most  fam'd  of  beauties  there,  Elvira; 
Those,  and  no  other,  the  true  motives  were, 
To  ail  my  first  addresses,  till  her  scorns, 
Which  should  have  stopped  them,  bad  eugag*d 

me  more, 
And  made  a  love  in  jest  a  point  of  honour : 
I  bore  all  her  disdains  without  transportment, 
Till,  having  gain'd  her  waiting-woman's  kindness, 
I  learned  from  her,  that  all  Elvira's  slightings, 
8be  would  have  thought  bad  sprung  from  sev'ere 

maxims, 
And  preciousness  of  humour,  were  th'  effects 
Of  deep  engagement  in  another  love 
With  a  young  gallant,  Don  Fernando  Solis, 
With  whom  the  cruel  dame  was  so  fiir  gone. 
As  to  admit  him  every  night 
Into  her  chamber. 

X).  Fer.  Blest  gods !  what  do  I  hear?  [Aside, 

D.  Zan.   [continuing.]    I,  scarce  believing 
the  thing  possible, 
Urged  my  intelligencer  to  do  for  me 
That  which  her  lady  for  another  did. 
And  to  admit  me  to  her  chamber,  where, 
By  being  eye-witness  of  her  lady's  actions, 
I  iuight  transfer  my  entire  love  to  herself — 
She  granted  my  request,  and  late  one  night, 
Somewhat  before  the  gallant's  usual  hour. 
She  brought  me  a  back  way  up  into  her  chamber, 
Within  Elvira's;  my  stay  had  not  been  long, 
When,  having  found  the  truth  of  what  she  had 

told  me,  • 

Converting  rage  into  appearing  kindness 
To  my  informer,  and  expressing  it 
Uncautiously,  we  made  a  sudden  noise, 
With  which,  Elvira  alann'd,  and  coming  in, 
Followed  by  Don  Fernando,  that  fell  out 
Which  you  have  heard  before. 

[ Don  Julio  beckoning  Don  Pe dro  after 
hinif  passing  over  one  corner  of  the 
stage, 

D,  Jul,  By  this  time,  I  suppose,  she  will  have 
made 
The  proposition  to  the  full,  and  we 
Shall  come  at  the  just  time  to  hear  his  answer. 
[Ejieunt  Don  Pedro  and  Don  Julio. 


D.  Zan.  [continuingJ]    If  since  that  hoar  I 
have  ever  seen 
Or  thought  upon  her,  till  last  night's  surprize, 
May  I  for  ever  perish;  and  methinks 
The  use  of  that,  to  your  advantage. 
Might  challenge  firom  you  a  more  just  constm^ 
tion. 
Blan,  I  told  you  at  tot,  I  came  not  here  to 
argue, 
But  to  conclude — Say,  will  you  marry  her? 

[Don  Julio  and  Don  Pedro  peep  otU  as 
from  behind  the  hanging. 
D,  Jul.  W  are  come,  you  see,  just  as  we 

could  have  wish*d. 
D.  Fed,  His  fate  hangs  on  his  lips. 
D,  Zan,  You  are  mistress  of  yoor  words  and 
actions,  madam. 
And  may  use  me  as  you  please ;  but  this  hand 
Shall  sooner  pierce  this  heart,  than  e*er  be  givea 
In  marriage  to  Elvira. 

[DonVEDKO  and  Don  Julio  rush  in  vitk 
their  swords  and  daggers  drawn,  and 
Don  Zancho  draws  loo, 
D,  Fed,   Then,  villain,  die  !   Heav'n  is  too 
weak  to  save  thee 
By  any  other  means. 

Xpon  Fernando  draws,  and  rushing  out. 
D.  Fer.  But  here  is  one  that  shall — 
Or  fall  by  his  side. 

D,  Fed.  O  heavens!  what 's  this? 
Don  Fernando  Solis  protecting  him  ! 
Nay,  tlien  the  whole  world  conspires  against  my 
honour. 
Blan.  For  Heaven's  sake,  gentlemen ! 

[Blanca  runs  in  between, 

Chi,  Now   by  my  grandame*s  pantable  *iis 

pretty !  [rrowi  behind. 

I'll  brush  their  coats,  if  once  it  come  to  fighting, 

Fernando  's  of  our  side. 

[Francisca,  and  CnicHOK  with  a  long 

broom,  run  out  also  from  bekimd  the 

hanging, 

D,  Jul,  What  frenzy  's  this,  Fernando?  was*! 

not  you  [all 

Engaged  me  to  effect  the  marriage?  sure  w'  are 

Bewitch'd. 

D.  Fer,  Stay,  my  Don  Julio,  stay, 
And  let  Don  Pedro  have  patience  but  to  hear  me- 
'Tis  true,  but  you  know  well  upon  what  grounds; 
Those  are  quite  chang'd,  by  my  having  overheard 
All  that  hath  pass'd ;  for  my  Elvira,  Julio, 
Proves  spotless  in  her  faith,  as  in  her  beauty, 
And  I  the  only  guilty,  to  have  doubted : 
What  have  I  then  to  do,  but  here  to  prostrate 
Myself  at  her  offended  father's  feet. 
And  beg  his  pardon  ?  that  obtain'd,  t*  implore 
His  help  to  gain  me  her's,  as  to  a  person 
In  whom  respect  for  him  hath  always  held 
Proportion  with  my  passion  for  his  daughter. 
Jj,  Fed,  You  know,  Don  Julio,  when  I  spake 
with  you, 
The  terms  of  estimation  and  respect 
Wherewith  I  mention'd  t*  ye  this  gentlemRO ; 
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And  therefore,  since  in  his  address  t'  Elvira 
There  was  no  other  fault,  but  making  it 
Unknown  to  me,  and  that  I  see  his  thoughts 
Are  truly  noble;  honour  thus  engaged. 
That  ought  to  be  foi^ot,  and  I  to  think 
Mjself  most  happy  in  such  a  son-in-law. 
But  Where's  Elvira? 

X).  Fer,  She  's  there  within,  where  I  dare  not 
appear 
Before  her,  knowing  now  such  guilt  upon  me. 
If  Blanca  would  employ  her  interest 
And  eloquence,  pernaps  she  might  prevail 
To  get  her  hither,  when  she  shall  have  told  her  . 
What  changes  a  few  minutes'  time  have  wrought. 

Blan.  I  never  went  on  a  more  pleasing  errand. 
[Exeuut  Blamca  and  Franc isca. 

Fran,  I  am  struck  dumb  with  wonder. 

[Ai  the  goes  out, 

D.  Fer,  Now  Blanca  is  away,  I  Ml  take  this 
time 
To  spare  her  blushes,  Julio,  and  tell  you, 
Though  I  have  broke  one  marriage  for  Don 

Zancho, 
You  needs  must  give  me  leave  to  make  another; 
To  which,  unless  I  'm  very  much  deceived, 
You  'II  find  on  neither  part  repugnancy,      [gods 

jy,  Jul,  I  understand  you ;  and  I  thank  the 
They  did  not  make  me  understand  the  wrong. 
Till  they  have  made  it  none,  since  I  observe 
Don  Zancho*s  looks  joining  in  your  desires. 

X).  Zan,  A  heart  so  full  of  love  as  mine  for 
Blanca, 
Does  best  express  itself  when  it  speaks  least. 


Enter  Donna  Blanca,  Donna  Elvira,  and 
Francisca. 

[Elvira  cattt  hertelfat  her  father' $ 
feet. 
Eh.  Now  that  the  justice  of  the  gods,  at  length 
Hath  clear'd  me  from  suspicions  derogatory 
To  th'  honour  of  your  blood,  I  hope  a  clobter 
May  expiate  my  fault  as  to  a  father. 

JD.  Fed*  Rise,  child ;  the  inclosure  I  condemn 
you  to  [Raising  her. 

Is  Don  Femando's  arms ;  give  him  your  band. 
Eh,  'Tis  yours,  sir,  to  dispose  of,  I  confess, 
And  if  it  be  your  will,  I  must  submit ; 
But  let  him  know,  who  could  suspect  Elvira, 
She  never  could  be  his,  but  by  obedience. 
D,  Fer,  I  am  thunder-struck. 

[Elvira  giving  him  her  hand^ 
Eh,  Be  not  dismay*d,  Fernando, 
Since  I  profess  this  a  mere  act  of  duty; 
Another  duty  may  Elvira  move. 
To  re-in6ame  on  better  grounds  her  love. 
D.  Jul.  [ironically.]  Blanca,  I  fear  you  '11 
hardly  be  persuaded 
To  give  your's  to  Don  Zancho ;  but  a  brother 
For  ouce  may  play  the  tyrant — Give  it  him. 
It  must  be  so.  [They  join  hands, 

D,  Fer,  I  now  renounce  old  maxims:  having 
you, 
Elvira,  I  am  sure  the  very  best  proves  true. 
Chi,  Hold  there,  I  beg  you,  sir ;  that  will  ap« 
-  pear 
By  that  time  you  have  married  been  a  year. 
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PROLOGUE. 


A  sport,  only  for  Christmas,  is  the  play 
This  hour  presents  to  you ;  to  make  you  merry 
Is  all  th*  ambition  'c  mis ;  and  fullest  aim. 
Bent  at  your  smiles,  to  win  itself  a  name : 


And  if  your  edge  be  not  quite  taken  off. 
Wearied  with  sports,  I  hope  't  will  oMke  job 
laugh. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONS. 


Pbandino,  an  old  Justice, 
Mabtino,  his  Clerk, 

T!woold  Men,  Suitors  to  the  Widow. 
RiCARDO,  a  decayed  young  Ger^tlewuin,  and 

Suitor  to  the  Widow, 
AvsALDo,  Martia  disguised, 
Latrocikio,'^ 
Occ  D  LTO,       >  Thieves. 
Silvio,         j 


i^sroii^*-- 


Valeria,  the  Widow. 

Mabtia,  Daughter  to  one  of  the  old  S^it^rs, 

and  supposed  a  Man. 
Philippa,  Justice  Brandiko's  Wife. 
Viol  ETTA,  her  Waiting-maid. 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 
EtUer  Signuw  Majltiho  and  Faakcisoo. 

Fran.  Mardno! 

Mmt,  Sigoior  Fpancisca !  jon  're  the  luckiest 
gentleman  to  meet 
Or  see  first  in  a  morning :  I  never  saw  yon  yet, 
But  I  was  sure  of  money  within  less  than.half  an 
hour. 

^Vvm.  I  bring  yon  the  same  luck  still. 

Mar.  What,  you  do  not? 
A  hope,  sir,  you  are  not  come  for  another  war- 
rant? 

Fran,  Yes,  fiuth,  for  another  warrant. 

Mar.  Why  there 's  my  dream  come  out  then ; 
i  never  drearo'd  of  a  buttock,  but  I  was  sure  to 
nave  money  for  a  warrant.  It  is  the  luckiest 
pwt  of  all  the  body  to  me :  Let  every  man  speak 
w  he  finds.  Now  your  usurer  is  of  opinion,  that 
to  drean  of  the  devil  is  your  wealthier  dream ; 
and  I  think  if  a  roan  dream  of  that  part  that 
wings  many  to  the  devil,  'tis  a9  good ;  and  has 
»il  one  smatch  indeed ;  for  if  one  be  the  flesh, 
^  other  's  the  broth:  so  'tis  in  all  his  members, 
sad  we  mark  k;  if  gluttony  be  the  meat,  letch- 
CTjis  the  porridge;  they  Ve  both  boifd  together, 
and  we  clerks  will  have  our  modicum  too,  tho'  it 
^pndude  in  the  two-penny  chop :  Why  sir. 
oigaior  FraBcisco. 

From.  *Tfras  her  voice  sure. 
Or  my  soul  takes  delight  to  think  it  was, 
And  makes  a  sound  like  hePs. 

-Mitr.  Sir,  I  beseech  you. 

Fran.  It  is  the  prettiest  contrived  building, 
this: 
What  poesy  *s  tha«,  I  pr'y thee  ? 

Afar.  Which,  sir;  that 
Uader  the  great  brass  squirt  ? 
Fran.  Aye,  that,  sir,  that. 
Mar.  From  fire,  from  water,  and  all  things 


Odtver  the  house  of  aa  honest  justice. 


Fran.  There  *s  like  to  be  a  good  house  kept 
then,  when  fire  and  water  *s  forbidden  to  come 
into  the  kitchen. 

Not  yet  a  sight  of  her  ?  This  hour 's  unfortunate. 
And  what 's  that  yonder,  pr^ythee  ?  O  love's  fa- 
mine, 
Thei^  *s  no  affliction  like  thee.  Aye,  I  hear  you, 
sir. 

Mar.  You  *re  quicker  ear'd  than  I  then :  you 
hear  me 
Before  I  heard  myself. 

Fran,  A  gift  in  friendship ; 
Some  call  it  an  instinct. 

Mar.  It  may  be, 
Th*  other  ^s  the  sweeter  phrase  though :  Look 

you,  sir. 
Mine  own  wit  this,  and  'tis  as  true  as  turtle ; 
A  goose-ouill  and  a  clerk,  a  constable  and  a 

lanthorn, 
Bring  many  a  bawd  from  coach  to  cart,  and 
many  a  thief  to  one  turn. 

Fran.  That  one  turn  help'd  you  well. 

Mar.  It  has  helped  me  to  money  indeed  for 
many  a  warrant.  I  am  forty  dollars  the  better 
for  that  one  turn ;  and 't  would  come  off  quicker 
't  were  ne'er  a  whit  the  worse  for  me.  But  in- 
deed when  thieves  are  taken,  and  break  away 
twice  or  thrice  one  after  another,  there  's  my 
gains ;  then  go  out  more  warrants  to  fetch  'em 
again :  one  fine  nimble  villain  may  be  worth  a 
man  ten  dollars,  in  and  out  o'  that  fashion  ;  I 
love  such  a  one  with  my  heart.  Aye,  and  will 
help  him  to  'scape  too,  and  I  can ;  hear  you  me 
that :  I  '11  have  him  in  at  all  thnes  at  a  month's 
warning :  nay,  say  I  let  him  run  like  a  summer 
nag  all  tUe  vacation ;  see  you  these  blanks,  I  'II 
send  him  but  one  of  these  bridles,  and  bring  him 
in  at  Michaelmas  with  a  vengeance:  nothing 
kills  my  heart,  but  when  one  of  'em  dies,  sir,, 
then  there's  no  hope  of  more  money :  I  had  ra- 
ther lose  at  all  times  two  of  my  best  kindred 
than  an  excellent  thief;  for  he 's  a  gentleman 
I  'm  more  beholden  to. 
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Fran.  You  betray  your  mystery  too  much,  sir. 
Yet  no  comfort  ? 
Tis  but  her  sight  tlmt  I  waste  precious  time  for; 
For  more  I  cannot  hope  for,  she  's  so  strict ; 
Yet  that  I  cannot  have. 

Mar.  I  am  ready  now,  signior. 
Here  are  blank  warrants  of  all  dispositions ;  give 
me  but  the  name  and  nature  of  your  malefactor, 
and  I  Ml  bestow  him  according  to  his  merits. 

Fran,  This  only  is  th'  excuse  that  bears  me 
out, 
And  keeps  oflT  impudence  and  suspicion 
From  my  too  frequent  coming :  what  name  now , 
Shall  I  think  on,  and  not  to  wrong  the  bouse  ? 

This  coxcomb  will  be  prating. -One  Attilio, 

His  offence  wilful  murder. 

Mar.  Wilful  murder?  Oh  I  love  o'  life  to 
have  such  a  fellow  come  under  my  fingers ;  like 
a  beggar  that 's  long  a  taking  leave  of  a  fat  louse, 
I  ^ra  loth  to  part  with  him,  I  must  look  upon  him 
over  and  over  first :  Are  you  wilful  ?  i*  faith 
I  '11  be  as  wilful  as  you  then. 

FPhilippa  and  Violetta  at  a  window. 

Phi,  Martino! 

Mar,  Mistress. 

Fhi,  Make  haste,  your  master's  going. 

Mar.  I  'm  but  about  a  wilful  murder,  forsooth; 
I  Ml  dispatch  that  presently. 

Phi.  Good-morrow,  sir ;  oh  that  I  durst  say 
more.  , 

Fran.  Tis  gone  again;   since  such  are  all 
life's  pleasures. 
No  sooner  known  but  lost,  he  that  enjoys  'em 
The  length  of  life,  has  but  a  longer  dream; 
He  wakes  to  this  i'  th'  end,  and  sees  all  nothing. 

Phi.  He  cannot  see  me  now ;  I  Ml  mark  him 
better 
Before  I  be  too  rash :  Sweetly  compos'd  he  is ; 
Now  as  .he  stands,  he  's  worth  a  woman's  love, 
That  loves  only  for  shape,  as  most  of 's  do : 
But  I  must  have  him  wise,  as  well  as^  proper, 
'  He  comes  not  in  my  books  else,  and  indeed 
I  have  thought  upon  a  course  to  try  liis  wiu 
Violetta ! 

Vio.  Mistress. 

Phi,  Yonder 's  the  gentleman  again. 

Vio.  Oh  sweet  mistress, 
Pray  give  me  leJive  to  see  him. 

Phi,  Nay,  take  heed, 
Open  not  the  window,  an'  you  love  me. 

Vio.  No,  I  *ve  the  view  of  his  whole  body 
here,  mistress, 
At  this  poor  little  slit :  oh  enough,  euough; 
In  troth  *tis  a  fine  outside. 

Phi.  I  see  that. 

Vio,  H'  as  curi'd  his  hair  most  judiciously 
well. 

Phi,  Aye,  there  's  thy  love  now,  it  begins  in 
burbarism :  she  buys  a  goose  with  feathers,  that 


loves  a  gentleman  for 's  hair ;  she  maybe  oozen'd 
to  her  face,  wench.  Away :  he  takes  bis  leave. 
Reach  me  that  letter  hither;  quid^  quick, 
wench. 

Mar.  Nay,  look  upon  't,  and  spare  not: 
every  one  cannot  get  that  kind  of  warrant  from 
me,  sigiiior.  Do  you  see  this  prick  i*  th'  bottom, 
it  betokens  power  and  speed ;  it  is  a  privj  mark, 
that  runs  between  the  constables  and  my  masttr. 
Those  that  cannot  read,  when  they  see  this, 
know  'tis  for  letchery  or  murder;  and  tbb  beii^ 
away,  the  warrant  comes  geided,  and  insatficie&t. 

Fran.  I  that>k  you,  sir. 

Mar.  Look  you ;  all  these  are  nihils  ; 
They  want  the  puuction. 

Fran,  Yes,  I  see  they  do,  sir; 
There  's  for  thy  pains;  mine  most  go  unre- 
warded : 
The  better  love,  the  worse  by  fate  regarded. 

[Eiit, 

Mar,  Well,  go  thy  ways  for  the  sweetest  cus- 
tomer that  ever  penman  was  hless*d  withal: 
now  will  be  come  for  another  to-morrow  again ; 
if  he  hold  on  this  course,  he  will  leave  never  a 
knave  i'  th'  town  within  this  twelvemonth :  no 
matter,  I  shall  be  rich  enough  by  that  time. 

Phi,  Martino! 

Mar,  Say  you,  forsooth  ? 

Phi.  What' paper 's  that  the  gentleman  let  fall 
there  ? 

Mar.  Paper?  'Tis  the  warrant,  I  liope;  if  it 
be  r  11  hide  it,  and  make  him  pay  for  !t  agaio. 
No,  pox  ;  'tis  not  so  happy. 

Phi.  What  is 't,  sirrah? 

Mar.  Tis  nothing  but  a  letter,  forsooth. 

Phi.  Is  that  nothing  ? 

Mar.  Nothing  in  respect  of  a  warrant,  mis* 
tress. 

Phi.  A  letter?  Why,  't  has  been  many  a  mao's 
undoing,  sir. 

Mar.  So  has  a  warrant,  an'  you  go  to  that, 
mistress. 

Phi,  Read  but  the  superscriptioD,  and  away 
with  *t. 
Alas !  it  may  concern  the  gentleman  nearly. 

Mar,  Why,  mistress,  this  letter  is  at  bome  al- 
ready. 

Phi.  At  home,  how  mean  you,  sir  ? 

Mar.  You  shall  hear,  mistress.  To  the  rff- 
servingeit  of  all  her  sex,  and  nwst  worthy  of  hit 
best  respect  and  love,  Mrs  Philippa  BroMdino. 

Phi.  How,  sir,  to  me? 

Mar.  To  you,  mistress. 

Phi.  Run,  as  thou  lov'st  my  honour,  and  tbj 
life. 
Call  him  again,  I  Ml  not  endure  this  injury: 
But  stay,  stay,  now  I  think  on  *t,  'tis  my  credit; 
I  Ml  have  your  master's  counsel.  Ah,  base  fellow ! 
To  leave  his  loose  lines  thus :  'tis  even  as  mock 
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At  a  poor  hooest  geodcwomaD's  ondoiDg, 
Had  1  not  a  grave  wise  man  to  my  husband : 
And  iboD  a  Figilant  varlet  to  admit 
TboQ  car*8t  uot  wbotn. 

Mar,  Alas  !  'tis  my  office,  mistress. 
You  know  you  have  a  kirtle  every  year, 
And  'tis  within  two  months  of  the  time  now, 
The  velvet 's  coming  over:   pray  be  milder;  a 
man  that  has  a  place  must  take  money  of  any 
body :  please  you  to  throw  me  down  but  half  a 
dollar,  and  I  '11  make  you  a  warrant  Ibr  him  now, 
tliat  's  all  I  care  for  him. 
PAi.  Well,  look  jou  be  clear  now  from  this 
foul  conspiracy 
Against  mine  honour ;  or  your  master's  love  to 

you, 
That  makes  you  stout,  shall  not  maintain  you 

here; 
It  shall  not :  trust  to  't.<-*  [Exit, 

Mar,  This  is  strange  to  me  now : 
Bare  she  do  this,  and  but  eight  weeks  to  new- 
year's  tide? 
A  man  that  bad  his  blood  as  hot  as  her's  now, 
woold  fit  her  with  French  velvet :  I  '11  go  near  it. 

Enter  Branding  and  Philippa. 

Fki,  If  this  be  a  wrong  to  modest  reputation. 
Be  YOU  the  censurer,  sir,  that  are  the  master 
Both  of  your  fieune  and  mine. 

Bran.  Si^ior  Francisco  ?  ^ 

1 11  make  him  fly  the  land. 

Mar,  That  will  be  hard,  sir; 
I  think  he  be  not  so  well  feather'd,  master; 
H'  as  spent  the  best  part  of  his  patrimony. 

Pki,  Hark  of  his  bold  confederate. 

Bran.  There  thou  'rt  bitter; 
And  I  must  chide  thee  now. 

Phi,  What  should  I  think,  sir? 
He  comes  to  your  man  for  warrants. 

Brail.  There  it  goes  then. 
Come  hither  knave :  Comes  he  to  you  for  war- 
rants? 

Mar,  Why,  what  of  that,  sir? 
You  know  I  give  no  warranu  to  make  cuckolds; 
That  comes  by  fortune,  and  by  nature,  sir. 

Bran,  True,  that  comes  by  fortune,  and  by 
nature. 
Wife,  whv  dost  thou  wrong  this  man  ? 

Mar,  fie  needs  no  warrant,  master,  that  goes 
^Qt  such  business ;  a  cuckold-maker  carries 
always  his  warrant  about  him. 

Bran,  La ;  has  he  answer'd  well  now,  to  the 
full? 
What  cause  hast  thou  to  abuse  him  ? 

Pki,  Hear  me  out,  I  pray :  [tunity 

Through  his  admittance,  he  has  had  an  oppor- 
To  come  into  the  house,  and  court  me  boldly. 

Bran,  Sirrah,  you  're  foul  again,  metliinks. 

Mar.  Who  I,  sir? 


Bran.'  You  gave  this  man  admittance  into  th' 

house. 
Mar,  That's  true,  sir;  you  never  gave  me 
any  order  yet, 
To  write  my  warrants  i'  th*  street. 

Bran,  Why  sure  thou  tuk'st  delight  to  wrong 
tins  fellow,  wife:  ha,  cause  I  love  him. 

Phi,  Pray,  see  the  fruits;  see  what  he  has  left 
behind  here : 
Be  angry  where  you  should  be:  there  's  few 

wives 
Would  do  as  I  do. 

Bran.  Nay,  I'll  say  that  for  thee, 
I  ne'er  found  thee  but  honest. 

Phi,  She  's  u  beast 
That  ever  was  found  olherwnys. 

Bran.  Read,  Martino ; 
Mine  eyes  are  sore  already,  and  such  a  business 
Would  put  'em  out  quite. 

Mar,   "  Fair  dear,  and  incomparable  mis^ 

tress," 

Bran,  Oh !  every  letter  draws  a  tooth,  me- 

thinks. 
JWlfir.  And  it  leads  mine  to  watering. 
Phi,  *  Here  's  no  villainy  ? 
Mar.  "  My  love  being  so  violent,  and  the 
"  opportun^  so  precious  in  your  husband's  ab- 
^*  sence  to-night,  who,  as  I  understand,  takes  a 
"  jouruey  this  morning— — " 
Bran,  Oh  plot  of  villainy ! 
Phi,  Am  I  honest,  think  you,  sir? 
Bran.   Exactly  honest,  perfectly  improved. 
On,  on, 
Martino. 

Mar.  "  I  will  make  bold,  dear  mistress, 
"  thoueh  your  chastity  has  given  me  many  a 
"  repuUe,  to  wait  the  sweet  blessings  of  this 
"  long-desired  opportunit)r,  at  the  back  gate, 

"  between  nine  and  ten  this  night " 

Bran,   I  feel  this  inns-a-court  man  in   my 

temples. 
Mar,  **  Where  if  your  affection  be  plens'd  to 
*^  receive  me,  you  receive  the  faithfullest  that  ev<<r 
**  vow'd  service  to  woman,— — — Francisco." 
Bran,  1  will  make  Francisco  smart  for  't. 
PA*.  Shew  him  the  letter;  let  him  know  you 
know  him; 
Tliat  will  tonneut  him :  all  your  other  courses 
Are  nothing,  sir,  to  that :  that  breaks  his  htart. 
Bran,  The  strings  shall  not  hold  long  tAieu. 

Come,  Martino. 
Phi,  Now  if  Francisco  have  any  wit  at  all, 
He  comes  at  night;  if  not,  he  never  shall. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Francisco,  Ricardo,  and  Attilio. 

Ric  Nay,  mark,  mark  it,  Francisco :  it  was 
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the  Daturallest  cnrtesie  that  ever  was  ovdaioed ;  i 
a  vouiig  gentleman  being  spent,  to  have  a  rich  ' 
widQw  let  him  up  again :  tQ  tee  how  fortune  has 
prorided  for  all  mortality's  ruins ;  your  college 
for  your  old-standing  scholar;  your  hospiul  for 
your  lame  creeping  soldier;  70ur  bawd  for  your 
mangled  roarer ;  your  open  house  for  your  beg- 
nlr;  and  yoor  widow  for  your  gentleman:  Ha, 
Francisco  1 

Fran.  Aje^  «ir,  you  may  be  merry,  you  're 
in  hope  of  a  rich  widow. 

Rtc.  And  why  shonld*st  not  thou  be  in  hope 
of  another,  if  there  'were  any  spirit  in  thee;  thou 
art  as  likely  a  fellow  as  any  in  the  company, 
ril  he  hanged  now  if  I  do  not  hit  the  true  cause 
of  thy  sadness;  and  confess  truly,  i' faith;  thou 
hast  some  land  unsold  yet,  I  hold  my  life. 
From.  Marry,  I  hope  so,  sir. 
Ric,  A  pox  on  't,  dave  I  found  it  ?  'Slight, 
away  with  it  with  aH  speed,  man.  I  was  never 
merry  at  heart  while  I  had  a  foot :  why,  man, 
fortune  oevcr  minds  fw,  till  we  are  left  alone  to 
ourselves :  for  what  need  she  take  care  for  them 
that  do  nothing  but  take  Care  for  themselves  ? 
Why,  dost  think  if  I  had  kept  my  lands  still,  I 
should  ever  have  looked  after  a  rich  widow? 
Alas,  I  should  have  married  some*  poor  young 
maid,  got  five-and-l^venty  children,  and  undone 
ayselfl 

Fran.  I  protest^  sir,  I  should  not  have-  the 
face  tho'  td  come  to  a  ridi  widow  with  nothing. 
Rie.  Why,  art  thou  so  simple  as  thou  mak^ 
thyself?    Dost  tltihk  f  faith  I  come  to  a  rich 
widow  with  nothing  ?  fher's.. 

Fran.  I  mean  with  state  not  answera&le  to 
Rie.  Why  there  's  the  fortune,  man,  thiftt  I 
talk*don; 
She  knows  all  this,  and  yet  I  am  welcome  to  her. 
Fran.  Aye,  thot  's  strange,  sir. 
Ric.  Nay  more,  to  pierce  thy  hard  heart,, and 
make  thee  sell  thy  land,  if  thou  'si  any  grace : 
she  has,  amooc^t  odters,  two  substantial  suifors ; 
One,  in  good  time  be  Y  spp|ie,  I  owe. much 

money  to. 
She  knows  this  too,  and  yet  I  'm  welcome  to  her, 
Nor  dares  the  unconscionable  rascal  trouble  me; 
Sh'  as  told  him  thu^  those  that  profess  love  to 

her 
Shall  have  the  Uberty  to  come  and  go. 
Or  else  set  him  gone  first;  she  knows  not  yet 
.Where  fortune  may  bestow  her,  she 's  her  gift, 
Tlierefore  to  all  will  shew  a  kind  respect, 
Fran.  Why  this  is  like  a  woman :  I  ha'  no 

luck  in  't. 
Ric.  And  as  at  a  sheriflTs  table,   O  blest 
custom  I 
A  poor  indebted  gentleman  may  dine, 
Feed  well,  and  without  fear,  and  depart  so; 
So  to  her  lips  fearless  I  come  and  go. 

Fran.  You  may  well  boast,  y'  are  much  the 

hnppier  man,  sir. 
Ric.  So  you  would  he,  and  you  would  tell 
your  land,  sir. 


Fran.  I  have  heard  the  circi 
sweet  fortune 


of  year 


PrNrthee  sive  ear  to  my  unlucky  tale  now. 
'  Mic.  That  's  an  ill  hearing ;   hot  comCi  fat 
!»Bce,  sir^ 

Fran.  I  never  yet  lov*d  bet  one  womao. 

Ric  Bight,  I  beeun  so  too;  but  I  hare  bv^ 
M-  thousand  since.  [wife. 

tmn.  Pray  hear  me,  sir;  bttC  this  isa  nna't 

Ric.  So  has  five  hundred  oifmythoQsaiid  been. 

Fran.  Nay  see,  and  you  'U  regard  me. 

Ric.  No  f  you  see  I  do, 
I  bring  you  an  example  in  for  everj  tbinj^ 

Fran,  This  man*s  wife — 

Ric.  So  you  said. 

Fran.  Seems  very  strict. 

Ric.  Ha,  humph  I 

Fran.  Do  you  laugh  at  that  f 

Ric.  Seems  very  strict,  you  said; 
I  hear  you,  man;  aye  faith,  yoa  are  so  jealoa 
still. 

Fran.  But  why  should  that  make  yon  lang^? 

Ric  Because  she  seems  so:  yooVasQch  ano- 
ther.-^ 

JFVofi.  Nay,  sir,  I  think  she  is* 

JRtc.  Yoo  cannot  tell  tlien. 

Fruit.  I  dare  not  ask  the  question,  I  protest, 
For  fear  of  a  repulse,  which  yet  not  barm^ 
Mymind  ^s  the  quieter,  and  I  Ihre  in  hope  stifl. 

Mic.  Ha.  hum !  This  'tis  to  be  a  landed  maa. 
CAie,  I  perceive  I  must  show  yoa  a  little  of  oy 
fortune,  and  instmct  you :  Not  ask  the  ^oestion? 

FVofi.  Methottght  still  she  frown'd,  sir. 

Ric.  Why  that  's  die  cause,  fool,  that  she 
lookM  so  scurvily.  Come,  come,  make  ne 
your  woman,  you  *il  ne'er  do 't  else;  I  'H  sbev 
you  her  conaition  presently.  I  perceive  yoa 
must  be^n  like  a  young  vaufter,  and  get  ud  at 
horse  tail,  before  you  get  into  the  saddle  t  have 
you  the  boldness  to  utter  your  mind  to  rae  dov, 
beinz  but  in  hose  and  doublet?  I  think,  if  I 
should  put  on  a  farthingale,  thou  would'st  never 
have  the  heart  to  do  it, 

Fran^  Perhaps  I  should  not  then  f«»r  laoghng 
at  you,  sir. 

itic.  In  the  mean  time  I  fear  I  shall  laogfa  at 
thee  without  one. 

Fran.  Nay,  you  most  think,  friend,  I  dafe 
speak  to  a  woman. 

Ric.  You  shall  pardon  me  for  that,  fiiend;  I 
will  not  think  it,  till  I  ftee  't. 

Fran.  Why  you  shall  then :  I  shall  be  gM  ^ 
learn  too, 
Of  one  so  deep  as  you  are. 

Ric.  So  you  may,  sir.    Now  'tis  mj  best 
course  to  look  mildlyi 
I  shall  put  him  out  at  first  else. 

JFWrti.  A  word,  sweet  lady. 

Ric,  With  me,  sir  ?  say  your  pleasure* 
-  Fran.  O  Ricardo, 
Thoa  Jirt  too  good  to  be  -a  woman  lone. 

Ric.  Do  not  find  foult  with  this,  for  foar  I 
prove 
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Too  Morafttl;  be  content  when  yon  're  well 
ns'd. 
Fran,  You  say  well,  «ir.— Lady,  I  have  lov'd 

^ott  kmg. 
Ric  *l'is  a  i^ood  hearing,  sir«^-If  he  be  not 
ootDOfr,rilbehang'd. 

IVon.  You  play  a  scornful  womiln!  I  per- 
ceive, Ricardo,  you  have  not  been  os'd  to  'em : 
wbjr,  111  come  in  at  my  pleasujre  with  you. 
Alas,  'lis  nothing  fur  a  man  to  ^(k^  wlien  a  wo- 
mau  gives  way  to  't  t  one  shall  seldom  meet  with 
t  lady  so  kind,  as  thou  play*dst  (ler. 

JRic.  Not  altogether^  perlmps ;  be  that  draws 
tbeir  pictures  must  flatter  *em  a  little ;  they  Ml 
look  he  that  plays  'em  should  do  *t  a  ^^t  deal 
then. 

Fntn.  Come,  come,  I  Ml  play  the  woman,  that 
Pm  us'd  to;  I  see  you  ne'er  wore  shoe  that 
pifich'd  you  yet,  lill  your  things  come  on.  easy, 

Bie,  Say  you  so,  sir  ? 
I  *ll  try  your  ladyship  'foith. — ^Lady,  well  met* 
Fran*  I  do  not  thmk  so,  sir. 
Ric.  A  scornful  ^  gom !  And  at  the  first  dash 
too:  my  widow  uever  save  me  such  an  answer. 
I  Ml  to  you  again,  sir.    Fairest  of  creatures,  I  do 
lore  thee  infinitely. 
Fran.  There's  no  body  bids  yon,  sir. 
Ric,  Pox  on  thee,  thon  aft  the  beastliest 
crossest  baggage  that  ever  man  met  withal; 
but  I  *11  see  thee  hang'd,  sweet  lady,  ere  I  be 
daunted  with  this.    Why,  thou  'rt  too  aukward, 
fiinab. 
Fran,  Hang  thee,  base  fellow. 
Hie.  Now,  by  this  light,  he  thinks  he  does  't 
indeed.    Nay,  then,  have  at  your  plumb*tree ; 
&itb,  I  Ml  not  be  foirdr^Thoogh  you  seem  to  be 
careless,  madam,  as  you  have  enouch  where- 
withal to  be^  yet  I  do,  must,  and  will  love  you. 

Fran.  Sir,  if  you  begin  to  be  rode,  I  Ml  call 
my  woman. 

Ric.  What  a  pestilent  quean's  this !  I  shall 
have  much  ado  with  her,  I  see  that.    Tell  me, 
as  you  're  a  woman,  lady,  what  serve  kisses  for, 
hot  to  stop  all  your  mouths  ? 
Fran.  Hold,  hold,  liicardo*     .  . 
Rk.  Disgrace  me,  widow. 
Fran.  Art  mad,  I  'm  Francisco. 
At.  Signior  Kicardo,  up,  up. 
Rk*  Who  is  'c,  Francisco  ? 
Fran.  Francisco,  quotha?  What,  are  you  mad, 

sir? 
Hie.  A  hots  on  thee,  thoq  dost  not  know 
what  injury  thou  hast  doue  me;   I  was  i'  th' 
fairest  dream.    This  b  your  way  now,  and  you 
can  follow  it. 
Fran.  Tu  a  strange  way,  methinks. 


Ric.  Leam  you  to  play  a  woman  not  90  s^m* 

fully  then, 
For  I  am  like  the  actor  that  you  spoke  on, 
I  must  have  the  psvrt  that  overcomes  the  lady, 
I  never  like  the  play  else. — Now  your  friendship, 
But  to  assist  a  subtle  trick  I  ha*  thought  on. 
And  the  rich  widow  's  mine  within  these  three 

hours. 

Fran  1  ^®  should  be  proud  of  tliat,  sir. 

ilic.  List  to  me  then. 
I  Ml  place  you  two — I  can  do  't  handsomely, 
I  know  the  house  so  well— to  hear  the  conference 
Twixt  her  and  I :  slie  'a  a  most  afl^ble  one ; 
Her  words  will  give  advantaKie>  And  I'll  urge  'eia 
To  the  kind  proo^  to  catch  her  in  a  contract^ 
Then  shall  you  both  step  h  ^  witnesses^ 
And  take  her  in  the.  snare* 
.    Fr(fn.  But  do  you  love  her  f 
And  then  't  will  prosper. 

Hie.  By  thin  hand  1  dcf,    ,  : 
Not  for  her  wealth,  but  for  her  person  too. 

Fran,  It  shall  be  done,  then. 

Ric.  But  stay,  stay,  Francisco; 
Where  shall  we  meet  with  thee  some  two  hours 
hence,  now  ? 

Fran.  Why,  hark  you,  sir. 

Ric.  Enough,  command  my  life. 
Get  me  the  widow,  I'll  ^t  thee  the  wife^ 

[E^ceunt  Ricaedo  and  Attilio.  . 

Fran.  Oh  that 's  now  with  me  past  hope ;  yet 
I  must  love  her. 
I  would  I  could  not  do 't. 

Enter  Beandino  and  Martiho* 

Mar.  Yonder  's  the  villain,  master. 

Bran.  Francisco  ?  I  am  happy* 

Mar.  Let 's  both  draw,  master,  for  there  '» 
nobody  with  him;  stav,  stay,  master. 
Do  not  you  draw  till  I  be  ready  too. 
Let  'a  draw  just  both  together,  and  keep  ev'o. 

Bran.  What  and  we  kiil'd  him  now,  before  he 
saw  us? 

Mar.  No,  then  he  will  hardly  see  to  read  the 
letter. 

Bran.  That's  true:  good  counsel,  marry. 

Mar.  Marry  thus  much,  sir ;  you  may  kill 
him  lawfully,  all  the  while  he  's  a  rending  011  't, 
as  an  Anabaptist  may  lie  with  a  brother  s  wife, 
all  the  while  he  's  asleep. 

Bron.  He  turns;  he  looks:  Come  on,  sir,  yoi^. 
Francisco ; 
I  lov'd  your  father  well,  but  you  're  a  villain : 
He  lov'd  me  well  too :  But  you  love  my  wife,  sir; 
After  whom  take  yon  that }  I  will  not  say 
Your  mother  play'd  false. 


>  Gisis  /-^aniiis,  in  his  EtymologicoD,  says,  that  gmm  or  gomi,  signifies  a  mcii— Ricardo  therefore 
neam,  tliat  Francisco,  in  hia  assumed  character  of  a  woman,  acts  not  with  the  softness  and  delicacy 
of  a  fiemile,  but  with  the  scom  and  banghtiness  of  a  male. 
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Fran,  No,  sir,  joa  were  not  best. 

Bran.  But  I  will  say,  in  spite  of  tbee^mj  wife  *s 
honest. 

Mar,  And  I,  my  mistress. 

Fran,  You  may,  1*11  give  yoo  leave. 

Bran,  Leave,  or  leave  not,  there  she  defies 
you,  sir; 
Keep  your  adulterous  sheet  to  wind  you  in, 
Or  cover  your  forbidden  parts  at  least, 
For  fear  you  want  one ;  many  a  letcher  may, 
That  sins  in  cambrick  now. 

Mar,  And  in  lawn  too,  master. 

Bran,  Nay,  read,  and  tremble,  sir. 

Mar.  Now  shall  I  do 't,  master  ?  I  see  a  piece 
af  an  open  seam  in  his  shirt,  shall  I  ran  him  in 
there  ?  for  my  sword  has  ne'er  a  point. 

Bran,  No,  let  him  foam  a  while. 

Mar.  If  your  sword  be  no  better  than  mine, 
we  shall  not  kill  him  by  day-light;  we  had  need 
have  a  lanthom. 

Bran,  Talk  not  of  lanthoms,  he  's  a  sturdy 
letcher ; 
He  would  make  the  horns  fly  about  my  ears. 

Fran.  I  apprehend  thee :  Admirable  woman ! 
Which  to  love  best  I  know  not,  thy  wit  or  beauty. 

Bran.  Now,  sir,  have  you  well  view'd  your 
bastard  there, 
Got  of  your  lustful  brain  ?  'Give  you  joy  on  't. 

Fran.  I  thank  you,  sir;  altho^  you  speak  in 
jest, 
I  must  confess,  I  sent  your  wife  this  letter, 
And  often  courted,  tempted,  and  urg'd  her. 

Bran,  Did  you  so,  sir? 
Then  first,  before  I  kill  thee,  I  forewarn  thee  my 
house. 

Mar,  And  I,  before  I  kill  thee,  forewarn  thee 
my  office;  die  to-morrow ;  next  thou  never  get'st 
warrant  of  me  more,  for  love  or  money. 

Fran.  Remember  but  again^  firom  whence  I 
came,  sir, 
And  then  I  know  you  cannot  think  amiss  of  me. 

Bran.  How's  this? 

Mar.  Pray,  hear  him  ;  it  may  grow  to  a  piece : 
For,  master,  though  we  have  carried  the  busi- 
ness nobly,  we  are  not  altogetlier  so  valiant  as 
we  should  be. 

Bran.  Peace,  thou  say'st  true  in  that  s  what 
is  *t  you  'd  say,  sir  ? 

Fran.  Was  not  my  father  (quietness  be  with 
him) 
And  you  sworn  brothers? 

Bran.  Whjr,  right ;  thnt  is  it  urges  me. 


Fran,  And  cou*d  you  have  a  thought  that  I 
could  wrong  you. 
As  far  as  the  deed  goes  ? 

Bran,  You  took  the  course,  sir. 

Fran,  To  make  you  happy,  if  you  ri^bdy 

weigh*d  iL 
Mar,  Troth  I  Ml  put  up  at  all  adveotorci, 
roaster ; 
It  comes  off  very  fair  yet. 

Fran*  You  in  years 
Married  a  young  maid :  What  does  the  world 
judge,  think  you  ? 
Mar.  By  'r  lady,  master,  knavishly  enough,  I 
warrant  you ; 
I  should  do  so  myself. 

Fran.  Now  to  damp  slander. 
And  all  her  envious  and  suspicious  brood, 
I  made  this  friendly  trial  of  her  constancy. 
Being  son  to  him  you  lov*d ;   that  now  cos- 

fi  rm*d, 
I  might  advance  my  sword  a^inst  the  woHd 
In  her  most  fair  defence,  which  joys  royspint 
Mar,  Oh,  master,  let  me  weep,  while  yoa  en- 
brace  him. 
Bran.  Francisco,  is  thy  father's  soul  in  tbee? 
Lives  he  here  still  ?  What,  will  he  shew  himielf 
In  his  male  seed  to  me?  Give  oie  thy  hand, 
Methinks  it  feels  now  like  thy  fiitber's  to  me: 
Pr'ythee  forgive  me. 

Mar.  And  me  too,  pr'ythee. 

Bran.  Come  to  my  house,  thy  fiither  newr 

miss'd  it. 
Mar,  Fetch  now  as  many  wAirmnts  as  y^ 
please,  sir. 
And  welcome  too. 

Fran.  To  see  how  soon  man's  goodness 
May  be  abused. 

Bran.  But  now  I  know  thy  intent, 
Welcome  to  all  that  I  have. 

Fran.  Sir,  I  take  it:  * 

A  gift  so  given,  hang  him  that  would  fbnakeit 

Bran,  Martino,  I  applaud  my  fortune,  atod  tkj 

counsel. 
Mar.  You  never  have  ill  f<>rtune  wheojw 
follow  it. 
Here  were  things  carry'd  now  in  the  true  nature 

of  a  quiet  duello; 
A  great  strife  ended,  without  the  rough  tMffi 

or  the — 
And  now  you  may  take  your  journey. 
Bran,  Thou  art  my  glee,  Martino.    [Ett^' 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  VALEaiA  and  a  Servant, 

Val.  ServelUo. 
Serv,  Mistress. 
Val.  If  that  fellow  come  again. 


Answer  him  without  me :  I  'II  not  speak  with 
him. 
Sero.  He  in  the  nutmeg-colour*d  band;  fo^ 

sooth  ? 
Vai,  Aye,  that  spic'd  coxcomb,  sir :  "Sef^ 
may  I  marry  again 


JONIOK,  &C.} 


THE  WIDOW. 


485 


Fhis  right  worsbipfal  idolatrous  face 

Be  nde  most  fearfully  painted ;  so  hope  comfort 

me, 
I  might  perceive  it  peel  in  many  places, 
And  onder  ^seye  lay  a  betraying  foulness, 
As  maids  sweep  dust  o'  th*  bouse  all  to  one 

corner ; 
It  sbew'd  me  enough  there,  prodiaous  pride, 
That  cannot  but  fall  scornfully.    I  'ro  a  woman. 
Yet,  I  praise  Heaven,  I  never  had  the  ambition 
To  go  about  to  mend  a  better  workman  : 
She  ever  shames  herself  i'  th'  end  that  does  it. 
He  that  Kkes  me  not  now,  as  heaven  made  me, 
I  will  never  hazard  hell  to  do  him  a  pleasure ; 
Nor  lie  evVy  night  like  a  woodcock  in  paste 
To  please  some  gaudy  goose  i*  th*  morning. 
A  wise  man  likes  that  best,  that  is  itself. 
Not  that  which  only  seems,  tho'  it  look  fairer. 
Heaven  send  me  one  that  loves  me,  and  I  *m 

happy. 
Of  whom  I  '11  make  ereat  trial  ere  I  have  him. 
Tbough  I   speak  all  men    fair,   and  promise 

sweetly, 
I  learn  that  of  ray  suitors,  'tis  their  own. 
Therefore  injustice  'l  were  to  keep  it  from  'em. 

Enter  Ricardo. 

Ric,  And  so  as  I  said,  sweet  widow. 

VaL  Do  you  begin  where  you  lef\,  sir  ? 

Ric.  I  always  desire,  when  I  come  to  a  widow, 
to  begin  i'  th'  middle  of  a  sentence;  for  I  pre- 
some  she  has  a  bad  memory  of  a  woman,  that 
cannot  remember  what  goes  before. 

Val,  Stay,  stay,  sir;   let  me  look  upon  you 
well; 
Are  not  you  painted  too  ? 

Bk,  How,  painted,  widow  ? 

VaL  Not  painted  widow,  I  do  not  use  it, 
trust  me,  sir. 

Ric,  That  makes  me  love  thee. 

y^ti  I  mean  painted  gentleman. 
Or  if  you  please  to  give  him  a  greater  stile,  sir; 
Blame  me  not,  sir,  it 's  a  dangerous  age  I  tell  you. 
Poor  simple-dealing  women  had  need  look  about 
*em. 

Ric,  £[ut  is  there  such  a  fellow  in  the  world, 
widow. 
As  you  are  pleas'd  to  talk  on  ? 

roL  Nay,  here  lately,  sir. 

^<V.  Here?  a  pox,  I  think  I  smell  him,  'tis 
Vermillion  sore,  ha :  ^  oil  of  ben.  Do  but  shew 
him  me,  widow,  and  let  me  never  hope  ibr  com- 
fort, if  I  do  not  immediately  geld  him,  and  grind 
his  face  upon  one  o*  th'  stones. 

Val,  Suffices  you  have  express*d  me  your  love 


and  valour,  and  manly  hate  against  that  unmanly 
pride:  but,  sir,  I  '11  save  you  that  labour;  be 
never  comes  within  my  door  again. 

Ric.  I  11  love  your  door  the  better  while  I 
know  'r,  widow ;  a  pair  of  such  brothers  were 
'  fitter  for  posts  without  door,  indeed,  to  make  a 
shew  at  a  new-chosen  magistrate's  gate,  than  to 
"he  us'd  in  a  woman's  chamber.  No,  sweet  wi- 
dow, having  me,  you  've  the  truth  of  a  man ;  all 
that  you  see  of  me  is  full  of  mine  own,  and  what 
you  see,  or  not  see,  shall  be  your's :  I  ever  hated 
to  be  beholden  to  art,  or  to  borrow  any  thing  but 
money.  [Francisco  and  Attilio  stand  uiueen. 

Vol.  True;   and  that  you  never  use  to  pay 
again. 

Ric,  What  matter  is  't?  If  you  be  pleas'd  to 
do't 
For  me,  I  hold  it  as  good. 

Val.  Oh,  soft  you,  sir,  I  pray. 

Ric.  Why,  i*  mith,  you  may  an'  you  will. 

VaL  I  know  that,  sir. 

Ric.  Troth,  and  I  would  have  my  will  theo^ 
if  I  were  as  you ; 
There  's  few  women  else  but  have. 

VuL  But  since  I  cannot  have  it  in  all,  signior, 
I  care  not  to  have  it  in  any  thing. 

Ric,  Why,  you  may  have  it  in  all^  an'  you 
will,  widow. 

VaL  Pish ;  I  would  have  one  that  loves  me 
for  myself,  sir,  not  for  my  wealth ;  and  that  I 
cannot  have. 

Ric,  What  say  you  to  him  that  does  the  thing 
you  wish  for  ? 

VaL  Why,  here  's  my  hand,  I  '11  marry  none 
but  him  then. 

RU,  Your  hand  and  faith. 

VaL  My  hand  and  faith. 

Ric.  Tis  I,  then. 

VaL  I  shall  be  glad  on  \  trust  me ;  'shrew 
my  heart  else. 

Ric,  A  match. 

Enter  Francisco  and  Attilio. 

Fran,  Give  you  ioy,  sweet  widow. 
At.  Joy  to  you  both. 
VaL  How? 

Ric,  Nay,  there  's  no  starting  now ;  I  have* 
you  fast,  widow. 
You  're  witness,  gentlemen. 
^an,  I  ^^  ,j,  ^^  deposed  on  it. 

VaL  Am  I  betray 'd  to  this,  then  ?  Then  I  see 
'Tis  for  my  wealth;   a  woman's  wealth  's  her 
traitor. 


♦  Oil  ^  hen. — **  Been  or  heben,  in  pharmacy,  denotes  a  medicinal  root,  celebrated,  especially 
VBong  the  AVabs,  for  its  aromatic,  cardiac,  and  alexiterial  virtues."  Chambers's  Dictionaru.  The 
same  writer  says,  there  are  two  kinds  of  Been^  white  and  red,  and  that  they  arc  both  brought  from 
the  Levant,  and  have  the  same  virtues,  being  substituted  for  each  other. 

5  fmerfw  pQtt$,  &c.— See  Note  UXoThe  Honett  ff  Awe,  Vol.  I.  p.  5iJ7. 
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Rici  *Tts  for  love  chiefly,  I  protest^  sweet  wi» 
dow ; 
I  count  wealth  but  a  fiddle  to  make  us  merrj. 

Val.  Hence! 

Jtk.  Wlijr,  tboo  'it  mine. 

Val,  I  do  renoance  it  utteHj. 
Ric,  Have  I  not  hand  and  faith  ? 

VaL  Sir,  take  your  course. 

Bde,  Wkb  all  my  heart;  ten  courses  an*  you 

■  '  *      will,  widow. 

Val.  Sir,  sir,  I  'm  not  so  gamesome  as  you 
think  me ; 
1 11  stand  you  out  by  law. 

Ric,  By  law  !  O  cruel,  merciless  woman. 
To  talk  of  law,  and  know  I  have  no  money. 

Val.  T  will  consume  myself  to  tlie  last  ^  stamp, 
Before  thou  gett*9t  me. 

Ric.  'Life,  I  *11  be  as  wilful,  then,  toot  I  'U 
rob  all  the  C(irr:ers  in  Christendom,  but  I  *11  have 
thee^  and  find  my  lawyers  money : 
I  scorn  to  get  t:  ee  under fortna  pauperit ; 
|-  have  too  proud  a  heart,  and  love  thee  better. 

Val.  As  for  you,  gentlemen,  I  Ml  take  course 
against  yon ; 
You  came  imo  my  house  without  my  leave; 
Your  practices  are  cunning  and  deceitful ; 
I  know  you  not,  lind  I  hope  law  will  right  me. 

Ric.  It  is  suflScient  that  your  husband  knows 
'em, 
*Tis  not  your  business  to  know  every  man. 
An  honest  wife  contents  h'erself  with  one. 

VaL  You  know  what  you  shall  trust  to,  pray 
depart,  sir, 
And  take  your  rude  confederates  along  with  you. 
Or  I  will  send  for  those  shall  force  your  absence; 
I  *m  glad  I  found  your  purpose  out  so  soon. 
How  quickly  may  poor  women  be  undone ! 

Ric.  Lose  thee !  by  this  hand  I  '11  see  fifteen 
counsellors  first,  tho'  I  undo  a  hundred  poor 
men  for  'em ;  and  I  'II  make  'em  yaul  one  ano- 
ther deaf,  but  I  *ll  have  thee. 

Val.  Me ! 

Ric.  Thee. 

Val.  Aye,  fret  tliy  heart  out.  [Exit  Ricardo. 

Fran.  Were  I  he  now, 
I  'd  see  thee  starve  for  man  before  I  had  thee. 

VaL  Pray  counsel  him  to  that,  sir,  and  I  '11 
pay  you  well. 

Fran.  Pay  me !  pay  your  next  husband. 

VaL  Do  not  scorn 't,  gallant;  a  worse  woman 
than  I 
Has  paid  a  better  man  than  you. 

[Exeunt  Attilio  and  Francisco. 

Enter  two  old  Suitors. 

Ut  Suit.  Why,  liow  now,  sweet  widow  ? 
VaL  Oh,  kind  gentlemen, 
I  'm  so  abused  here. 
Ambo.  Ahus*d ! 


VaL  What  wiH  yoa  do,  urt?    Pot  np  ytor 
weapoDB. 

%d  Suit.  Nay,  they  're  not  so  eatih  drawn, 
that  I  must  tell  you;  mine  has  not  been  out 
these  three  years;  roarry^  in  your  cause,  wklow, 
't  would  not  be  k»ng  a  drawing.  Abas*d!  ky 
whom,  widow? 

VaL  Nay,  by  a  begcar. 

2d  Suit.  A  beggar!  I  H  have  bim  wUpt 
then,  and  sent  to  the  bouse  of  oorrectioo. 

VaL  Ricardo,  sir. 

2d  Suit.  Ricardo !  Nay,  by  the  masa  he 's  a 
gentleman  beggar;  he  'II  be  hanged  before  be  he 
whipt.  Why,  you  '11  give  me  leave  to  dap  him 
up,  I  hope? 

Val.  'tis  too  good  for  him ;  that 's  tlie  ^iog 
he  wou*d  have. 
He  would  be  dapt  up  whether  I  would  or  oo, 

methinks ; 
Plac'd  two  of  his  companions  privately. 
Unknown  to  me,  on  purpose  to  entrap  m» 
In  my  kind  answers,  ana  at  last  stole  from  me. 
That  which  I  fear  will  put  me  to  some  troeble, 
A  kind  of  verbal  curtesy,  which  his  witnesses 
And  he,  forsooth,  call  by  the  name  of  oontnet. 

Ut  Siiit.  O  politic  villain  ! 

VaL  But  I  'm  resolv'd,  gentlemen. 
If  the  whole  power  of  ray  estate  can  cast  him. 
He  never  shall  obtain  me. 

id  Suit.  Hold  yod  there,  widow. 
Well  fare  your  heart  for  that,  i'  foith. 

UtSuit.  Stay,  stay,  sUy; 
Vou  broke  no  gold  between  yon  } 

Val.  We  broke  nothing,  sir. 

t$t  Suit,  Nor  drunk  to  one  another? 

VaL  Not  a  drop,  sir. 

Ut  Suit.  You  're  sure  of  this  you  spetk  ? 

VaL  Most  certain,  sir.  - 

Ut  Suit.  Be  of  good  oomfort,  vreOcb.     I  H 
undertake,  then. 
At  mine  own  charge  to  overthrow  him  for  tbee. 

VaL  O  do  but  Uiat,  sir,  and  you  bind  me  to 
you; 
Here  shall  I  try  your  goodnesa.    I  'm  but  a 

woman. 
And,  alns,  ignorant  in  law  businesses: 
I  '11  bear  the  charge  most  willingly. 

Ut  Suit.  Not  a  penny : 
Thy  love  will  reward  toe. 

VaL  And  where  love  must  be. 
It  is  all  but  one  purse,  now  I  think  on 't. 

lit  Suit,  All  comes  to  one,  sweet  widow. 

2d  Suit.  Are  vou  so  forward  ? 

Ut  Suit.    I   know  his  mates,  Attilio  and 
Francisco; 
I  '11  get  out  process,  and  attach  'em  all ; 
We  'II  begin  first  with  them. 

VaL  I  Tike  that  strangely.  \^* 

Ut  Suit.  I  have  a  daughit^  run  away,  I  tbutk 
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I II  be  a  scourge  to  aU  joath  for  her  take  t 
Some  of  'em  has  got  her  up. 
VaL  Your  daughter !  What,  sir,  Martia? 
Ut  Suit.  Aye,  a  shake  wed  her:    . 
I  would  have  married  her  to  a  wealthy  gentleman, 
No  older  than  myself;  she  was  like  to  be  shrewd- 
ly hurt,  widow. 
r«/.  It  was  too  happy  for  her* 
Ui  Suit,  I  'm  of  thy  mind. 
Farewet,  sweet  widow,  I  'U  about  this  strait; 
I  '11  have  'em  alt  three  put  into  one  writ. 
And  so  save  charges. 
VaL  How  I  love  yoor  providence  f 

[Exit  1st  Suitor. 
3d  Suit,  Is  my  nose  bor*d  ?    I  '11  cross  you 
both  for  thu, 
Although  it  cost  me  as  much  o'  tfa'  other  side; 
I  have  enough,  and  I  will  hove  my  humour. 
I  may  get  out  of  her  what  may  undo  her  too. 
Hsrk  you,  sweet  widow,  you  must  now  uke  heed 
Yoa  be  of  a  sure  ground,  he  '11  overthrow  you 
else. 
VaL  Marry  fair,  hope  forbid. 
^Suit.  That  will  he :  marry  let  me  see,  let 
me  see :  pray  how  far  past  it  between  you  and 
Ricardo? 

VaL  Farther,  sir. 
Than  I  would  now  it  had,  but  I  hope  well  yet. 
^d  Suit.  Pray  let  me  hear 't :  l^vevL  shrewd 

guess  o'  th'  law. 
VaL  Faitli,  sir,  I  rashly  gave  my  hand  and 
faith 
To  marry  none  but  him. 
2d  Suit.  Indeed! 
VaL  Aye,  trust  me,  sir. 
^Suit.  I  *m  very  glad  on  't;  I  'm  another 
witness. 
And  he  shall  have  yon  now. 
VaL  What  said  you,  sir? 
2^  Suit,  He  shall  not  want  money  in  an  ho- 
nest cause,  widow ; 
I  know  I  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 
VaL  Are  all  the  world  betrayers  ? 
QdSuit,  Pish,  pish,  widow, 
'  Y'  have  borne  me  in  hand  this  three  months, 

and  now  fobb'd  me : 
I  Ve  known  the  time  when  I  could  please  a 

woman, 
1 11  not  be  laugh'd  at  now ;  when  I  'm  crost, 

I  'm  a  tyger ; 
I  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 

Vol,  This  only  shews  your  malice  to  me,  sir ; 
The  world  knows  you  ha'  small  reason  to  help 

him, 
Bo  much  is  your  debt  already. 

2d  Suit.  Therefore  I  do  't, 
I  have  no  way  but  that  to  help  myself; 
Though  I  lose  you,  I  will  not  lose  all,  widow ; 
He  marrying  yon,  as  I  wiH  follow  't  for  him. 


I  '11  make  you  pay  his  debts,  or  lie  without 

him. 
VaL  I  look'd  for  this  from  you.  [Exit* 

Sd  Suit.  I  ha'  not  deceiv'd  you  then : 
Fret,  vex^  and  chafe,  1  'm  obstinate  where  I  take. 
I  '11  seek  him  out,  and  chear  him  up  against  her; 
I  ha'  no  charge  at  all,  no  child  of  mine  own, 
But  two  I  got  oDceof  a  scowering  woman. 
And  they  're  both  well  provided  for,  they  ,'r©  T 

th'  hospital : 
I  have  ten  thousand  pound  to  bury  roe^  and  I 
will  have  my  humour.  [E^it. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Francisco. 

Fran.  A  man  must  have  a  time  to  serve  his 

pleasure. 
As  well  as  his  dear  friend.    I  'm  Ibrc'd  to  steal 

from  'em, 
To  get  this  night  of  sport  for  mine  own  use. 
What  sa^  her  amiable  witty  letter  Ueref 
Twixt  nine  and  ten — now  'tis  'twixt  six  and 

seven. 
As  fit  as  can  be;  he  that  follows  lechery 
Leaves  all  at  six  and  seven,  and  so  do  I  me- 

thinks : 
Sun  sets  at  eight,  it 's  'hove  an  hour  high  yet; 
Some  fifteen  mile  have  I  before  I  reach  her, 
But  I  've  an  excellent  horse;  and  a  good  gallop 
Helps  man  as  much  as  a  provoking  banquet* 

Enter  1st  Suitor^  with  Officers. 

1st  Suit,  -Here 's  one  of 'em,  begin  with  him 

first,  officers. 
Of.  By  virtue  of  Ais  writ  we  attach  your  body, 

sir. 
Fran.  My  body?  'life,  for  what? 
Ut  Suit.  Hold  him  fast,  officers. 
Of.  The  least  of  us  can  do 't,  now  his  sword 's 
off,  sir; 
We  have  a  trick  of  hanging  upon  gentlemen, 
We  never  lose  a  man. 

Fran,  O  treacherous  fortune  I 
Why  what 's  the  cause  ? 

1st  Suit,  The  widow's  business,  sir; 
I  hope  you  know  me  ?   ■ 

Fran.  For  a  busy  coxcomb. 
This  fifteen  year,  I  take  it. 

Ut  Suit,  Oh  y  're  mad,  sir; 
Simple  though  you  make  me,  I  stand  for  the 
widow. 
Fran.  She  's  simply  stood  for  then.    What  ^ 
this  to  roe,  sir. 
Or  she,  or  you,  or  any  of  these  flesh-hooks? 
Ut  Suit.'  Y'  are  like  to  find  good  bail  belbre 
you  leave  us, 
Or  lie  till  the  suit 's  try'd. 


7  Y>  hate  home  pu  ts  ktmd,  Ac— See  Note  SO  to  ftfon  AUey,  Voh  II.  p.  f  ^ 
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JPron.  O  my  love  *s  miserj  ! 
lit  Suit,  I  in  put  in  trust  to  follow  't,   and 
1  '11  do 't  with  all  severity ;  build  upon  that,  sir. 

Enter  Ricardo  and  Attilio. 

Fran,  How  I  could  curse  myself! 

Kic,  Look,  here  's  Francisco, 
Will  you  believe  me,  now  you  see  his  qualities  ? 

At,  Tis  strange  to  me. 

B4c.  I  tell  you  'tis  his  fashion, 
He  never  stole  away  in  's  life  from  me, 
But  still  I  found  him  in  such  scurvy  company. 
A  pox  on  thee,  Francisco,  wilt  never  leave  thy 

old 
Tricks ;  are  these  lousy  companions  for  thee  ? 

Fran,  Pish,  pish,  pish. 

tit  Suit,  Here  they  be  all  three   now :  'pre- 
bend 'em,  officers. 

J?ic.  What's  this? 

Fran.  1  gave  you  warning  enough  to  make 
away, 
I  'm  in  for  the  widow's  business,  so  are  you  now. 

Ric.  What,  all  three  in  a  noose  ?  this  is  like  a 
widow's  business  indeed. 

tst  Suit.   Sh'  as  catch*d  you,  gentlemen,  as 
you  catch*d  her; 
The  widow  means  now  to  begin  with  you,  sir. 

Ric,  I  thnnk  her  heartily,  sh'  as  taught  me 
wit:  for  had  I  been  any  but  an  ass,  I  should  ha' 
begun  with  her  indeed.  By  this  light,  the  widow 
's  a  notable  housewife,  she  bestirs  herself.  I 
have  a  greater  mind  to  her  now  than  e'er  I  had  : 
I  cannot  go  to  prison  for  one  I  love  better,  I 
protest,  that  *s  one  good  comfort.  And  what  are 
you,  I  pray  sir,  for  a  coxcomb  ? 

1st  Suit,    It  seems  you  know  roe,   by  your 
anger,  sir. 

Ric,  I  've  a  near  guess  at  you,  sir. 

If^  Suit.  Guess  what  you  please,  sir, 
I  'm  he  ordained  to  trounce  you ;  and  indeed 
I  am  the  man  must  carry  her. 

Ric.  Aye,  to  me ; 
But  I  'II  swear  she  's  a  beast,  and  she  carry  thee. 

Ut  Suit,    Come,    where   's   your  bail,    sir? 
quickly,  or  away. 

Ric.  Sir,  I  'm  held   wrongfully,  my  bail  *s 
taken  already. 

Ut  Suit,  Where  is  it,  sir,  where  ? 

Enter  Qd  Suitor, 

Hie  Here  they  be  both:  pox  on  you,  they 
were  taken  before  I  'd  need  of  them.  And  you 
be  honest  officers,  let  's  bail  one  another ;  for 
by  this  hand,  I  do  not  know  who  will  else — 'Od's- 
light,  is  he  come  too  ?  I  'm  in  for  midnight  then, 
I  shall  never  find  the  way  out  again  :  my  debts, 
my  debts :  I  'm  like  to  die  i'  th'  hole  now. 


Ut  Suit.  We  hate  bim  fast,  old  sigoior,  Mod 
his  consorts, 
Now  you  may  lay  action  on  action  on  bim. 
9d  Suit,  That  may  I,  sir,  i'  faith. 
Ut  Suit.  And  I  '11  not  spare  bim,  sir. 
^d  Suit,  Know  you  me,  officers? 
Of,  Your  bounteous  worship,  sir. 
iCic.  I  know  the  rascal  so  well,  I  dare  not 

look  upon  him. 
2d  Suit.  Upon  my  worth,  deliver  me  that  gen* 

tieman. 
JFVafi.  Which  gentleman  ? 
2d  Suit,  Not  you,  sir,  y'  re  too  basty  ; 
No,  nor  you  neither,  sir :  pray  stay  your  time. 
Ric.  There 's  all  but  I  now,  and  I  dsre  not 

think  he  means  me. 
2d  Suit.  Deliver  me  Ricardo. 
Ric.  O  sure  he  lyes. 
Or  else  I  do  not  hear  well. 
Of.  Signior  Ricardo. 
Ric,  Well,  what 's  the  matter  ? 
(y.  You  may  go,  w1k>  letts  yoo  ?  It  is  his  wor^ 
ship's  pleasure,  sir,  to  bail  you* 
Kic.  Bail  me  ? 

2d  Suit,  Aye  will  I,  sir.    Look  io  mj  hce^ 
man. 
Thou  'st  a  good  cause,  thou  'It  pay  me  when 
thou  'rt  aMe  ? 
Ric.  Aye,  every  penny,  as  I  am  a  geotleiuas. 
2d  Suit.  No  matter  if  thou  dost  not,  then  Fll 
make  tliee. 
And  that 's  as  good  at  all  times. 

Ut  Suit.  But  I  pray,  sir, 
^  You  go  against  the  hair  there. 

2d  Suit,  Against  the  widow,  you  mean,  sirr 
Why  'tis  my  purpose  truly,  and  against  yoo  too. 
I  saw  your  politick  combination, 
I  was  thrust  out  between  you.    Here  stands  one 
Shall  do  as  much  for  you ;  and  he  stands  right- 

est. 
His  cause  is  strong  and  fair,  nor  shall  he  watt 
Money,  or  means,  or  friends,  but  he  shall  hart 

her: 
I  've  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 
Ut  Suit.  Hang  thee;  I  have  a  purse  as  good 

as  thine. 
Ric.  I  think  they  're  much  alike,  they  *re  m^ 
knaves  both.  [Aside, 

'Heart,  an'  I  take  you  railing  at  my  patron,  sir, 
I  '11  cramp  your  joints. 

2d  Suit.  Let  him  alone,  sweet  honey, 
I  thank  thee  for  thy  love,  though. 
Ric.  This  is  wondeiful. 
Fran.  Oh  Ricardo, 
Tis  seven  struck  in  my  pocket :  I  lose  time  now. 
Ric.  What  say'st,  Francisco  ? 
Fran.  I  ha'  mighty  business. 
That  I  ne'er  thought  ou :  get  me  bail*d,  I  'm 
spoil'd  else. 


Yaugo  against  the  hair  there.^Sec  Note  43  tO  Alexander  and  Campaspe,  Vol.  I,  p,  155. 
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Eic  Whj  jou  know,  'tit  laeh  a  ttnmge  mi- 
raculous  courtesy, 
I  dare  not  be  too  forward  to  atk  more  of  hiiDy 
For  fear  be  repeot  tbis  and  turn  me  in  again. 
fVflfi.  Do  somewhat,  and  you  love  me. 
Rie.  I  Ml  make  trial,  i*  faith. 
Mtj  't  please  you,  sir : — ^'life,  if  I  should  spoil 
all  now  ? 
USuit,  What  say 'stRicardo? 
Ric,  Only  a  thing  by  th'  way, sir; 
Use  your  own  pleasure. 
USuU.  That  I  like  well  from  thee. 
Hie.  *T  were  good,  and  those  two  gentlemen 
were  baiPd  too. 
They  're  both  my  witnesses. 

tdSuit.  They  're  well,  they  're  well : 
Aod  they  were  baird,  we  know  not  wli^re  to 

find  'em. 
Let  'em  go  to  prison,  they  *ll  be  forth-coming  the 

better ; 
I  We  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 
Ric,  I  knew  there  was  no  more  good  to  be 
done  upon  him, 
^s  well  I  've  this,  Heaven  knows  I  never  look'd 
for 'I. 
Fran.  What  plaguy  luck  had  I  to  be  ensnar'd 

thus? 
Of.  O,  patience* 

Enter  Brandino  and  Martiho. 

Tran,  Pox  on  your  comfortable  ignorance, 
firofi.  Martino,  we  ride  slow. 
Mar.  But  we  ride  sure,  sir; 
Your  hasty  riders  often  come  short  home,  master. 
Bran,  ^Bltrss  this  fair  company. 
Fran.  Here  be  's  again  too, 
I  am  both  asbam*d  and  cross'd. 
Bran.  See'st  thoa  who  's  yonder,  Martino  f 
Mar,  We  ride  slow,  I  '11  be  sworn  now,  mas- 
ter. 
Bran,  How  now,  Francisco,  art  thou  got  be- 
fore me  ? 
Fran.  Yes,  thank  my  fortupe,  I  am  got  be- 
fore you. 
Bran.  What  now  ?  in  hold  ? 
Rie.  Aye,  o*  my  troth,  poor  gentleman ; 
Your  worship,  sir,  may  do  a  good  deed  to  bail 
him. 
Bran.  Why  do  not  you  do  't  then  ? 
Mar.  L»  you  sir  now,  my  master  bas  that 
honesty,  . 
He 's  loth  to  take  a  good  deed  from  you,  sir. 
Rie.  I  '11  tell  you  why  I  cannot,  else  I  would, 

sir. 
Fran.  Luck,  I  beseech  thee ! 
If  he  should  be  wrought  to  bail  ipe  now,  to  co  to 
His  wife,  't  were  happiness  beyond  expression. 
Bran.  A  matter  but  of  controversy  ? 
Ric.  That 's  all,  trust  me,  sir. 
Bran.  Francisca  shall  ne'er  lie  for 't;  be  's 
my  friend, 
Aod  I  will  bail  him. 

VOL.  I J  I, 


Mar.  He  's  your  secret  friend,  master ; 
Think  upon  that. 

Bran.  Give  him  his  liberty,  officers  ; 
Upon  my  peril,  he  shall  be  forth-coming. 

Fran.  How  I  am  bound  to  you ! 

1st  Suit.  Know  you  whom  you  cross,  sir? 
Tis  at  your  sister's  suit;  be  well  advis'd,  sir. 

Bran.    How,  at  my  sister's  suitf  take  him 
again  then. 

JFVan.  Why,  sir,  do  you  refuse  me  f 

Bran.  I  'II  not  hear  thee. 

Ric.  Tbis  is  unkindly  done,  sir. 

Ut  Suit.  Tis  wisely  done,  sir. 

id  Suit.  Well  shot,  foul  malice. 

Ut  Suit.  Flattery  stinks  worse,  sir. 

Ric,  You  '11  never  leave  till  I  make  you  stink 
as  bad,  sir. 

Fran.  Oh  Martino,  have  I  this  for  my  late 
kindness  ? 

Mar,  Alas,  poor  gentleman,  do'st  complain 
to  me? 
Thou  shalt  not  fare  the  worse  for 't;  Hark  you, 

master, 
Your  sister's  suit,  said  you  ? 

Brfln*  Aye,  sir,  my  wife's  sister. 

Mar.  And  shall   that  daunt  you,  master? 

think  again.  [suit. 

Why,  wer't  your  mother's  suit ;  your  mother's 

Mark  what  I  say,  the  dearest  suit  of  all  suits. 

You  're  bound  in  conscience,  sir,  to  bail  this 

gentleman. 

Bran.  Yea,  am  I  so  ?  how  provest  thou  that, 
Martino  ? 

Mar.  Have  you  foi^ot  so  soon,  what  he  did 
lately  ? 
Has  he  not  try*d  your  wife  to  your  hand,  master^ 
To  cut  the  throat  of  slander  and  suspicion  ? 
And  can  you  do  too  much  for  such  a  man  ? 
Shall  it  be  said,  I  serve  an  ungrateful  master  f 

Bran.  Never,  Martino ;  I  will  bail  him  now. 
An'  't  were  at  my  wife*s  suit. 

Fran,  Tis  like  to  be  so. 

Mar*  And  I  his  friend,  to  follow  your  exam- 
ple, master. 

Fran,  Precious  Martino  ! 

1$/  Suit.  Y'  'ave  done  wondrous  well,  sir; 
Your  sister  shall  give  you  thanks. 

jRtc.  Tbis  mak^  him  mad,  sir. 

2rf  Suit,  We  'II  follow  't  now  to  th'  proof. 

lit  Suit.  Follow  your  humour  out, 
The  widow  shall  find  friends. 

id  Suit.  And  so  shall  he,  sir. 
Money  and  means. 

jRtc.  Hear  you  me  that,  old  huddle? 

id  Suit.  Mmd  him  not,  follow  roe,  and  1 11 
supply  thee; 
Thou  shalt  give  all  thy  lawyers  double  feet: 
I  've  buried  money  enough  to  bury  me. 
And  I  will  have  my  humour.  [F^xit, 

Bran.  Fare  thee  well  once  again,  my  dear 
Francisco ; 
I  pr'ythee  use  my  bouse. 

Fran,  It  is  my  purpose,  sir. 
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Bran,  Nay,  you  must  cio  ^t  then ;  tbo*  I  'm 
old,  I  ^m  free.  [ExU. 

Mar.  And,  when  yoa  waot  a  warrant,  come 
to  me.  [ExU. 

Fran.  That  will  be  shortly  now,  within  these 
fewhoqrs. 


Thb  fell  oat  strangely  happy.    Now  to  bone, 

I  shall  be  niehted ;  iHit  an  hoar  or  two 

Neyer  breaks  square  in  love;    he  comes  in 

time 
That  comes  at  all ;  absence  is  all  k>Te*s  crime. 

[Exit. 


ACT  ni. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Occulto,  Silvio,  aud  two  or  three 
other  Thieves. 

Oc.  Come,  come,  let  ^s  watch  th'  event  on 

yonder  hill ; 
If  he  need'  help,  we  can  relieve  him  suddenly. 
Sil.  Aye,  and  with  safety  too,  the  hill  being 

watch'd,  sir. 
Oc.  Have  you  the  blue-coats  and  the  beards  ? 
Sil.  They  Ve  here,  sir. 
Oc.  Come,  come  away  then,  a  fine  'cock 

shoot  evening.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Latbocinio,  the  ehiefThkff  and 
Ahsaldo. 

LitTROCISIO  Stfl^. 

Kuck  hrforey  and  kuck  behind,  SfC* 

An$.  Troth  you  're  the  merriest,  and  delight* 
fullest  company,  sir. 
That  ever  traveller  was  blest  withal; 
I  praise  my  fortune  that  I  overtook  you,  sir. 
Lat.  Pish,  I  Ve  hundred  of 'em. 
Ans.  And,  believe  me,  sir, 
I  'm  infinitely  taken  with  such  things. 

Lat.  I  see  there's  music  in  you;  you  kept 
time,  methousht, 
Pretty  handsomely,  wiUi  yoor  little  hand  there. 
AfU.  It  only  sbiews  desire,  but  troth  no  skill, 

sir. 
Lat,  Well,  while  our  horses  walk  down  yon«> 
der  hill, 
1 11  have  another  for  you. 
An$.  It  rids  way  pleasantly. 
Lat.  Let  me  see  now:— one  confounds  an- 
other, sir; 
You  've  heard  this  certainly.  Come,  my  dainty 
doxiet — 
An$.  Oh,  that 's  all  tlie  country  over,  sir; 
There  's  scarce  a  gentlewoman  but  has  that 
prick'd. 
Lat.  Well,  here  comes  one  I  'm  sure  you 
never  heard,  then. 


SONG. 

J  keep  my  horte,  I  keep  my  whore, 

I  take  no  rents,  yet  am  not  poor  ; 

I  traverse  all  the  land  about. 

And  yet  was  bom  to  never  afoot : 

With  partridge  plump,  with  woodcock  fau, 

I  do  at  midnight  often  dine; 

And  if  n^  whore  be  not  in  case. 

My  hostes^s  daughter  has  her  place  ; 

I'he  maids  sit  up,  and  watch  their  turns. 

If  I  stay  long,  the  tapster  mourns  i 

The  eookmaid  has  no  mind  to  sin, 

Tho*  tempted  by  the  chamberlain  ; 

But  when  I  knock,  oh  how  they  bustle  / 

The  hostler  yawns,  the  geldings  jusile. 

If  maid  but  sleep,  oh  A(w  they  curse  her  f 

And  all  this  comes  of.  Deliver  your pmrsefSa-. 

Ans.  How,  sir  ? 

Lat.   Few  words :    Quickly,  come,  ddiver 

your  purse,  sir. 
Ans.  You  're  not  that  kind  of  gentSemas,  I 
hope,  sir. 
To  sing  me  out  of  my  money? 

Lat.  Tts  most  fit 
Art  should  be  rewarded :  you  most  paj  joor 

music,  sir. 
Where'er  you  come. 
Ans.  But  not  at  your  own  carving. 
Lat.  Nor  am  I  common  in  it :  Come,  come, 

your  purse,  sir. 
Ans.  Say  it  should  prove  the  undoing  of  a 

gentleman  ? 
Lat,  Why,  sir,  do  you  look  for  more  con- 
science in  usurers?  youn^  gentleman,  yon  Ve 
small  reason  for  that,  i'  faith. 
Ans.  There  'tis,  and  all  I  have;  and,  so  truth 
comfort  me. 
All  I  know  where  to  have. 

Lat.  Sir,  that 's  not  written 
In  my  belief  yet;  search,  'tis  a  fine  eveniogv 
Your  horse  can  take  no  harm:  I  most  imra 
more,  sir. 


9  Cock  shoot, — Cock  shoot  is  twilight* 
the  Third,  A.  5.  S.  3* 
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Ans,  May  my  hopes  perisb,  if  yon  have  not 
all,  sir, 
And  more  I  kiiow  than  your  compassionate 

charity 
Would  keep  from  me,  if  yon  but  felt  my  wants. 
Lot,  Search,  and  that  speedily :  if  I  take  you 
in  hand, 
YoQ  11  find  roe  rough;  methinks  men  should  be 

ruFd, 
When  they  're  so  kindly  spoke  to ;  &e  upon  •t. 
Am.  Good  fortune  and  my  wit  assist  me  then ! 
A  thing  I  took  in  haste,  and  never  thought  on  't. 
Look,  sir,  I  Ve  searched ;  here  's  all  tbit  I  can 

find. 
And  you  're  so  coretous,  you  will  have  all,  you  say, 
And  I  'm  content  yon  shall,  being  kindly  spoke  to. 
Lat,  A  pox  o'  that  young  devil  of  a  handful 
long ; 
That  has  afraid  many  a  *^  tall  thief  from  a  rich 
*'  purchase. 
Ans,  Thisy  and  my  money,  sir,  keep  company; 
Wbere  one  goes,  the  other  must ;  assure  your 

soal 
They  ▼ow'd  never  to  part. 
Lai.  Hold,  I  beseech  you,  sir. 
Am.  You  rob  a  prisoner's  box,  if  you  rob  me, 

sir. 
IaU.  There  *tis  agam. 

Am.  I  knew  't  would  never  prosper  with  yon; 
Fie,  rob  a  younger  brother !  on,  take  heed,  sir; 
Tts  against  nature  that :  perlmps  your  father 
Was  one,  sir,  or  your  uncle,  it  should  seem  so 
Bj  the  small  means  was  left  you,  and  less 

manners. 
Goy  keep  yon  still  before  me ;  and,  do  you  hear 

me. 
To  pass  away  the  time  to  the  next  town, 
I  charge  you,  sir,  siog  all  your  songs  for  nothing. 
Lot.  Oh  horrible  punishment  \^A  Song, 

Enter  Stratio. 

Stra,  Honest  gentleman. 

Am.  How  now,  what  art  tlion  ? 

Stra.  Suind  you  in  need  of  help? 
I  made  all  haste  I  could,  my  master  charg*d  me, 
A  knight  of  worship;  he  saw  you  first  assaulted 
From  top  of  yonder  bill. 

Am.  Thanks,  honest  friend. 

Lot.  I  taste  this  trick  already.  [Exit, 

Stra.  Look,  he  's  gone,  sir  ; 
Shall  be  be  stopp'd  ?    What  is  he  ? 

Am.  Let  him  go,  sir; 
He  can  rejoice  in  nothing ;  that 's  tlie  comfort. 

Stra,  You  have  your  purse  still  then  ? 

Am.  Aye,  thanks  fair  fortune, 
And  thb  grim  handful. 

Stra.  We  were  all  so  'fraid  of  yon : 
How  my  good  lady  cry*d,  O  help  the  gentleman ! 


Tis  a  good  woman  that :  but  yon  're  too  mild, 

sir. 
You  should  ha'  mark*d  him  for  a  villain,  'fiiith. 
Before  h'  ad  gone,  having  so  sound  a  means  too. 
Ans.  Why,  there  's  the  jest,  man;  he  had 

ODce  my  purse. 
Stra,  Oh  villain,  would  yon  let  him  'scape 

unmassacred  ? 
Ans,  Nay,  hear  me,  sir,  I  nuuie  him  yield  it 
straight  again, 
And,  so  hope  bless  roe,  with  an  uncharged  pistol, 
Stra,  Troth  I  should  laugh  at  that. 
Ans.  It  was  discharg'd,  sir. 
Before  I  meddled  with  it. 
Stra.  I  *m  glad  to  hear  it. 
Ans.  Why  how  now,  what  *s  your  will  ? 
Stra.  Ho,  Latrocinio,  Occulto,  Silvio! 

Hn^erLATROciicio,  and  the  rest;  Occvlto,. 
Silvio,  Fiducio. 

Lat.  What,  are  you  caught,  sir  ? 
Stra.  The  pistol  cannot  speak. 
Lat.  He  was  too  young, 
I  ever  thought  he  could  not;  yet  I  fear*d  him. 
Ans.  You  Ve  found  out  ways  too  merciless  to 
betray 
Under  the  veil  of  friendship,  and  of  charity. 
Lat.  Away,  sirs,  bear  him  in  to  the  next  copse, 

and  strip  him. 
Stra.  Brandinos  copse,  the  justice? 
Lat.  Best  of  all,  sir,  a  roan  of  law; 
A  spider  lies  unsuspected  in  the  comer  of  a 
buckram*bag,  man. 
Ans.  What  seek  you,  sire?  Take  all,  and  uso 

no  cruelty. 
Lat.  You  shall  have  songs  enough. 

SONG. 

How  round  the  world  goes,  and  every  thing 

that 's  in  it. 
The  tides  of  gold  and  silver  ebb  and  jUm  in  a 

minute: 
From  tlie  usurer  to  his  sons,  there  a  current 

swiftly  runs ; 
From  the  sens  to  queam  in  chief,  from  the  gaU 

lant  -to  the  thief; 
From  the  thief  unto  his  host,  from  the  host  to 

husbandmen  ; 
From  the  country  to  the  court,  and  so  it  comes 

to  us  again. 
How  round  the  world  goes,  and  every  thing 

that  U  in  it. 
The  tides  of  gold  and  silver  ebb  and  flow  in  a 

minute.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Philippa  and  Violetta  above  at  the 
window. 

Fhi.  What  time  of  night  is  *t  ? 


«»  TaU  tUrf.-'^ee  Note  t8  to  Tie  Pitmer  qf  Wakefield,  Vol.  I.  p.  454. 

^±  Pm-^iase.See  Note  33  to  The  Second  Part  <if  Ilu  Homst  Whore,  Vol.  I.  p.  Mf* 
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Vh.  Time  of  ni^ht,  do  you  call 't? 
It 's  so  late,  'tis  almost  early,  mistress. 

Phi.  Fie  oti  hhn,  there  'I  no  looking  for  him 
then; 
Why  sore  this  gentleman  apprehends  me  not. 

Vio0  Tis  happy  then  you  're  rid  of  such  a  fool, 
mistress. 

PhL  Nay,  sure,  wench,  if  he  find  me  not  in 
this, 
Which  were  a  beaten  path  to  any  wise  man, 
I  '11  never  trust  him  with  my  reputation ; 
Therefore  I  made  this  trial  of  his  wit ; 
If  he  cannot  conceive  what 's  good  for  himself, 
He  will  worse  understand  what  *8  good  for  me. 

Vio.  But  suppose,  mistress,  as  it  may  be  likely, 
He  never  saw  your  letter? 

PhL  How  thou  plyest  me 
With  suppositions  I  Why,  I  tell  thee,  wench, 
Tis  equally  as  impossible  foi  my  husband 
To  keep  it  frorh  hiro,  as  to  be  young  again ; 
Or  as  his  first  wife  knew  him,  which  he  brags  on. 
For  bearing  children  by  him. 

Vio.  There  's  no  remedy  then ; 
I  mast  conclude  Francisco  is  an  ass. 

Phi,  I  would  my  letter,  wench,  were  here 
again, 
I  'd  know  him  wiser  ere  I  sent  him  one ; 
And  travel  some  five  year  first. 

Vio.  So  he  had  need,  methinks. 
To  understand  the  words ;  methinks  the  words 
Themselves  should  make  him  do  %  had  he  but 

the  perseverance 
Of  a  cock-sparrow,  that  will  come  at  '^  Philip, 
And  cannot  write  nor  read,  poor  fool;   tnii 

coxcomb 
He  can  do  both,  and  youi  name 's  but  Philippa, 
And  yet  to  see,  if  he  can  come  when 's  call'd. 

Phi,  He  never  shall  be  call'd  again  for  me, 
sirrah. 
Well,  as  hard  as  the  world  goes,  we  11  have  a 

song,  wench  ^ 
We  11  not  sit  up  for  nothing. 

Vio.  That 's  poor  comfort,  iho'. 

Phi.  Better  than  any  's  brought,  for  aoght  I 
see,  yet. 
So  set  to  your  lute. 

SONG. 

1.  If  in  ihit  quettion  I  propound  to  tkttf^ 
Be  any,  any  choice. 
Let  me  have  thy  voice. 

ft.  You  shall  most  free. 

1.  Which  hadst  thou  rather  he. 
If  thou  might  choose  thy  lije, 

A/bol'%  afoofg  mistress. 
Or  an  old  man*s  vife  f 


3.  Theekoi^ishardflknomnoimkiekishmtf 
One  ill  you  're  bound  to,  and  I  think 
that  'f  leoit, 

1.  But  being  not  bound,  aty  dearat  swtai, 
I  could  shake  off  the  other, 

H.  Then  as  you  lose  your  sport  by  one, 
You  lose  your  name  by  t"  other, 

1.  You  counsel  well,  but  love  reuses 
What  good  counsel  (fien  chooses, 

[EscmUr 
Enter  Ahsaldo  tn  his  shirt, 

Ans,  I  ha'  ^t  myself  unbound  yet :  dMfcde» 
villains ! 
I  never  felt  such  hardness  suice  lifo  dwelt  ioaie; 
Tis  for  my  sius.    That  light  iu  yonder  windoir. 
That  was  my  only  comfort  in  the  woods. 
Which  oft'  the  trembling  of  a  leaf  would  loae  ne, 
Has  brought  me  thus  for ;  yet  I  cannot  hope 
For  succour  in  this  plight,  the  worid'sso  pkilcH^ 
And  every  one  will  fear  or  doubt  ne  now : 
To  knock  will  be  too  bold  ;  I  'U  to  the  galt^ 
And  listen  if  I  can  hear  any  stirring. 

Enter  Fb  as  Cisco. 

Fran.  Was  ever  man  to  croM*d  ?  No^  *da  but 

sweat,  sure. 
Or  the  dew  dropping  from  the  leaves  aboive  me; 
I  thought 't  had  bl^  again.    These  wendii^ 

businesses 
Are  strange  unlucky  things,  and  fotal  fooleriet ; 
No  mar'l  so  many  plants  die  ere  thirty ; 
'Tis  able  to  vex  out  a  man's  heart  in  ^ve  year. 
The  crosses  that  belong  to 't :  First  arrested. 
That  stt  me  back  two  mangey  hours  at  least; 
Yet  that 's  a  thing  my  heat  could  have  forgotten. 
Because  arresting,  in  what  kind  soever. 
Is  a  most  gentleman-like  affliction : 
But  here,  within  a  mile  o*  th'  town,  forsooth. 
And  two  mile  off  thi»  place,  when  a  tnaa's  oatb 
Might  ha*  been  uken  for  bis  own  security,. 
And  his  thoughts  brisk,  and  set  upon  tlie  fa 
To  light  upon  a  roi^uy  flight  of  thieves! 
Pox  on  'em,  here  's  the  length  of  one  of  their 

whistles. 
But  one  of  my  dear  rascala  I  pursued  so, 
The  gaol  has  him,  and  he  shall  bring  cot  *a 

follows. 

Had  ever  youag  mane's  love  such  crooked  fbrtaael 

I  'm  glad  I  'm  so  near  yet ;  the  suiveon  bad  me  to 

Havea  gveat  care  ;  I  shall  never  think  of  that  now. 

Ans.  One  of  the  thieves  come  back  sgaio  ? 

I  '11  stand  close ; 
He  dares  not  wrong  me  now,  so  near  the  1 
And  call  in  vain  'tis,  tiUI  see  him  offer 't. 


■^  Phmp.—A  sparrow  is  called  PhiSp.    See  tfacr  Notes  of  Dr  JohisoD,  Mr  Steevens^  and  fir  J«te 
Hawkins,  to  KingJokn,  A.  1.  S.  4. 


/ONSOH^  &C.3 


THE  WIDOW. 


493 


Fran,  lafe,  what  should  that  be?  a  prodi- 
gious thing 
Staiids  jo9t  as  I  should  enter,  in  that  shape  too 
Which  always  appears  terrible. 
Whatever  it  be,  it  is  made  strong  against  me 
B?  my  ill  purpose :  for  'tis  man's  own  sins 
Tmit  put  on  armour  upon  all  his  evils, 
And  give  them  strength  to  strike  him.    Were  it 

less 
Than  what  it  is,  ray  guilt  would  make  it  serve ; 
A  wicked  man's  own  shadow  has  distracted  him. 
Were  this  a  business  now  to  save  an  honour. 
As  'cis  to  spoil  one,  I  would  pass  this  then 
Stuck  all  hell 's  horrors  i'  thee :  now  I  dare  not. 
Why  mat 't  not  be  the  spirit  of  my  father, 
That  lov'd  this  man  so  well,  whom  I  make  haste 
Now  to  abuse  ?  and  I  have  been  cross'd  about  it 
Most  fearfully  hitherto,  if  I  think  well  on  't ; 
^p'd  death  but  lately  too,  nay  most  miracu- 
lously, [for. 
And  what  does  fond  man  venture  all  these  ills 
That  may  so  sweetly  rest  in  honest  peace? 
For  that  which  being  obtained,  is  as  he  was 
To  his  own  sense,  but  remov'd  nearer  still 
To  death  eternal.     What  delight  has  man 
Now  at  this  present,  for  his  pleasant  sin 
Of  yesterday's  committing?  Alas,  'tis  vanish'd. 
And  nothing  but  the  sting  remains  within  him. 
The  kind  man  bail'd  me  too ;  I  will  not  do  't 

now 
And  'twere  but  only  that.    How  blest  were  man. 
Might  be  but  have  his  end  appear  still  to  him, 
Tliat  he  might  read  his  actions  i'  th'  event ! 
Twoold  make  him  write  true,  though  he  never 

meant. 
Whose  check  soe'er  thou  art,  father's,  or  friend's, 
Or  enemy's,  I  thank  thee ;  peace  requite  thee, 
light,  and  the  lighter  mistress,  both  ferewel ; 
He  keeps  his  promise  best  that  breaks  with  hell. 

[Esit 
Am,  He 's  gone  to  call  the  rest,  and  makes 
all  speed ; 
1 11  knock,  whatever  befells,  to  please  my  fears, 
For  no  compassion  can  be  less  than  theirs. 
PhL  [abaDe.]   He  's  come,  he  's  come:  Oh, 
are  you  come  at  last,  sir  ? 
Make  little  noise;  away,  he  'II  knock  again  else. 
Ant,  I  should  have  been  at  Istria  by  day-break 
too, 
Near  to  Valeria's  house,  the  wealthy  widow's. 
There  waiu  one  purposely  to  do  me  good. 
What  will  become  of  me? 

Enter  Violetta. 

Fio.  Oh,  you  're  a  sweet  gallant !  tliis  your 

hour? 
Give  me  your  hand ;  come,  come,  sir,  follow  me, 
I  'U  bring  you  to  light  presently :  softly,  softly, 

sir.  (Exeunt. 

Enter  Pkii^ippji  below, 

PAi.  I  should  ha'  given  him  up  to  all  my 
thoughts 


The  dullest  younff  mad,  if  he  had  not  found  it; 
So  short  of  apprehension,  and  so  wortliless, 
He  were  not  mt  for  woman's  fellowship. 
I  Ve  been  at  cost  too  for  a  banquet  for  him  ; 
Why,  't  would  ha'  kill'd  my  heart,  and  most  es- 
pecially 
To  think  that  man  should  ha'  no  more  conceit; 
I  should  ha'  thought  the  worse  on  's  wit  for  ever^ 
And  blam'd  mine  own  for  too  much  forwardness^ 

Enter  Violjstta. 

Fio.  Oh  mistress,  mistress ! 

Phi,  How  now,  what 's  the  news? 

Vio,  Oh,  I  was  out  of  my  wits  for  a  minute 

and  a  half. 
PAi.  Hah? 

Vio.  They  are  scarce  settled  yet,  mistress. 
PW.  What 's  the  matter? 
Vio.  Do  you  ask  me  that  Question  seriously  ? 
Did  vou  not  hear  me  squeak  r 

phi.  How  ?  sUre  thou  *n  out  of  thy  wits  in* 

deed. 
V2o.  Ob,  I  'm  well  now, 
To  what  I  was,  mistress. 
Phi.  Why,  where 's  the  gentleman  ? 
Vio.   The  gentleman's  forth-coming,  afld  a 
lovely  one. 
But  not  Francisco. 
Phi,  What  say 'st!  not  Francisco? 
Vio,  Pish,  he 's  a  coxcomb,  think  not  on  htm, 

mistress. 
Phi,  What 'sail  this? 

Vio.  I  've  often  heard  yon  say,  you  'd  rather 
have 
A  wise  man  in  his  shirt,  than  a  fool  featber'd ; 
And  now  fortune  has  sent  you  one,  a  sweet 

young  gentleman, 
Robb'd  even  to  nothing,  but  what  first  he  brought 

with  him : 
Tlie  slaves  had  stript  him  to  the  very  shirt,  mis- 
tress, 
I  think  it  was  a  shirt,  I  know  not  well, 
For  gallants  wear  both  now-a-days. 
Phi.  This  is  strange. 

Vio.  But  for  a  face,  a  hand,  and  as  much  skin 
As  I  durst  look  upon,  be  's  a  most  sweet  one ; 
Francisco  is  a  child  of  £gypt  to  him: 
I  could  not  but  in  pity  to  the  poor  gentleman. 
Fetch  him  down  one  of  my  old  roaster's  suits. 
Phi,  Twas  charitably  done. 
Vio,  You  'd  say,  mistress,  if  you  had  seen  him 
as  I  did. 
Sweet  youth,  I  '11  be  sworn,  mistress,  he's  th^ 

loveliest 
Proper'st  young  gentleman,  and  so  you  '11  say 

yourself, 
If  my  master's  cloaths  do  not  spoil  him,  that  't 

ftU  the  fear  now ; 
I  would  't  had  been  your  luck  to  have  seen  him 
Without  'em,  but  for  scaring  of  you. 
Phi.  Go,  pry'thee  fetch  hiffl  in,  whom  thou 
commeud'st  so.  [Exit  VioimvA. 
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Since  fortune  sends  him,  surely  we  '11  make 

much  of  him ; 
And  better  he  deserves  our  lore  and  welcome, 
Tiian  the  respectless  fellow  't  was  prepared  for; 
Yet  if  lie  please  mine  eye  never  so  happily, 
I  will  have  trial  of  his  wit,  and  iaitb, 
Before  I  make  him  partner  with  my  honour. 
H" was  just  Francisco's  case,  and  he  deceived  me; 
I  '11  tuke  more  heed  o'  th'  next  for 't;  perhaps 

now, 
To  furnish  his  distress,  he  will  appear 
Full  of  fair  promising  courtship;  but  I  '11  prove 

him  then 
For  a  next  meeting,  when  he  needs  me  not. 
And  see  what  he  performs  then  when  the  storm 
Of  his  so  rude  misfortune  is  blown  over, 
And  he  himself  again :  A  distrest  man's  flatteries 
Are  like  vows  m^e  in  drink,  or  bonds  in  prison; 
There  's  poor  assurance  iu  *em :  when  he  s  firom 

me, 
And  in  's  own  pow'r,  then  I  shall  see  his  love. 

Enter  Ansaldo  and  Violetta. 

^ass,  here  he  comes. 

Ant.  Never  was  star-cro8s*d  ^ntleman 
More  happy  in  a  courteous  virgm's  love, 
Than  I  in  your's. 

Vio.  I  am  sorry  they  're  no  better  for  you, 
I  wish'd  them  handsomer,  and  more  in  fashion. 
But  truly,  sir,  our  house  afifbrds  it  not : 
There  is  a  suit  of  our  clerk's  hangs  i'  th'  garret; 
But  that 's  far  worse  than  this,  if  I  may  judge 
With  modesty  of  men's  matters. 

Ant,  I  deserve  not 
This,  dear,  kind  gentlewoman.    Is  yond'  your 
mistress? 
Phi.  Why  trust  me,  here 's  my  husband  young 
again; 
It  is  no  sin  to  welcome  you,  sweet  gentleman. 

Ans.  I  am  so  much  indebted,  courteous  lady. 
To  the  unmatch'd  charity  of  your  house. 
My  thanks  are  such  poor  things,  they  would  but 
shame  me. 
Phi,  Beshrew  thy  heart  for  bringing  o'  him : 
I  fear  me 
I  have  found  wit  enough  already  in  hinu 
If  I  could  truly  but  resolve  myself. 
My  husband  was  thus  handsome  at  nineteen, 
HTroth  I  should  think  the  better  of  him  at  foui^ 
score  now, 
Vio,  Nay,  mistress,  what  would  he  be  were  he 
in  fashion  ? 
A  hempen  curse  on  those  that  put  him  out  on't. 
That  now  appears  so  handsome  and  so  comely  in 

cloaths 
Able  to  make  a  man  an  unbeliever. 
And  good  for  nothing  but  for  shift,  or  so, 
If  a  inan  chance  to  m\  i'  th'  ditch  with  better? 
This  is  the  best  that  ever  I  mark'd  in  'em ; 
A  man  may  make  him  ready  in  such  cloatlis 
Without  a  candle. 
Fhi^  Aye,  for  shame  of  himself,  wench. 


Vio,  My  maater  does  it  oft  in  winter  momiog^ 
And  never  sees  himself  till  he  be  ready. 

Phi,  No,  nor  then  neither,  as  he  should  do^ 
wench. 
I  am  sorry,  gentle  sir,  we  cannot  shew  you 
A  courtesy,  m  all  points  answerable 
To  your  undoubted  worth.   Your  name,  I  cfirt ^ 
sir. 

Am,  Ansaldo,  lady. 

PhL  Tis  a  noble  name,  sir. 

An$,  The  most  unfortunate  now.  • 

Vio.  So  do  I  think,  truly. 
As  long  as  that  suit 's  on. 

Phi,  The  most  unfiuing, 
And  unprovided'st,  sir,  of  all  our  courtesies, 
I  do  presume,  is  that  you  've  past  already ; 
Your  pardon  but  for  that,  and  we  're  encoaragfd. 

Ans,  My  faithful  service,  lady. 

Phi.  Please  you,  sir. 
To  taste  the  next,  a  poor  flight  banquet;  for 

sure  I  think  you  were 
Unluckily  prevented  of  your  supper,  sir. 

Ans,  My  fortune  makes  me  more  than 

lady. 
In  your  sweet  kindness,  which  so  nobly  shewn  lae. 
It  makes  me  bold  to  speak  my  occasions  to  joa: 
I  am  this  morning,  that  with  clearness  now 
So  chearfuUy  hastens  me,  to  meet  a  friend 
Upon  my  state's  establishing,  and  the  place  1 

Ten  miles  from  hence :  Oh,  I  'm  forc*d  anw3- 

lingly 
To  crave  your  leave  for 't ;  which  done,  I  retun 
In  service  plentiful. 

Phi,  Is ^  so  important? 

Ant,  If  I  should  fail,  as  much  as  my  undoii^. 

Phi,  I  think  too  well  of  yon,  to  undo  yoo,  sr, 
Upon  this  small  acquaintance. 

Ant.  My  great  happiness. 

Phi,  But  when  should  I  be  sure  of  yon  here 
again,  sir? 

Ant.  As  fittt  as  speed  can  possibly  return  ne. 

Phi.  You  will  not  fail  ? 

Ant,  May  never  wish  go  well  with  me  then. 

PhL  There  's  to  bear  charges,  sir. 

Ant.  Courtesy  dwells  in  you. 
I  brought  my  horse  up  with  me  ftom  the  woods, 
That  *s  all  the  good  they  left  me,  'gainst  their 

wiUs  too. 
May  your  kind  breast  never  want  comfort,  lady, 
But  still  supply'd,  as  liberally  as  yoo  give ! 

Phi.  Farewel,  sir,  and  be  faithful. 

Ant.  Time  shall  prove  me.     [£jrt^  Avsaloo. 

Phi.  In  my  opinion  now,  this  young  man  's 
likeliest 
To  keep  his  word ;  he  's  modest,  wise,  and  cooi^ 

teous; 
He  has  the  language  of  an  honest  soul  in  hin : 
A  woman  *s  reputation  may  lie  aafe  there, 
I  'm  much  decei/d  else;  h*  as  a  ^thfal  eye, 
If  it  be  well  observ'd. 

Vio.  Good  speed  be  with  thee,  sir. 
He  puts  him  to  't  i'  faith.  ' 

Phi.  Violetta! 
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Vio.  Mistress. 

PkL  Alas,  what  have  we  done,  wench  ? 
Vh.  What  'b  the  matter^  mistress  ? 
PhL  Ron,  run,  call  him  again ;  he  must  sta  j, 
tell  him,  ^  [else ; 

Tboagh  it  be  upon  's  undoings  we  're  undone 
Your  master*s  doaths,  they  're  luiown  the  coun- 
try over. 
Vio,  Now  by  this  light  that 's  true,  and  well 
remembered,  [now. 

Bat  there 's  no  calling  of  him ;  he 's  out  of  sight 


PkL  Oh,  what  will  people  think? 

Vio.  What  can  they  think,  mistress? 
The  gentleman  has  the  worst  on  't :  were  I  bt 

now, 
I  M  make  this  ten  mile  forty  mile  about 
Before  I  'd  ride  through  any  market  town  with 'em. 

Phi.  Will  lie  be  careful,  think'st  ? 

Vio.  My  life  for  youres,  mistress. 

Phi.  I  shall  long  mightily  to  see  him  again. 

Vio,  And  so  shall  I,  I  shall  never  laugh  till 
then.  [Ejcuf^^ 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Ricardo  and  2d  Suitor  at  one  door,  and 
Valeria  and  Itt  Suitor  at  another  door. 

Ric,  It  goes  well  hitherto,  my  sweet  protector. 

id  Suit.  Aye,  and  shall  still  to  th'  end,  my 

honey: 

Wherefore  have  I  enough,  but  to  have 't  go  well, 

sir? 

Ut  Suit.  My  whole  'state  on  't,  thou  over- 

throw'st  him,  widow. 
Val.  I  hope  well  still,  sir. 
tit  Suit.  Hope?  be  certain,  wench: 
I  make  no  question  now,  but  thou  art  mine, 
As  sore  as  if  I  had  thee  in  thy  night-geer. 
Val.  By  'r  lady,  that  I  doubt,  sir. 
Ut  Suit.  Oh  'tis  clear,  wench, 
Bj  one  thing  that  I  Uiark'd. 
VaL  What's  that,  good  sweet  sir? 
itt  Suit.  A  thing  that  never  failM  me. 
VaL  Good  sir,  what  ?  « 

t$t  Suit.  I  heard  our  counsellor  speak  a  word 
of  comfort, 
Intita  votuntate,  ha,  that 's  he,  wench, 
The  word  of  wonls,  the  precious  chief,  i'  faith. 
Val.  Invita  voluntate,  what  's  the  meaning, 

sir? 
tttSuit.  Nay  there  I  leave  you,  but  assure 
.  yon  thus  much, 
I  never  heard  him  speak  that  word  i'  my  life, 
Bot  the  cause  went  on 's  side,  that  I  roark'd  ever. 
id  Suit,  Do,  do,  and  spare  not:  thouwouM*&t 

talk  with  her. 
Ric  Yes,  with  your  leave  and  liking. 
id  Suit,  Do,  my  adoption. 
Hy  chosen  child,  and  thou  hold'st  so  obedient, 
Sore  thou  wilt  live,  and  cozen  all  my  kindred. 
Ric.  A  child's  part  in  your  love,  that  's  my 

ambitbn,  sir. 
id  Smt,  Go,  and  deserve  it  then :  please  me 
well  now; 
1  love  a  wrangling  life,  boy ;  there 's  my  delight ; 
*have no  other  venery  but  vexation. 
That 's  all  my  honey  now :  smartly  now  to  her ; 
f  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 
R»c.  This  need  not  ha'  been,  widow. 
Vol,  You  OLj  right,  sir. 


No,  not  your  treachery,  your  close  conspiracy 
Against  me  for  my  wealth,  need  not  ha'  been 
neither. 

Ric.  I  had  you  fairly ;  I  scorn  treachery 
To  your  woman  that  I  never  meant  to  marry. 
Much  more  to  you  whom  I  reserv*d  for  wife. 

Val.  How  !  wife  ? 

Ric.  Aye,  wife,  wife,  widow,  be  not  asham'd 
on 't. 
It 's  the  best  calling  ever  woman  come  to. 
And  all  your  grace,  indeed,  brag  as  you  list. 

^d  Suit.  Ha,  ha! 

Val.  I  grant  you,  sir,  but  not  to  be  your  wife. 

Ut  Suit.  Oh,  oh. 

Ric.  Not  mine  ?    I  think  'tis  the  best  bargain 
That  e'er  thou  mad'st  i'  thy  life,  or  ever  shall 

agaiu, 
When  my  head's  laid :  but  that  's  not  yet  thii 

threescore  year, 
Let 's  talk  of  nearer  matters. 

Val.  You  're  as  near,  sir, 
As  e'er  you  *re  like  to  be,  if  law  can  right  me. 

Ric.  Now,  before  conscience,  you  're  a  wil- 
ful housewife. 

Ffl/.  How? 

Ric.  Aye,  and  I  fear  you  spend  my  goods  la* 
vishly. 

Val.  Your  goods  ? 

Ric.  I  shall  miss  much,  I  doubt  me. 
When  I  come  to  look  over  the  inventory. 

Val.  I  'II  give  you  my  word  you  shall,  sir. 

Ric.  Look  to  't,  widow, 
A  night  mav  come  will  call  you  to  account  for 't« 

Val.  Oh  if  you  had  me  now,  sir,  in  this  heat, 
I  do  but  think  how  you  '11  be  reveiig'd  on  me. 

Rtc.  Aye,  may  I  perish  else;  if  I  would  not  get 
Three  children  at  a  birth,  an'  I  could,  of  thee. 

Ut  Suit.  Take  off  your  youngster  there. 

id  Suit.  Take  off  your  widow  first. 
He  shall  have  the  last  word,  I  pay  for  't  dearly; 
To  her  again,  sweet  boy,  that  side 's  the  weaker, 
I  have  enopgh,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 

Enter  Brandimo  and  M^rtino. 

Val  Oh,  brother !  see  I  'm  up  to  th'  ears  ix\ 
law  here ; 
Look,  copy  upon  copy. 
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Bran,  Twere  pief  enoagh,  if  a  miin  did  but 
hear  on  % 
But  I  'm  in  pain  to  see  *t. 

Val,  Whaty  sore  eyes  still,  brother? 

Bran,  Worse  and  worse,  sister;  the  old  wo* 
man's  water  does  rae  no  ^ood. 

Val,  Why,  it  has  help'd  many,  sir. 

Bran,  It  helps  not  me,  I'm  sure. 

Mar,  Ob,  oh. 

Val,  What  ails  Martino  too? 

Mar.  Oh,  oh,  the  tooth-ach,  the  tooth*acb ! 

Bran,  Ah,  poor  worm,  this  be  endures  for  me 
now. 
There  beats  not  a  more  mutual  pulse  of  passion 
In  a  kind  husband,  when  his  wife  breeds  child, 
Than  in  Mariino;  I  have  mark'd  it  ever; 
He  breeds  all  my  pains  in  's  teeth  still ;  and  to 

quit  me, 
It  is  his  eye-tooth  too. 

Mar,  Aye,  aye,  aye,  aye. 

Val,  Where  did  I  hear  late  of  a  skilful  fellow. 
Good  for  all  kind  of  maladies  ?  True,  true,  sir ; 
His  flag  hangs  out  in  town  here,  i'  th*  Cross  inn, 
With  admirable  cures  of  all  conditions ; 
It  shews  him  a  great  travelling  and  learned  em- 
pirick. 

Bran,  We  'il  both  to  him,  Martino, 

Val,  Hark  you,  brollier.* 
Perhaps  you  may  prevail,  as  one  indifferent, 

Ut  Suit,  Aye,  about  that,  sweet  widow. 

Val,  True ;  speak  low,  sir. 
.    Bran,  Well,  what 's  the  business,  say,  say. 

VaL  Marry  this,  brotlier. 
Call  the  young  man  aside  from  the  old  wolf 

there, 
And  whisper  in  his  ear  a  thousand  dollars, 
If  he  will  vanish  and  let  fall  the  suit, 
And  never  put 's  to  no  more  cost  and  trouble. 

Ut  Suitf  Say  me  those  words,  good  sir,  1*11 
make  Vm  worth 
A  chain  of  gold  to  you  at  your  sister's  wedding. 

Enter  VioLETTA. 

Bran,  I  shall  do  much  for  that. 

VaL  Welcome,  sweetheart. 
Thou  com'st  most  happily;  I  'm  bold  to  send 

for  thee 
To  make  a  purpose  good, 

Vio,  1  take  cielight,  forsooth. 
In  any  such  employment. 

lit  Suit.  Good  wench,  trust  me. 

Ric.  How,  sir,  let  fall  the  suit?   'Life,  V\\  go 
naked  int. 

Bran*  A  thousand  dollars,  sir,  think  upon 
them. 

Ric,  Why,  they  're  but  a  thousand  dollars, 
when  they  're  thought  on. 

Bran,  A  good  round  sum, 

Bic,  A  good  round  widow  *s  better ; 
There  's  meat  and  money  too.    I  have  been 

bought 
Out  of  my  lands,  and  yielded,  but,  shr,  scora 
To  be  bought  out  pf  my  iiffection. 


Bran,  Why,  here  's  even  just  ray  onivcnity 
spirit; 
I  pris'd  a  piece  of  red  deer  above  gold  thea. 
Rie,  My  patron  would  be  mad,  aud  he  should 

liear  on  't. 
Mar,  I  pray  what 's  good,  sir,  for  a  wicked 

tooth? 
Ric,  Hang'd,  drawn,  and  quartering;  is  't  s 

hollow  one? 
Mar,  Aye,  'tis  a  hollow  one. 
Ric,  Then  take  the  powder 
Of  a  burnt  warrant,  mix'd  with  oil  of  fidoa. 
Mar,  Why  sure  you  mock  roe. 
Ric,  Troth  I  think  I  do,  sir. 
Stf  Suit,  Come  hither,  honey ;  what 's  tkt 

news  in  whispers  ? 
Bran,  He  will  not  be  bought  out. 
VaL  No?  That 's  strange,  brother. 
Prav  take  a  little  pains  about  this  project  tbet, 
And  try  what  that  effects. 
Bran,  I  like  this  better. 
Look  you,  sweet  gentles,  see  what  f  produce hrr^ 
For  amity*s  sake,  and  peace,  to  end  all  cooiro- 

versy; 
This  gentlewoman,  my  charge,  left  by  her  friends, 
Whom  for  her  person  and  her  jiortion 
I  could  bestow  most  richly,  but  in  pity 
To  her  affection,  which  lies  bent  at  yon,  sir, 
I  am  content  to  yield  to  her  desire. 
Ric,  At  me? 

Bran,  But  for  this  jar,  't  had  ne'er  been  ot 
fer*d. 
I  bring  you  flesh  and  money,  a  rich  heir, 
And  a  maid  too,  and  tliat  *s  a  thing  worth  thaaki, 

sir: 
Nay,  one  that  has  nd  fifteen  milfs  this  monui( 
For  voq^  love  only. 

2a  Suit,  Honey,  hearken  afler  her ; 
Being  rich,  I  can  have  all  my  money  there; 
Ease  my  purse  well,  and  never  wage  law  further; 
I  have  enough,  yet  I  will  have  my  humour. 
Ric,  Do  you  love  me,  forsooth  f 
Vio,  Oh,  mfinitely. 

Ric.  1  do  qot  ask  thee,  that  I  meant  to  have 
thee; 
But  only  p  kl)ow  what  came  in  thy  head  to  lov? 
me. 
Vio,  My  time  was  come,  sir;  that 's  all  I  can 

say. 
Ric,  Alas,  poor  soul,  where  dids^  thou  loft 

me,  pr'ythee? 
Vio,  In  happ^  hour  be  't  spoke,  out  at  avis- 

dowy  sir. 
Ric,  A  window  !  pr'ytliee  clap  it  to,  and  csD 
it  in  again : 
What  was  I  doing  then,  should  make  thee  kfft 
me? 
Vio,  Twirling  your  band-string,  which,  ib^ 
thought,  became  you  so  generously  well. 

Ric,  'Twas  a  good  quality  to  choose  a  k»* 
band  for:  that  love  was  likely  to  be  ty'd  is 
matrimony,  that  began  in  a  band-string :  yet  I 
lia''  known  as  much  come  to  pass  ere  now  apoi 
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1  tassel.    Fare  yon  well,  sister ;  I  may  be  co- 
zen *d  in  a  maid,  I  cannot  in  a  widow. 

fid  Suit,  Art  tbou  come  home  again ;  stick'st 
tboa  there  still  ? 
I  will  defend  thee  still  then. 

Ut  Suit,  Sir,  yoor  malice 
Will  have  enough  on  't. 

%d  Suit.  I  will  have  my  haraour. 

Ut  Suit,  Beggary  will  prove  the  sponge* 

^d  Suit,  Spunge  i'  thy  gascoyns, 
''  Thy  gally-gascoyns  there. 

Ric,  Ha  !  brave  protector. 

Bran,  I  thought 't  would  come  to  open  wars 
again. 
Let  *em  agree  as  they  will,  two  testy  fops; 
I  'li  have  a  care  of  mine  eyes. 


Mar,  I  of  my  chops. 


[Exeunt, 


SCENE  ir.. 

Enter  Latrocinio  and  Occulto  (a  banner  of 
cures  and  diseases  hung  out). 

Lot.  Away:  out  with  the  banner;   send  's 
good  luck  to-day. 

Oc,  I  warrant  you ;  your  name  ^S  spread^  sir, 
for  an  empirick. 
There 's  an  old  mason,  troubled  with  the  stone, 
Has  sent  to  you  this  rooming  for  your  counsel, 
He  would  have  ease  fain. 

Lat,  Marry,  I  cannot  blame  him,  sir. 
But  how  he  will  come  by  't,  there  lies  the  ques- 
tion. 

Oc,  You  must  do  somewhat,  sir,   for  he  't 
swol'n  roost  piteously ; 
H*  has  uriue  in  him  now  was  brew'd  last  March. 

Lat,  'T  will  be  rich  geer  for  dyers. 

Oc.  I  would  't  were  come  to  that,  sir. 

Lat,  Let  me  see,  1 11  send  him  a  whole  mus- 
ket-charge of  gunpowder. 

Oc.  Gunpowder !  What,  sir,  to  break  the  stone  ? 

Lat.  Aye,  by  roy  faith,  sir, 
It  is  the  likeliest  thing  I  know  to  do  it; 
I  'm  sure  it  breaks  stone-walls  and  castles  down, 
I  see  no  reason  but 't  should  break  the  stone. 

Oc,  Nay,  use  your  pleasure,  sir. 

Lat,  Troth  if  that  do  not, 
I  ha*  nothing  else  that  will. 

Ot.  I  know  that  too. 

Lat,  Why  then  thou  'rt  a  coxcomb  to  make 
question  on  't. 
Go  call  in  all  the  rest,  I  have  employment  for 
them.  [Exit  Occu  lto. 


When  the  highways  grow  thin  with  travellers,  ': 
And  few  portmanteaus  stirring,  ^as  all  trades 
Have  their  dead  time  we  see,  thievery  poor  ta* 

kings. 
And  letchery  cold  doings,  and  so  forwards  still ;) 
Then  do  I  take  my  inn,  and  those  curmudgeons 
Whose  purses  I  can  never  get  abroad, 
I  take  'em  at  more  ease  here  i'  my  chamber,     , 
And  make  *em  come  to  roe;  it 's  more  state-like 

too. 
Hang  him  that  has  but  one  way  to  his  trade ; 
He  *s  like  a  mouth  that  eats  but  or  one  side^ 
And  half  cozens  his  belly,  'specially  if  he  dine 

among  shavers, 
And  both-handed  feeders.    Stratio,  Silvio,  and 

Fiducio. 

Enter  Silvio,  Stratio,  Fiducio. 

I  will  have  none  left  out ;  there  *s  parts  for  you. 

Sil,  For  us  ?  Pray  let  us  have  'cm, 

Lat,  Change  yourselves 
With  all  speed  possible  into  several  shapes^   - 
Far  from  your  own ;  as  yon  a  farmer,  sir ; 
A  grazier  you ;  and  you  may  be  a  miller. 

Fid.  Oh  no,  a  miller  comes  too  near  a  thief; 
That  may  spoil  all  again. 

Lat,  Some  country  taylor  then. 

Fid,  That 's  near  enoogh|  by  *r  lady,  yet  I  'U. 
venture  that ; 
The  miller  *s  a  white  devil,  he  wears  his  theft 
Like  innocence  in  badges  most  apparently 
Upon  his  nose,  sometimes  between  his  lips ; 
The  taylor  modestly  between  his  legs.  • 

Lat,  Why,  pray,  do  you  'present  that  modest 
thief,  then ; 
And,  hark  you,  for  the  purpose. 

Sil.  T  will  improve  you,  sir. 

Lat,  T  will  get  believers;  believe  thut,  ny 
masters ; 
Repute  and  confidence,  and  make  all  things 

clearer ; 
When  you  see  any  come,  repair  you  to  me. 
As  samples  of  my  skill.    There  are  few  arts 
But  have  their  shadows,  sirs,  to  set  'em  off; 
Then,  where  the  art  itself  is  but  a  shadow. 
What  need  is  there,  my  friends?  Make  haste, 
away,  sirs, 

Enter  Occulto. 

Oc.  Where  are  you,  sir  ? 
Lat.  Not  far,  man  X  What's  the  news  ? 
Oc.  The  old  justice,  sir,  whom  we  robb'd  once 
by  moonlight, 


''  GMf-gaseoynB^^*  or  wide  hose  or  slops,  q.  d.  Caligse  Gallo-vasconics,  sic  dictae  quia  Vascones 
istiasniodi  caligis  utantar." Skinner's  Etymologiccm. 

SOy  in  Pierce  Penilesse  hi$  SuppUcaiUm  to  the  DweU^  1592,  p.  8 : 

**  — -K^f  the  vestmre  of  salvation  make  some  of  us  babies  and  apes  coatet,  otliers  straight  tnMtes  and 
£veUs  breeches:  some  gaUy  gatcotfne*  or  a  sbipmatis  hose,  like  the  Anabqitists,"  &c. 
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And  boond  ^i,  noaA  aod  be,  in  hajcdck  time, 
With  a  rope  made  of  bone-meat,  and  in  pity 
Left  tbeir  mares  by  'em,  wbich  I  think,  ere  mid- 
night. 
Did  eat  tbeir  bay-bopud  masters  both  at  li- 
berty  

Lat,  life,  what.of  bim,  man? 
Oc  He  *6  enquiring  earnestly 
For  the  peat  man  ofart ;  indeed  for  yon,  sir : 
I'herefore  withdraw,  sweet  sir:  make  yourself 

dainty  now, 
And  that 's  three  parts  of  any  profession. 
Lai.  I  baYe  eoouj^h  on  't.  [Exit, 

Eitt/tr  AvsALDO. 

Oe,  How  now,  what  thing  's  this? 
Now,  by  this  light,  the  second  part  o'  th' justice 
Newly  revived,  with  ne'er  a  hair  on  's  face. 
It  should  be  the  first  rather  by  his  smoothness, 
But  I  ha'  known  the  first  part  written  last : 
Tis  he,  or  let  me  perish,  the  young  gentleman 
We  robb'd  and  stript;    but  I  am  for  from 
knowledge  now. 
Ant,  One  word,  I  pra^r,  sir. 
Oc.  With  me,  gentle  sir  ? 
Am.  Was  there  not  lately  seen  about  these 
parts,  sir, 
A  knot  of^ fellows,  nhose  conditions 
Are  privily  suspected  ? 
Oc.  Why  do  you  ask,  sir? 
Am,  There  was  a  poor  young  gen tleroanrobb'd 

last  night. 
Oc.  Robh'd? 
Ans.  Stript  of  all,  i'  foith. 
Oc,  Oh  beastly  riMcals  ! 
Alas,  what  was  he  ? 

Ant.  Look  o*  me,  and  know  him,  sir. 
Oc  Hard-hearted  villains^  strip?  Troth  when 
I  saw  you, 
Methought  those  doaths  were  nerer  made  for 
you,  sir. 
Ant,  Want  made  me  glad  of  *em. 
Oc.  'Send  you  better  fortune,  sir; 
That  we  may  have  a  bout  with  you  once  again. 

[Atide. 

Ant.  I  thank  yon  for  your  wish  of  love,  kind 

sir.  [coin 

Oc,  Tis  with  my  heart,  i'  faith;  now  store  of 

And  better  cloaths  be  with  you. 

Ant,  There  's  some  honest  yet. 
And  charitably  minded.    How,  what 's  here  to 
do? 

Here  within  ihit  place  it  cur*d       [Reads. 
AU  iht  grieft  that  were  ev'r  endured, 

Kay  there  thou  lyest:  I  endur'd  one  last  night 
Tbou  cap'st  not  cure  this  manning ;  a  strange 
promiser. 

Palty,  gotff,  h^dropick  humour^ 
Breath  that  ttinkt  beyond perjfui^, 
Fittula  in  ano,  ti/cer,  megrim^ 
Or  what  diteate  twler  bemguer^em^ 


StonCf  rupture^  tquinancy,  nnpottAaip^ 
Yet  too  dear  it  thall  not  cott  ^em. 

That 's  conscionably  said,  i*  faith. 

.  In  brief,  you  conned,  I  atsure  you. 
Be  unsound  tofatt  at  I  can  cure  you. 

By  'r  lady,  you  shall  pardon  me,  I  'U  not  try  't, 

sir. 

Enter  BRAVDiiro  and  filutriso. 

Bran,  Martino,  is  not  yond'  my  binder  parts? 

Mar,  Yes,  and  your  fore-parts  too,  tat. 

Bran.  I  tro'  so ; 
I  never  saw  my  hind  parts  in  my  life  else, 
No,  nor  m^  fore-ones  neither.    What  are  joa, 

sir? 
Are  you  a  Justice,  pray? 

Ant,  A  justice?  Wo,  truly. 

Bran.  How  came  this  suit  to  you,  tben  ? 

Ant,  How  this  suit  ? 
Why,  must  he  needs  be  a  justice,  sir,  tbatwesn 
it? 

Bran,  Yon  'II  find  it  so;  'twas  made  for  no- 
body else ; 
I  paid  for 't.'  - 

Ant,  Oh  strange  fortune !  I  have  undone 
The  charitable  woman. 

Bran.  He  'II  be  gone. 
Martino,  hold  him  fast,  I  '11  call  for  aid. 

Ans.  Hold  me?  Oh  curse  of  fate  E 

Mar.  Oh,  master,  master. 

Bran,  What  ails  Martino  ? 

Mar.  In  my  conscience 
H'  as  beat  out  the  wrong  tooth,  I  feel  it  dov, 
Three  degrees  off. 

Bran.  Oh  slave,  spoilM  a  fine  penman. 

Ant,  He  lack*d  good  manners  tho';  laybaadi. 
o'me! 
I  scorn  all  the  deserts  that  belong  to  't. 

Enter  Latrocinio. 

Lat.  Why,  how  now  ?  What  'a  the  broil? 

Bran,  The  man  of  art, 
I  tale  you,  sir,  to  be. 

Lat.  I  'm  the  professor 
Of  those  slight  cores  you  read  of  in  tbebaoaec 

Bran,  Our  business  was  to  you,  most  sUfiil 
sir; 
But  in  the  way  to  you,  ri^t  worsbipfol, 
I  met  a  thief. 

Lat,  A  thief? 

Bran,  With  my  clothes  on,  sir; 
Let  but  the  coat  be  search'd,  1 11  pawn  mi  Hfe 
There 's  yet  the  taylor's  bill  in  one  o^  th'  podJrts; 
And  a  white  thimble,  that  I  found  i*  th'  oooo- 

11k>u  saw'st  me  when  I  put  it  in,  MartiDO. 

Mar,  Aye,  aye. 

Bran.  Oh,  he  has  spoil'd  the  wortbicit  dot 
that  e'er 
Drew  w^arrant  ber^ 
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Lat.  Sir,  you  're  a  stranger,  but  I  must  deal 
plaio  with  you, 
Tbatsoitof  cloaths  must  needs  come  oddly  to 
you. 
Am,  I  dare  not  say  which  way,  that  's  my 

affliction. 
Lot.   Is  not  your  worship's    name  Signior 

Brandino,  sir? 
Bran.  It  has  been  so,  these  threesco1«  years 

and  upwards. 
Lot.  I  beard  there  was  a  robbery  done  last 
night, 
Near  to  your  house. 

Am,  You  heard  a  truth  then,  sir, 
And  I  the  man  was  robb*d. 

Lat,  Ah,  that 's  too  gross. 
Send  him  awajr  for  fear  of  inrther  mischief; 
I  do  not  like  him,  he  '»  a  cunning  knave. 
Bran,  I  want  but  aid. 
Lat  Within  there ! 

Ent€r  two  or  three  Servantt. 

Bnm,  Seize  upon  that  impudent  thief. 
Ant,  Then  bear  me  speak. 
Bram,  Away; 
I  'U  neither  bear  thee  speak,  nor  wear  those 

cioaths  again. 
To  prison  with  the  variet. 
Am.  How  am  I  punish'd  ! 
BroTi.  I  *U  make  thee  bring  out  all,  before  I 
leave  thee. 

lExeunt  Servants  wiih  Ansaldo. 
LU,  You  've  took  an  excellent  course  with 

this  bold  villain,  sir. 
Bran,  I  am  sworn  for  service  to  the  common- 
wealth, sir. 
What  are  these,  learned  sir? 

Enter  Stratio,  Silvio,  and  Fiducio. 

lot,  CAs  they  're  my  patients. 
Good  morrow,  gout,  rupture,  and  palsy. 
Stra.  Tis  farewel  gout,  almost,  I  thank  your 

worship. 
•^.  What  nuw,  you  cannot  part  so  soon,  I 

V  ^^P«^ 

lou  came  but  lately  to  me. 

Slra,  But  most  happily ; 

*  can  go  near  to  leap,  sir. 

^.  What !  you  cannot. 
A*fay,  I  say :  take  heed,  be  not  too  vent'rons 
though ; 

*  've  had  you  but  three  days,  remember  that, 
^fa,  f  hose  three  are  better  than  three  hun- 
dred, sir, 

^'  Yet  again  I 

8tra.  Ease  takes  pleasure  to  be  known,  sir. 
^t.  You  with  the  rupture  there,  hernia  in 
scrotum, 
Pray  let  me  see  your  pace  this  mpming;  walk, 

sir, 
1 11  take  your  disunce  strait ;  't  was  F.  0.  yes- 
terday : 
Ah,  sirrah,  here 's  a  simple  alteration^ 


Secundogradu  ;  yon  're  F.  U,  already : 

Uere  's  a  most  happy  change.    Be  of  good  com* 

fort,  sir. 
Your  knees  are  come  within  three  inches  now 
Of  one  another ;  by  to-morrow  noon 
I  '11  make  'em  kiss  and  jostle. 
Sil.  Bless  your  worship. 
Bran,  You  've  a  hundred  prayers  in  a  mom- 

irtg,  sir. 
Lat.  'Fairh  we  have  a  few  to  pasa  away  the 
day  wich. 
Taylor,  you  had  a  stitch. 

Fid,  Oh  good  your  worship, 
I  have  had  none  since  Easter:  were  I  rid 
But  of  this  whoreson  palsy,  I  were  happy  ^ 
I  cannot  thread  my  needle. 

Lat,  No  !  that 's  hard, 
I  never  marked  so  much. 
Fid.  It  comes  by  fits,  sir. 
Lat,  Aliis,  poor  man !  What  would  your  wor* 
ship  say  now 
To  see  me  help  this  fellow  at  an  instant  ? 
Bran,  And  make  him  firm  from  shaking? 
Lat.  As  a  steeple 
From  the  disease  on  't. 

Bran,  'Tis  to  me  miraculous. 
Lat,   You,  with  your  whoremaster  disease, 
come  hither; 
Here,  take  me  this  round  glass,  and  hold  it  sted- 

fast. 
Yet  more,  sir,  yet,  I  say ;  so. 
Bran,  Admirable! 
Lai,  Go,  live,  and  thread  thy  needle* 
Bran,  Here,  Martino: 
'Las,  poor  foot,  his  mouth  is  full  of  praises. 
And  cannot  utter  'em. 

Lat,  No,  what 's  the  malady  ? 
Bran,  The  fury  of  a  tooth. 
Lat,  A  tooth  ?  ha,  ha ; 
I  thought 't  had  been  some  gangrene,  fistula. 
Can  tier,  or  ramex. 

Bran,  No,  it 's  enough  as  'tis,  sir. 
Lat,  My  man  shall  ease  that  straight:  sit  you 
down  there,  sir; 
Take  the  tooth,  sirrah,  daintily,  insensibly. 
But  what  's  your  worship's  malady,  dmt  's  for 
me,  sir? 
Bran.  Marry,  pray  look  you,  sir:  your  wor* 
ship's  counsel 
About  mine  eyes. 

Lat,  Sore  eyes !  tlint  's  nothing  too,  sir. 
Bran.  By  'r  lady,  I  that  feel  it  think  it  some* 

what. 
Lat,   Have  you   no   convulsions  ?    pricking 
aches,«sir,  ruptures,  or  apostemates  ? 

Bran.  No,  by  my  faith,  sir. 
Nor  do  I  desire  tu  have  'em. 

Lat,  Tliose  arc  cures ; 
There  do  I  win  my  fame,  sir.     Quickly,  sirrnh. 
Reach  me  the  eye-ctip  hither.    Do  you  make 
water  well,  sir  ? 

Bran,  I  *m  all  well  there. 

Lat.  You  (eel  no  grief  i'  tb*  kidney? 
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Bran,  Sound,  sound,  sound,  sir. 
Lat,  Oh,  here  *»  a  breath,  sir,  I  must  talk 
withal, 
One  of  these  mornings. 

Bran.  There  I  thmk,  i*  faith, 
I  am  to  hlarae  indeed,  and  my  wife's  words 
Are  come  to  pass,  sir. 

Mar,  Oh,  oh,  'tis  not  that,  'tis  not  that ; 
It  is  the  neit  beyond  it ;  there,  there. 

Pc  The  best  have  their  mistakings :  now  }  II 

fit  you,  sir. 
Bran,  What  'b  that,  sweet  sir,  that  comforts 

with  his  coolness? 
Lat,  Qb  sovereign  geer :  wink  bard  and  keep 

it  |n,  sir. 
Mar.  Oh,  oh,  oh. 
Oc,  Nay,  here  he  g[>es;  one  twitch  more,  and 

be  comes,  sir. 
Mar,  Anil,  ho. 

Oc,  Spit  out :  I  told  you  he  w^  gone,  sir. 
Bran,  How  chears  Mardno  f 
Mar,  Oh,  I  can  answer  you  now,  master ; 
I  feel  great  ease,  sir. 
Bran.  So  do  I,  Marti  no. 
Mar.  I  'm  rid  of  a  sore  burden,  for  my  part, 
master. 
Of  a  scal'd  little  one. 

Lat.  Please  but  your  worship,  now. 
To  take  three  drops  of  the  rich  water  with  you, 
I  *\\  undertake  your  roan  shall  cure  you,  sir, 
At  twice  i'  your  own  chamber. 
Bran,  Shall  he  so,  sir? 
Lat,  I  will  uphold  him  in  't. 
Mar,  Then  will  I  do  't,  sir. 
Lat,  How  lively  your  man  's  now  I 
Mar.  Oh,  I  'm  so  light,  methinks. 
Over  I  was. 

Bran,  What  is  it  contents  your  worship  ? 
Lut.  £v'n  what  your  worship  please.     I  am 

not  mercenary. 
Bran,  My  purse  is  gone,  Martino  ! 
Lat,  How,  your  purse,  sir  ? 
Bran,  Tis  gone,  i'  faith:  I  've  been  ampng 

some  rascals. 
Mar,  And  that 's  a  thing 
I  ever  gave  you  warning  of,  master ;  you  care  not 
What  company  you  run  into. 

Bran.  Lenci  me  some  money :  cbide  me  anon, 
I  pr'ythee. 
A  pox  on  'em  for  vipers,  they  hfi'  suck'd  JDlood 
o'  me. 
Mar.  Ob,  master! 
Bran.  How  now,  man  ? 
Mar.  My  purse  is  gpne  too. 
Bran.  IIow  ?  I  'II  never  take  warning  more  of 
thee  while  I  live  then ;  thou  art  an  hj^ocrite, 
fmd  art  not  fit  to  give  good  counsel  to  thy  mas- 
ter, that  cau'st  not  keep  from  ill  company  thy- 
self. 
Lat,  This  is  most  strange,  sir:  both  your 

"purses  cone ! 
Jfar.  Sir,  I  'a  my  hand  on  mine,  when  I 
came  in. 


Lat.  Are  you  but  sure  of  that  ?    Oh 

you  were! 
JVfflr.  As  1  'm  of  ease. 
Lat.  Then,  they  're  both  gone  oneway;  bt 

that  your  comfort. 
Bran.  Aye,  but  what  way  ?  tliat,  sir  ? 
LdH*  That  close  knave  in  your  ckwths  bas 
got  'em  both, 
Tis  weH  you  've  claut  bim  fast. 
Bran,  Why  that 's  impossible. 
fjat.  Oh  tell  me,  sir:    1  ha'  known  porses 
gone, 
And  the  thief  stand,  and  look  one  full  f  tk' 

facp. 
As  I  may  do  your  worship,  and  your  man,  now. 
Mar,  Nay,  that 's  most  certiiin,  master. 
Bran,  I  will  make 
That  rasdd  in  my  cloatbs  .answer  all  this  then. 
And  all  the  robberies  that  have  been  done 
Since  the  moon  chang'd.    Get  you  home  ^rst, 

Martino, 
And  know  if  any  of  my  wife's  things  are  misflio^ 
Or  any  more  of  mine :  tell  her  be  's  taken. 
And  by  that  token  he  has  ^ook  both  our  panes. 
Mar,  That 's  an  ill  token,  master. 
Bran.  That 's  all  one,  sir. 
She  must  have  that  or  nothing ;  for  I  'm  sure 
The  rascal  has  left  nothing  else  for  a  tokeo. 
Begone,  make  haste  again  ;  and  meet  me  psit 
o'  th'  way. 
Mar,  T  '11  hang  the  villain. 
And  't  were  for  nothing  but  the  sowse  he  gave 
me.  [B$U, 

Bran.  Sir,  I  depart  asham'd  of  my  reqvlal. 
And  leave  this  seat-ring  with  you  as  a  pMge 
Of  further  thankfulness. 

Lat.  No,  I  beseech  you,  sir. 
Bran.  Indeed  you  shall,  sir. 
Lat,  Oh,  your  worship's  word,  sir. 
Bran.  You  shall  have  my  word  too,  for  a  tare 
gentleman 
As  e'er  I  met  withal.  [Exit, 

Lat.  Clear  sight  be  with  yon,  sir; 
If  condui^water,  and  my  hostess'  milk. 
That  comes  with  the  ninth  child  now,  may  aP 

ford  it. 
'Life,  I  fear'd  none  but  thee,  my  TillaiDOfU 
toothdrawer. 
Oc,  There  was  no  fear  of  me ;  I  *ve  ofUn  tolj 
you 
I  was  bound  'prentice  to  a  barber  once, 
'  But  ran  away  i'  th'  second  year. 

Lat.  Aye,  marry. 
That  made  thee  give  a  pull  at  the  wrong  tooth. 
And  me  afraid  of  thee.     What  have  we  tbere^ 
sirs? 

Oc,    Some  threescore  dollars  i*  th'  master's 
purse, 
And  sixteen  in  the  clerk's,  a  silver  seal, 
Two  or  three  amber  beads,   and  four  blaok 
warrants. 
Lat.  Warrants!  where  be  they?    The  M 
news  came  yet^ 
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Mass,  bcre  *&  his  haod,  and  bene  \  his  sen] :  I 

thank  hitn  ; 
This  comes  mast  lankily:  one  of  our  fellows 
VVn^  took  Labt  iii^ht,  we  Ml  ^et  hmi  first  at  liberty  ^ 
And  utber  good  boys  after  him  :  nnd  if  lie 
In  th'  old  jusiice's  &u\t,  whom  lit?  robb'd  lately, 
Will  *+co ine  off  roundly,  we  '11  set  him  free 

too. 
^Oc.  Tliut  wate  a  good  deed,  faith,  we  may  in 

yLtit.  There's  nothing  done  merely  for  pity 
now-a-dnys, 
r  or  ware  must  help  too. 


SONG< 

[iK    PARTS,  BY  TltE  THIIVES.] 

Give  me  for  tune  t  gii2£  me  healthy 
Give  mc  freedom  J  I  'ti  get  wealtk, 
Whi^  complains  his  fate  ^i  amits^ 
W/ten  he  has  the  wide  world  hit  f 
He  thai  hus  the  devil  infiCf 
Ctm  htiVf  but  uU^  and  so  have  w€^ 
Give  tis/ortune^  give  us  health j 
Give  ns/reedom,  we  7/  get  wtaith. 
In  every  humltt^  tawn^  und  dttf^ 
He  has  iamt^  that  u-ai  bvrn  witty, 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I, 

Enter  Phiijppa  and  Violetta. 

Fki,  How  well  this  gentlenian  keeps  his  pro- 
mise too  ! 
i  there 's  no  trust  in  mnn. 
Vh,  They  Ve  all  Franciscos, 
"»l'i  my  opinion,  mistress  ;  fools,  or  false  ones* 
t  mii^lit  huve  had  the  houesty  yet,  i'  faitb^ 
Mend  my  mnsttr*g  cloatlis  home. 
F&i  Aye,  those  doaths» 
Tto.  Colliers  come  by  the  door  every  day, 
mistress; 
Nii|,tbJ9  is  market-day  too,  poulterers,  butchers; 
Thty  would  have  Iain  most  daintily  in  a  pannier, 
Aiid  kept  veal  from  the  wind. 
Phi  Those  cloaths  much  trouble  me. 
Vie,  Taith,  and  he  were  a  geniiemanj  as  he 
seem'd  t<i  be. 
They  would  trouble  him  too,  I  think; 
Mtthiuks  he  should  have  small  desire  to  keep 'em* 
Phi,  'Faith,   and    Jess  pride  to  wear  'em,   I 
shoul:!  think,  ueiich, 
Unless  he  kept  'era  as  a  testimony 
For  after-limes,  to  shew  what  misery  ['em» 

'  He  past  ill  his  young  days,  and  then  weep  over 

Entir  Marti  so. 

Ylo.  Weep,  mistress  ?  nay  sure,  methinks,  he 

should  not  weep  for  luughini^. 
PAt*  Marti  no?    Oh,  we  're   spoil'd,   wench. 

Are  they  come  then  ? 
Mur,  Mistress,  be  of  f^ood  cheer,  I  have  ex- 
cdletit  news  for  you  ;  comfort  your  heart,  what 
Javeyou  to  breakfast,  mistress?  you  shall  Imve 
»W  wgain,  1  warrant  you, 
P**.  What  says  he^  wencli  f 
T'lo.  I  'm  loth  to  underiiand  him. 
JUar.  Give  pie  a  note  of aU  your  tbingi,  sweet 
misiress : 


You  shall  not  lose  a  hair,  take  't  of  my  word  ; 
We  have  hini  safe  enough, 
Fhi.  AhiHf  sweet  weuch. 
This  man  talks  fearfull}', 

Vio.  And  1  know  not  what  yet; 
Time  '*  ihe  worst,  mistress. 

Mar,  Can  you  tell  me,  pray. 
Whether  the  rascal  has  broke  ope  my  desk  or  no  ; 
There  *s  a  fine  little  barrel  of  pome-citrons 
Would  have  servM  me  this  seven  year ;  oh,  and 

my  fii^-cheese. 
The  fig  of  eveTlasting  obloquy 
Go  with  him,  if  iie  have  eat  it ;  I  '11  make  haste, 
He  cannot  eat  it  all  yet.   He  was  taken,  mistress, 
Grosly,  and  beastly  ;  haw  do  you  tliink,  i'  tkith  ? 
Phi.  I  know  not,  sir. 
Mar*  Troth,  in  ray  master's  cloathi : 
Would  any  thief  but  a  beast  been  taken  §0  f 
Phi.  Wench,  wench, 
Vio,  I  have  grief  enough  of  mine  own  to  tend, 

mistress. 
Phi.  Did  he  confess  the  robbery  ? 
Mar,  O  no,  no,  mistress; 
He  's  a   yonnfi;   cuimmg   rascal,   he  confess'd 

nothini^ ; 
While  we  were  examining  on  him,  he  took  away 
My   master's   purse  and    mine,    but    confess'd 
nothiikg  still. 
Phi.  That 's  but  some  slanderous  injury  rai»'d 
against  him. 
Came  not  your  master  with  you  ? 

il/«r.  No,  sweet  mistress  ; 
I  must  make  haste  and  meet  hiai :  pray  dispatch 
me  then. 
Phi.  I  have  louk'd  over  all  with  special  heed^ 
fulness; 
There's  nothing  miss'd,  I  can  assure  you,  sir. 
But  diat  suit  of  your  master's. 
Mar,  I  'm  rii^ht  glad  on  *t, 
That  suit  would  han{»  him,  yet  I  would  not  have 
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bim  hanged  in  tbat  smt  thoogh ;  it  will  dis^ce 
my  master's  fashion  for  ever^  nnd  make  it  as 
hateful  as  "  yellow  bands.  [£jri<. 

Phi,  O  what  shall 's  do,  wench  ? 

Vio.  '  ris  no  marvel,  mistress, 
The  poor  yoan^  gentleman  could  not  keep  his 

f>romise. 
as,  sweet  man,  he  *6  confess'd  nothing 
yet,  wench. 
Vio,  That  shews  his  constancy  and  love  to 
you,  mistress ; 
But  yon  must  do  *t  offeree,  there  is  no  help  for't. 
The  truth  can  neitlier  shame  nor  hurt  you  much, 
Let*em  make  what  the^  can  on  't;  't  were  sin 

and  pity,  i'  faith,  , 

To  cast  away  so  sweet  a  gentleman, 
For  such  a  pair  of  infidel  hoae  and  donblet ; 

Enter  Ansaldo. 

I  woald  not  hang  a  Jew  for  a  whole  wardrobe 

on  'em. 
phi.  Thou  say'st  true,  wench. 
Fto.  Ob,  oh,  they  *re  come  again,  mistress. 
Phi.  Signior  Aosaldo  ? 
Ant.  The  same ;  mightily  crossed,  lady, 
But,  past  hope,  freeM  again  by  a  doctor's  means, 
A  man  of  art:  I  know  not  justly  what  indeed, 
But  pity,  and  the  fortunate  gold  you  gave  me^ 
Wrought  my  release  between  'em. 

Phi.  Met  you  not 
My  husband's  man  } 

Ah8,  I  took  such  strange  -ways,  lady, 
I  hardly  met  a  creature. 
Phi.  Oh,  most  welcome. 
Vio.  But  how  shall  we  bestow  him  now  we 

have  him,  mistress? 
Phi.  Alas,  that 's  true. 
Vio.  Martino  may  come  back  again. 
Phi.    Step    you    into    that    liule    chamber 
speedily,  sir ; 
And  dress  him  up  in  one  of  my  gowns  and  head* 

tires. 
His  youth  will  well  endure  it. 
Vio.  That  will  be  admirable. 
Phi.  Nay  do  't,  do  't,  quickly  then ;  and  cut 
that  suit 
Into  an  hundred  pieces,  that  it  may  never  be 
known  again. 
Vio.  A  hundred?  nay,  ten  thousand  at  the 
least,  mistress ; 
For  if  there  be  a  piece  of  that  suit  left  as  big  as 

my  nuii. 
The  deed  will  come  out, 'tis  worse  than  a  morder, 
I  fear  't  will  never  be  hid. 

Phi.  Away,  do  jour  endeavour,  and  dispatch, 
wench.  [Es.  Violetta  and  Amsaldo. 
I  Ve  thought  upon  a  way  of  certain  safety. 
And  I  may  keep  him  while  I  have  liim,  too. 
Without  suspkion  now :  I  've  heard  o'  th'  like: 


A  gentleman,  that  for  a  lady's  love  Air 

Was  thought  six  months  her  woman,  tenlMMB 
In  her  own  garments,  and,  she  being  a 
Lay  night  by  night  with  her  in  way  of. 
Marry,  in  conclusion,  match  they  did  ti 

Enter  Brandino  with  a  writittg. 

Would  I  *d  a  copy  of  the  same  conclisioii^ 
He  's  come  himself  now ;  if  thou  be  *st  a ! 

wench, 

Be  fortunate  in  thy  speed,  I  '11  delay  timt 
With  all  the  means  I  can. — Oh,  welcome, dj^^ 

Bran.  1  'II  speak  to  you  anon,  wife,  aaiMjl 
you  shortly,  _ 

I  'm  very  busy  yet :  Cocksey-down^  meaAeffg^ 
Her  manor-house  at  Well^un. 

Phi.  What 's  that,  good  sir  ?  ^' ^ 

Bran.  The  widow's,  your  sweet  sistef^t  Al^ 
of  gift; 
She  's  made  all  her  estate  over  to  me,  wenfHl 
She  '11  be  too  hard  tor  'em  all:  and  now  fH^' 

buss  me ; 
Good  luck  after  thieves'  liandsd.  '  . 

Phi.  Oh 'tis  happy  sir,  7' 

You  have  him  fast.  ♦■ 

Bran.  1  ha*  laid  him  safe  enough,  wenc^  ^^ 

Phi.  I  was  so  lost  in  joy  at  the  report  o«^ 
I  quite  forgot  one  thing  to  tell  Martino.         *, 

Bran.  What  *s  that,  sweet  blood? 

Phi.  He,  and  his  villains,  sir, 
Robb'd  a  sweet  gentlewoman  last  night. 

Bran,  A  gentlewoman  ? 

PAi.. Nay,  most  uncivilly,  and  baseljr  ^1^1 
her,  sir. 

Bran.  Oh,  barbarous  slaves ! 

Phi.  1  was  ev'n  (ain  for  woman*hood's  94h% 
(  Alas)  and  charity's,  to  receive  her  in,  . 

And  clothe  her  poor  wants  in  a  suit  of  roim^^ 

Bran.  T  was  most  religiously  done:  I  t^ 
for  her. 
Who  have  I  brought  to  see  thee,  think'st  4kl)k 
woman  ? 

Phi.  Nay,  sir,  I  know  not. 

Bran.  Guess,  I  pr*ythee  heartily : 
An  enemy  of  thine. 

Phi.  That  I  ho[^  you  have  not,  sir. 

Bran.  But  all  was  done  in  jest :  he  cries  dM 
mercy. 
Francisco,  sirrah. 

Phi.  Oh,  I  think  not  on  him. 

Bran.  That  letter  was  but  w]it  to  try  thy  ooi^ 
stancy: 
He  confess'd  all  to  me. 

Phi.  Juy  on  him,  sir. 

Enter  Francisco. 

So  for  am  I  firom  malice,  look  yon,  sir. 
Welcome,  sweet  signior;   but  I  'II  never  ti«t 
you,  sir. 


■^  YOUw  »aiMtff«--See  Note  25  to  AVmmuar,  Dodidcy's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  VII.  p.  156,  edit  1780. 
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.  9rm,  Faith,  I  'm  beholden  to  thee,  wife,  for 

thb. 
J^  MethJuksy  I  enter  now  this  house  with 
joy, 
ftnit  peace,  and  qoietness  of  conscience ; 
I|||Rr  no  guilty  blush  upon  my  cheek, 
At  A  sio  stampt  last  midnight:  I  can  talk  now 
WtA  tijat  kiod  man,  and  not  abuse  him  inwardly, 
Ml  any  scornful  thought  made  of  his  shame. 

Enter  Mabtivo. 

Wit  a  sweet  bein^  is  an  honest  mind ! 
klfteaks  neace  to  itself,  and  all  mankind* 
Iran.  Martino! 


Mar.  Master! 
Bran. 


'an.  There 's  another  robbery  done,  sirrah, 
%  the  same  party. 

Mar,  What?  your  worship  mocks, 
fhier  correction. 

JfM.  I  forgot  to  tell  thee; 
■trobb'd  a  lovely  gentle womnn. 
^jifar.  O  pagan ! 

Vk  fellow  will  be  stonM  to  death  with  pipkins; 
«br  women  in  the  suburbs  will  so  maul  him 
mil  broken  cruses,  and  pitchers  without  ears; 
'lb will  never  die  alive,  that 's  my  opinion. 

^er  Ahsaldo  (of  Martia)  and  Violetta. 

thi  Look  you,  ,youi  judgments,  gentlemen, 
your's  especially, 
Pplior  Francisco,  whose  mere  object  now 
-9  Woman  at  these  years;  that 's  the  eye-saint, 

I  know, 
WHigst  young  gallants  t  husband,  you  have  a 
^_  elimpse  too : 

pi  offer  haltan  eye,  as  old  as  you  are. 
^an.  By  V  lady,  better,  wench :  an  eye  and 
a  half,  I  trow, 
I  Mpuld  be  sorry  else. 

£Ai.  What  think  you  now,  sirs, 
9 \  not  a  goodly  manly  gentlewoman  ? 
J^«.  ^Efshrew  my  heart  else,  wife ; 
Aigr  soft  a  little,  signior,  you  *re  but  my  guest; 

remember 
Vm  niaster  of  the  house,  I  Ml  have  the  6rst  bi«s. 
JrAi.  But,  husband,  'tis  the  courtesy  of  all 
places 
To  five  a  stranger  ever  the  first  bit. 
Bran,  In  woodcock  or  so;  but  there  H  no 
heed  to  be  taken  in  mutton :  . 
We  commonly  fall  so  roundly  to  tliat,  we  forget 

ourselves. 
I  'a  sorry  for  thy  fortune,  but  thou  Vt  weloome, 
lady. 
Mar,  My  master  kisses,  as  I  *ve  heard  a  hack- 
ney-coachman 
Cbetir  up  his  mare ;  chap,  chap. 
Bran,  I  have  him  fast,  lady,  and  he  shall  lie 

by  't  close. 
dm.  You  cannot  do  me  a  greater  pleasure, 
sir. 


\  somewhat  whbpers 


Bran.  I  'm  hfmily  glad  on  't. 

Fran.  Methinks,  there  's  some 
in  my  soul. 

This  is  the  hour  I  must  begin  mv  acquaintance 
With  honest  love,  and  banish  all  loose  thoughts; 
My  fate  speaks  to  me  tirom  the  modest  eye 
Of  yon  sweet  K^ntlewuman. 

Phi.  Wench,  wench ! 

Vio.  Pish,  hold  in  your  breath,  mistress; 
If  you  be  seen  to  laugh,  you  'U  spoil  all  pre* 

sently; 
I  keep  it  in  with  all  the  might  I  have — i — pub. 

Ans.  Pray  what  young  gentleman  's  that,  sir  I 

Bran*  An  honest  boy,  i*  faith. 
And  came  of  a  good  kind:   cio  'st  like  hias,^ 

lady^ 
I  would  thou  hadst  him,  and  thou  beest  not  pro- 
mised; 
He 's  worth  ten  thousand  dollars. 

Vio.  By  this  light,  mistress,  my  master  will  ga 
near  to  make  a  match  anon ;  methinks  I  dream 
of  admirable  sport,  mistress. 

Phi.  Peace;  thou  art  a  drab. 

Bran,  Come  hither  now,  Francisco : 
I  've  known  the  time  I  've  bad  a  better  stonuuih; 
Now  I  can  dine  with  lookins;  upon  meat. 

Fran,  That  face  deserv'd  a  better  fortune, 
lady, 
Than  last  night's  rudeness  shew*d. 

Ant.  We  cannot  be 
Our  choosers,  sir,  in  our  own  destiny. 

Fran.  I  return  better  pleas*d,  than  when  I 
went. 

Mar,  And  could  that  beastly  imp  rob  you, 
forsooth? 

Ans.  Most  true,  forsooth. 
I  will  not  altogether,  sir,  disgrace  you. 
Because  you  look  half  like  a  gentleman. 

Mar.  And.  that  *s  the  motlier's  half. 

Ans.  There's  my  hand  for  you. 

Mar,  I  swear  you  could  not  give  me  any  thing 
I  love  better,  a  hand  sets  me  my  living; 
Oh  sweet  lemon-peel  T 

Fran.  May  I  request  a  modest  word  or  two, 
lad/. 
In  private  with  you  I 

Ans.  Withme^  sir? 

Fran.  To  make  it  sure  froaa  aU  suspect  of  in* 

j"^» 
Or  unbeseeming  privacy,  which  Heaven  knows 
Is  not  my  aim  now,  I  'II  intreai  thi»  gentlemaa 
For  an  ear-witness  unto  all  our  contorence. 
Ans,  Why  so;  lara  content,  sir. 

[Exenni  Francisco  and  AvsaldOw 
Bran,  So  am  I,  lady. 

Mar,  Oh,  master,  here  *s  a  rare  bedfellow  for 
my  mistress  to-uight ; 
For  you  know  we  must  boih  oat  of  town  ag^, 
«    Bran.  That 's  true,  Mnrtino. 

Mar,  1  do  but  think  how  thef  11  lie  telling  of 
tales  together. 
The  prettiebt ! 

Bran.  The  pretdest,  indeeA 


501 


THE  WIDOW. 


[JoirsoH,  ftc. 


Mmr,  Their  tongues  will  never  '^  lin  wagging, 

master. 
Bran.  Never,  Martino,  never.  [Exeunt, 

Phi.  Take  heed  you  be  not  heard. 
Vio.  I  fear  you  most,  mistress. 
Phi.  Me,  fool?  ha^ba. 
Vio.  Why  look  you,  mistress:   faith  you  Ve 

faulty,  ha,  ha. 
Phi,  Well  said,  i*  faith;  where  lies  the  fault 

now,  gossip  ? 
Vio,  Oh,  for  a  husband;   I  shall  burst  with 
laughing  else : 
This  house  is  able  to  spoil  any  maid. 

Phi,  I  Ml  be  revenged  now  soundly  of  Francisco, 
For  failing  me  when  time  was. 

Vio.  Are  you  there,  mistress  ?  I  thought  you 
would  not  forget  that ; 
However,  a  good  turn  disappointed  is  ever  the 

last  thing 
That  a  woman  forgives ;  she  '11  scarce  do 't  when 

she  *s  speechless ; 
Nay,  though  she  hold  up  her  whole  hand  for  all 

other  injuries, 
She  11  foreive  that  but  with  one  finger. 

PAi  I  Ml  vex  his  heart  as  much  as  he  mock'd 

mine. 
Vio.  But  that  may  marr  your  hopes  too,  if  our 
gentlewoman  be  known  to  be  a  man. 

Phi.  Not  as  I  Ml  work  it ; 
I  would  not  lose  this  sweet  revenge,  methinks, 
For  a  whole  fortnight  of  the  old  man's  absence. 
Which  is  the  sweetest  benefit  next  to. this. 

Enter  Ansaldo. 

Why  how  now,  sir,  what  course  take  you  for 

laughing  ? 
We  are  undone  for  one. 

Ans.  Faith  with  great  pain 
Stifle  it,  and  keep  it  in :  I  ha'  no  receipt  for  it. 
But,  pray,  in  sadness,  say,  what  is  the  gentleman  ? 
I  never  knew  his  like  for  tedious  urgings ; 
He  will  receive  no  answer. 

Phi,  Would  he  would  not,  sir. 

Ans,  Says  I  'm  ordain'd  for  him :  merely  for 
him; 
And  that  his  wiving  fate  speaks  in  me  to  him : 
Will  force  on  me  a  jointure  speedily 
Of  some  seven  thousand  dollars. 

Phi,  Would  thou  had'st  'em,  sir :  I  know  he 
can  if  he  will. 

Am.  For  wond'rous  pity,  what  is  this  gentle- 
man? 

Phi,  'Faith,  shall  I  tell  you,  sir? 
One  that  Would  make  an  excellent  honest  husband 
For  her  that 's  a  just  maid  at  oue-and-twenty ; 
For  on  tey  cobscience  he  has  his  maidenhead  yet. 

Ans.  Fie,  out  upon  him,  beasC 

Phi,  Sir,  if  you  love  roe, 
Qive  way  but  to  one  thing  I  shall  request  of  you. 


Ans.  Your  courtesies,  you  know,  may  lay  coo- 
roands  on  me.  [leot 

Phit  Then,  at  his  next  sollicitings,  let  a  coo- 
Seem  to  come  from'  you ;    't  will  make  noUe 

*  sport,  sir : 
We  '11  set  jointure  and  all ;  but  you  must  bcsr 
Yourself  most  aflable  to  all  his  purposes. 
Ans.  I  can  do  that. 
Phi.  Aye,  and  take  heed  of  laughing. 

Enter  Fbavcisco. 

Ans.  I  've  'bide  the  worst  of  that  alreid;, 
lady. 

Phi.  Peace,  set  your  countenance  then;ibr 
here  he  comes. 

Fran.  There  is  no  middle  continent  in  tfaa 
passion ; 
I  feel  it  here,  it  must  be  love  or  death  ; 
It  was  ordain'd  for  one. 

Phi.  Signior  Francisco, 
I  'm  sorry 't  was  your  fortune,  in  my  house,  £', 
To  have  so  violent  a  stroke  come  to  jou : 
The  gentlewoman  's  a  stranger;  pray  be  cons* 

sell'd,  sir. 
Till  you  hear  further  of  her  friends  and  portioii 

Fran.  'Tis  only  but  her  love  that  T  desire; 
She  comes  most  rich  in  that. 

Phi.  But  be  advis*d  though ; 
I  think  she  's  a  rich  heir,  but  see  the  pnM>f»  sir, 
Before  you  make  her  such  a  generous  jointuie. 

Fran.  'Tis  mine,  and  I  wiH  do  it. 

Phi,  She  shall  be  your's  too, 
If  I  may  rule  her,  then. 

Fran.  You  speak  all  sweetness. 

Phi.  She  likes  your  person  well^  I  tell  yoo  » 
much. 
But  take  no  note  I  said  so. 

Fran,  Not  a  word.  [scrtfU, 

Phi,  Come,  lady,  come,  the  gentleman's  (k* 
And,  o'  my  conscience,  honest. 

Ans.  Blame  me  not,  I  am  a  maid,  and  fearisl 

Fran.  Never  truth  came  perfecter  from  ov- 

Phi.  Give  her  a  lip-taste, 

Enter  Bran di no  and  Martino. 

That  she  herself  may  praise  it. 

Bran.  Yea,  a  match,  i'  faith :   My  house  it 
lucky  for  'em. 
Now,  Martino. 

Mar.  Master,  the  widow  has  the  day. 

Bran,  The  day ! 

Mar,  She 's  overthrown  my  youngster. 

Bran.  Precious  tidings. 
Clap  down  four  woodcocks  more. 

Mar,  They  're  all  at  hand,  sir. 

Bran,  What,  both  her  adversaries  too  ? 

Enter  Valeria,  Ricardo,  and  two  Suit4)rL 
Mar,  They  're  come,  sir. 
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Bran.  Go^  bid  the  cook  serve  in  two  geese  in 

a  dish. 
Mar,  I  like  your  conceit,  master^  bejond  ut- 
terance. 
Bran*  Welcome,  sweet  sister;  which  is  the 
man  must  have  you  ? 
I M  welcome  no  body  else. 
Ut  Suit.  Come  to  me  then,  sir. 
Bran,  Are  you  be,  i'  faith,  my  chain  of  gold  ? 

I  'm  glad  on  't. 
Val,  I  wonder  you  can  have  the  face  to  fol- 
low me. 
That  have  so  prosecuted  things  against  me^ 
But  I  ha'  resolv'd  myself,  'tis  done  to  spight  me. 
Ric,  O  dearth  of  truth  ! 
9d  Suii,  Nay,  do  not  spoil  thy  hair : 
Hold,  hold  I  say,  I  'II  get  thee  a  widow  some- 
where. 
Ric,  If  hand  and  faith  be  nothing  for  a  cfon- 
tract. 
What  shall  man  hope  ? 

2d  Suit,  Twas  wont  to  be  enough,  honey, 
When  there  was  honest  meaning  amongst  wi- 
dows ; 
But  since  your  bribes  came  in,  'tis  not  allow*d 
A  contract  without  gifts  to  bind  it  fast; 
Every  thing  now  must  have  a  selling  first  j 
Do  I  corae  near  you,  widow  ? 

Val.  No,  indeed,  sir. 
Nor  ever  shall,  I  hope :  and,  for  your  comfort, 

sir. 
That  sought  all  means  t'  entrap  me  for  my  wealth. 
Had  law  unfortunately  put  you  upon  me, 
Yoa  had  lost  your  labour,  all  your  aim  and 

hopes,  sir : 
Here  stands  the  honest  gentleman  my  brother, 
To  whom  I  've  made  a  deed  of  gift  of  all. 
Bran,  Aye,  that  she  has,  i'  faith,  I  thank  her, 
gentlemen ; 
Look  vou  here,  sirs. 

Val,  I  must  not  look  for  pleasures. 
That  give  more  grief  if  they  prove  false,  or  fail  us, 
Than  ever  they  gave  joy. 
1st  Suit,  Have  you  serv'd  me  so,  widow  ? 
id  Suit.  I  'm  glad  thou  hast  her  not;  laugh 

at  him,  honey ;  ha,  ha. 
Val,  I  must  take  one  that  loves  me  for  myself: 
Here's  an  old  gentleman  looks  not  after  wealth. 
But  virtue,  manners,  and  conditions. 
Ul  Suii.  Yes,  by  my  faith :  I  must  have  lord- 
ships too,  widow. 
Val,  How,  sir? 

Ut  Suit.  Your  manners,  virtue,  and  conditions, 
widow, 
Are  pretty  things  within  doors ;  I  like  well  on 

em: 
Bat  I  roust  have  somewhat  without,  lying,  or 

being 
In  the  tenure  or  occupation  of  Mr  sach-a-cne : 

ha! 
'Hiose  are  find  things  indeed. 
Val,  Why,  sir,  you  swore  to  me  it  was  for 
iove. 

VOL.  lU. 


tst  Suii,  True;  but  there  's  two  words  to  a 
bargain,  ever. 
All  the  world  over ;  and  if  love  be  one, 
I  'm  sure  money  's  the  other;  'tis  no  bargain 

else; 
Pardon  me,  I  must  dine  as  well  as  sup,  widow. 

Val.  Cry  mercy,  I  mistook  you  all  this  while, 
sir; 
It  was  this  antient  gentleman  indeed, 
Whom  I  crave  pardon  on. 

2d  Suit.  What  of  roe,  widow  ? 

Val.  Alas,  I  have  wronged  you,  sir;  'twas  you 
that  swore 
You  lov'd  me  for  myself! 

2d  Suit.  By  ray  troth,  but  I  did  not: 
Come,  father  not  your  lyes  upon  me,  widow : 
I  love  you  for  yourself  1  spit  at  me,  gentlemen. 
If  ever  I  'd  such  a  thought :  fetch  me  in  jividow ! 
You  '11  find  your  reach  too  short. 

Val.  Why,  you  have  enough,  you  say. 

2d  Suit,  Aye,  but  I  will  liave  my  humour  too; 
you  never  think  of  that ;  they  're  coach-horses, 
they  go  together  still. 

Vcu,  Whom  should  a  widow  trust  ?  I  .'11  swear 
'twas  one  of  you 
That  made  me  believe  so:  'mass,  think  'twas 

you,  sir. 
Now  I  remember  me. 

Ric,  I  swore  too  much. 
To  be  believed  so  little. 

Val.  Was  it  you  then  ? 
Beshrew  my  heart  for  wronging  of  you. 

Ric.  Welcome  blessing ; 
Are  you  mine  faithfully  now  ? 

Val.  As  love  can  make  me. 

1st  Suit,  Why,  this  fills  the  commonwealth  so 
full  of  beggars. 
Marrying  for  loVe,  which  none  of  mine  shall  do. 

Val,  But,  now  I  think  on  't,  we  must  part 
again,  sir. 

Ric,  Again  ? . 

Val,  You  're  in  debt,  and  I,  in  doubt  of  all, . 
Left  myself  nothing  too ;  we  must  not  hold ; 
Want  on  both  sides  makes  all  affection  cold ; 
I  shall  not  keep  you  from  that  gentleman ; 
You  '11  be  his  more  than  mine ;  and,  when  he 

list, 
He  'II  make  you  lie  from  me  in  some  sour  prison ; 
Then  let  him  take  you  now  for  altogether,  sir; 
For  he  that 's  mine,  shall  be  all  mine,  or  nothing. 

Rdc.  I  never  felt  the  evil  of  my  debts, 
'Till  this  afflicting  minute. 

2d  Suit,  1  '11  be  mad  once  in  my  days :  I  have 
enough  to  cure  me,  and  I  will  have  my  humour ; 
they  re  now  but  desperate  debts  again,  I  never 
look  for  'em. 

And  ever  since  I  knew  what  malice  was, 
I  always  held  it  sweeter  to  sow  mischief. 
Than  to  receive  money ;  'tis  the  finer  pleasure. 
I  '11  give  him  in  his  bonds  as  't  were  in  pity 
To  make  the  match,  and  bring  'em  both  to  beg- 

gary: 
Then  will  they  never  agree;  that 's  a  sure  point. 

3S 
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He  ^1  pre  ber  a  black  eye  within  these  three 

days, 
Beat  half  her  teeth  out  by  Alhnllontide, 
And  break  the  little  houshold-stuflf  they  have, 
With  throwing  at  one  another :  O,  sweet  sport ! 
Come,  widow,  come,  1 11  try  your  honesty. 
Here  to  my  honey  y'  have  made  many  proffers, 
I  fear  they  're  all  but  tricks :  here  are  his  debts, 

gentlemen  : 
How  I  came  by  'era  I  know  best  myself. 
Take  him  before  us  faithfully  for  your  husband, 
And  he  shall  tear 'em  all  before  your  face,  widow. 
VaL  Else  may  all  faith  refuse  me. 
2rf  Suii,  Tear  'em,  honey, 
Tis  firm  in  law,  a  consideration  given : 
What,  with  thy  teeth  ?  thou  'It  shortly  tear  her  so, 
That  's  all  my  hope,  thou  'd'st  never  bad  'em 

else. 
I  've  enoush,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 
Ric.  I  'm  now  at  liberty,  widow. 
VaL  I  '11  be  so  too. 
And  then  I  come  to  tliee :  give  me  this  from  you, 
brother. 
Bran.  Hold  sister :  sister. 
VaL  Look  you,  the  deed  of  gifb,  sir ;  I  *m  as 
free: 
He  that  has  me,  has  all,  and  thou  art  he. 
Both  Suit.  How's  that? 
VaL  You're  bob'd,  'twas  but  a  deed  in  trust. 
And  all  to  prove  thee,  whom  I  have  found  most 
just. 
jBran.  I  'm  bob'd  among  the  rest  too :  I  'd 
have  sworn 
T  had  been  a  thing  for  me  and  my  heirs  for 

ever; 
If  I  M  but  got  it  up  to  the  black  box  above, 
I  had  been  past  redemption. 
Ist  Suit,  How  am  I  cheated  ! 
9d  Suit,  I  hope  you  'U  have  the  conscience 

now  to  pay  me,  sir. 
Ric,  Oh,  wicked  man,  sower  of  strife  and 
envy,  open  not  thy  lips. 
iUlSuit,  How,  how  's  this? 
Ric.  Thou  hast  no  charge  at  all^  no  child  of 
thine  own, 
But  two  thou  got^st  once  of  a  scourins;*woman. 
And  they  are  both  well  provided  for,  they're 

i'  th'  hospital : 
Thou  hast  ten  thousand  pound  to  bury  thee, 
Hang  thyself  when  thou  wilt,  a  slave  go  with  thee. 
2d  Suit.  I  'm  gone,  my  goodness  comes  all 
out  together. 
I  have  enough,  but  I  have  not  my  humour. 

Enter  Vjoletta. 

Vio,  O  master,  gentlemen:   and  you,  sweet 
widow, 
I  think  you  are  no  forwarder  yet,  I  know  not. 
If  ever  yon  be  sure  to  laugh  again. 
Now  isthe  time. 

VaL  Why,  what 's  the  matter,  wench  I 

Vio.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Bran,  Speak,  speak. 


Vio.  Ha,  a  marriage,  a  marriage ;  I  csnoot 
tell 't  for  laughins; :  ha,  he. 

Bran.  A  marriage ;  do  you  make  that  & 
laughing  matter  ? 

Enter  Francisco  and  Ansaldo. 

Vio.  Ha :  aye,  and  you  '11  make  it  so  wbei 
you  know  nil. 
Ilere  they  con)e,  here  they  come,  one  mao  mu' 
ried  to  another. 

VaL  How  !  man  to  man  ? 

Vio.  Aye,  man  to  man,  i'  faith. 
There  '11  be  good  sport  at  night  to  briDg'effl 

both  to  bed; 
Do  you  see  'em  now,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

1st  Suit.  My  daughter  Martia  ! 

Ans.  Oh,  my  father !  your  love  and  psrdoni 
sir. 

VaL  nris  she  indeed,  gentlemen. 

Ans.  I  have  been  disobedient,  I  confess, 
Unto  your  mind,  and  Heaven  has  punish'd  me 
With  much  affliction  since  I  fled  your  sight; 
But  finding  reconcilement  from  above 
In  peace  of  heart;  the  next  I  hope  's  your  lore 

lit  Suit.  1  cannot  but  forgive  tbee,  now  I  sev 
thee. 
Thou  fled'st  a  happy  fortune  of  an  old  man; 
But  Francisco  's  of  a  noble  family. 
Though  he  be  somewhat  spent. 

Fran.  I  lov'd  her  not,  sir. 
As  she  was  your's,  for  1  protest  I  knew  't  not, 
But  for  lierselF,  sir,  and  her  own  deserviogs, 
Which,  had  you  been  as  foul  as  you've  been 

spightful, 
I  should  have  lov'd  in  her. 

tst  Suit.  Well,  hold  your  prating,  sir, 
You  're  not  like  to  lose  by  't. 

PhL  Oh,  Violetta,  who  shall  laugh  at  os  nov.' 

Vio.  The  child  unborn,  mistress. 

Ans.  Be  good. 

Fran.  Be  honest. 

Ans.  Heaven  will  not  let  you  sin,  and  yon'd 
be  careful. 

Fran.  Whatmeans  it  sends  to  help  yoo!  think 
and  mend. 
You  '^e  as  much  bound  as  we  to  praise  tbatfrieflii. 

Phi,  I  am  so,  and  I  will  so. 

Ans,  Marry  you  speedily. 
Children  tame  you,  you  '11  die  like  a  wild  beatf 
else. 

Vio.  Aye,  by  my  troth  should  I.    I  're  moch 
ado  to  forbear 
Laughing  now,  more's  my  hard  fortune. 

Enter  Maetino. 

Mar.  O,  master,  mistress,  and  yoa  gentles  «11; 
To  horse,,  to  horse  presently,  if  you  mean  to  do 
your  country  any  service. 

Bran.  Art  not  asham'd,  Martino,  to  talk  °^ 
horsing  so  openly. 
Before  young  married  couples,  thus. 
Mar,  It  does  concern  the  common-wealth  ibb 
me, 
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Aud  jou,  master,  and  all  {  tbe  thieves  are  taken. 

Ans.  What  saj^'st,  Mnrtino  ? 

Mar,  Law,  here  *»  common-wealth's  men, 
The  man  of  art,  master,  that  cupt  your  eyes. 
Is  proved  an  arrant  rascal ;  and  his  man 
Thatdrei/f  my  topth,  an  wcellent  purse-drawer; 


I  felt  no  pain  in  that,  it  went  insensiblj. 
Such  notable  villanies  are  confest ! 

Bran,  Stop  there,  sir : 
We  *U  have  tim©  for  them :  Come,  gentle-folks. 
Take  a  slight  meal  with  us:  but  the  bestchear 
Is  perfect  joy,  and  that  we  wish  all  here 

[Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE, 


Stay,  stay,  sir;  I  'm  as  hungry  of  my  widow, 
As  you  can  be  upon  your  maid,  believe  it ; 
But  we  must  come  to  our  desires  in  order, 
There  *8  duties  to  be  paid,  ere  we  go  further; 
He  that  without  your  likings  leaves  thb  place, 
It  like  one  falls  to  meat,  and  forgets  grace. 


And  that 's  not  handsome,  trust  me,  no, 

Our  rights  being  paid,  and  your  loves  understood. 

My  widow,  and  my  meat,  then  does  me  good  ; 

I  ha'  no  money,  wench,  I  told  thee  true, 
For  my  report,  pray  let  her  bear 't  from  you. 
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SCENA  PRIMA. 

AvTONio,  and  Delio,  Bosola,  Cardinally 

• 

Del,  You  nre  wel-come  to  your  coui^try  (deere 
Antonio) 
You  have  been  long  in  France,  and  you  returae 
A  very  fbrmall  French-man  in  your  habit. 
How  do  you  like  the  French  court  ? 

ilnt.  I  admire  it, 
In  seeking  to  reduce  both  state  and  people 
To  a  fix'd  order,  there  judicious  king 
Begios  at  home  :  quits  first  bis  roysdl  pallace 
Of  flattring  sicophants,  of  dissolute, 
And  infamous  persons,  which  he  sweetly  termes 
His  Masters  master-peece  (the  work  of  Heaven), 
Considering  duely,  that  a  princes  court 
Is  like  a  common  fountaine,  whence  should  flow, 
Pare  silver  drops  in  generall :  but  if 't  chance 
Some  curs'd  example  poyson  't  neare  the  head. 
Death,  and  diseases  through  the  whole  land 

spread. 
And  what  i$  't  makes  this  blessed  government. 
But  a  most  provident  councell,  who  dare  freely 
Informe  him,  the  eorruption  of  the  times  ? 
Though  some  o'  th'  court  hold  it  presumption 
To  instruct  princes  what  they  ought  to  do. 
It  is  a  noble  duety  to  informe  tliem 
What  they  ought   to    fore-see:    Here  comes 

The  only  court-gall :  yet  I  observe  his  rayling 

Is  not  for  simple  love  of  piety  : 

Indce<l  he  rayles  at  those  things  which  he  w^nts, 

WoaW  be  as  leacherous,  covetous,  or  proud, 

Bloody,  or  envious,  as  any  man. 

If  he  \aA  meanes  to  be  so :  Here 's  the  Cardinall. 

Hoi.  I  do  haunt  you  still. 

Card,  So. 

Hoc.  I  have  done  you 
Better  service  than  to  be  slighted  thus : 
Miserable  age,  where  only  the  reward 
Of  doing  well,  is  the  doing  of  it. 

Card,  You  iiiforce  your  merit  too  much. 


Bos,  I  fell  into  the  gallies  in  your  service. 
Where,  for  two  yeeres  together,  I  wore  twt 

towels  instead  of 
A  shirt,  with  a  knot  on  the  shoulder,  after  the 

fashion  of  a 
Romane  mantle:  slighted  thus?   I  will  thrive 

some  way : 
Black-birds  fatten  best  in  hard  weather:  why 

not  I, 
In  these  dogge  dayes  ? 

Card,  Would  you  could  become  honest. 
Bo$.  With  all  your  divinity,  do  but  direct  me 

the  way  to  it,  I 
Have  knowne  many  travell  farre  for  it,  and  yet 

returne  ^ 
Arrant  knaw*s,  as  they  went  forth;   because 

they  carried 
Themselves  alwayes  alopg  with  them.    Are  yoa 

gon? 
Some  fellowes  (they  say)  are  possessed  with  the 

divell, 
But  this  great  fellow  were  able  to  possesse  the 

greatest 
Divell,  and  make  him  worse. 

Ant,  He  hath  denied  thee  some  suit  ? 

Bos,  He,-  and  his  brother,  are  like  plum-trees 

(that  grow  crooked 
Over  standiug-pooles);  they  are  rich,  and  ore- 
laden  with 
Fruit,  but  none  but  crowes,  pyes,  and  cater-pil- 

lers  feede 
On  them :    could  I  be  one  of  their  flattring 

panders,  I 
Would  hang  on  their  eares  tike  a  hors-lcech,  till 

I  were  full,  and 
Then  drop  off:  I  pray  leave  me. 
Who  would  relie  upon  these  miserable  depen- 
dances,  in  expection  to  be  advanc*d  to  morr 
row  ?  What  creature  ever  fed  worse,  than  hop- 
ing Tantalus?  nor  ever  died  any  man  more  feaJ^- 
fijlly,  than  he  that  hop'd  for  a  pardon.  There 
are  rewards  for  hawks,  and  dogges,  when  they 
have  done  ns  service ;  but  for  a  souldier  that 
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bazardg  his  liinbes  in  a  battaile,  nothing  hot  a 
kiode  of  geometry  is  his  last  sopportation. 
Del.  Geometry  ? 
Bos,  I,  to  hang  in  a  fair  pair  of  slings,  take 

his  latter  swinge  in  tbe 
World,  upon  a  honorable  paire  of  crowtches, 

from  hospitall 
To  hospitall :  fare  ye  well,  sir.    And  yet  do  not 

yoo  scorn  us ;  for 
Places  in  the  court  are  hut  like  heds  in  the 

hospital!,  where  tliis 
Mans  head  lies  at  that  mans  foot,  and  so  lower 

and  lower. 
Del,  I  kn^^w  this  fellow  (seven  yeeres)  in  tlie 

gallies, 
For  a  notorious  murther,  and  't  was  thought 
The  Cttrdinall  subborn'd  it :  he  was  releas  d 
By  the  French  general!  (Gaston  de  Foyx) 
When  he  recover*d  Naples. 

Ant.  Tis  great  pity 
)Ie  should  be  thus  neglected ;  I  hare  heard 
He  's  very  valiant :  this  foule  melanchoUy 
Will  poison  all  his  goodnesse,  for  (i'le  tell  you) 
If  too  immoderate  sleepe  be  truly  said 
To  he  an  inward  rust  unto  the  soule ; 
Jt  tlien  d/otb  follow,  want  of  action 
Breeds  all  blacke  male-contents,  and  their  close 

rearing 
(Like  roothes  in  cloth)  doe  hurt  for  want  of  wear- 
ing. 

SCENA  n. 

Amtonio,  Delio,  FERDJNAND,Car<fttta/,  Dtt^cA- 
etse,  Castruchio,  Silvio,  Rodorico,  Gri- 

80LAN,  BOSOLA,  JuLIA,  CaRIOLA. 

DeU  The  presence  'gins  to  fill :  you  promised 
me 
To  make  me  the  partaker  of  the  natures 
Of  some  of  your  great  courtiers. 

Ant*  The  lord  cardinals 
And  other  strangers,  that  are  now  in  court, 
I  shall :  here  comes  the  ^reat  Calabrian  duke, 

Fer,  Who  tooke  the  nog  olbiest  ? 

Sil,  Antonio  Bologna  (my  lord). 

Fer.  Our  sister  dutchesse  great  master  of  her 
houshold  ? 
Give  him  tlie  jewell :  when  shall  we  leave  thb 

sportive-action, 
jAnd  Jail  to  action  inde^  ? 

Ca$,  Methinkes  (my  lord) 
You  should  desire  to  go  to  war,  in  person. 

Fer,  Now,  for  some  gravity :  why  (my  lord)  ? 

Cat.  It  is  fitting  a  souTdier  arise  to  he  a  prince, 
hut  not  necessary 
A  prince  descend  to  he  a  captaine? 

Fer.  No? 

Cfli.  No,  (my  lord), 
Pe  were  far  better  to  doe  it  by  a  deputy. 

Fer,  Why  should  he  not  as  well  sleeps  or  eat 
by  a  deputy  ?  [from  him, 

This  might  take  idle,  oSensive,  and  base  office 
WbeieM^ilte  ptl^er  i:epriyes  him  of  honor. 


Ca$,  Beleeve  my  experience :  that  realse  ii 
never  long  in  quiet. 
Where  the  ruler  is  a  souldier. 

Fer.  I'hou  toldst  me 
Thy  wife  could  not  indure  fighting. 

Cos,  True  (my  lord). 

Fer.  And  of  a  jest  she  broke  of  a  captaine^ 
She  met  full  of  wounds:  I  have  forgot  it. 

Cat.  She  told  him  (my  lord)  he  was  api(tiiiill 
fellow,  to  lie, 
like  the  children  of  Isinael,  all  in  tents. 

Fer.  Why,  there  's  a  wit  were  able  to  oodoe 
All  the  chyrurgeons  o'  th*  city ;  for  alchoofb 
GaUanta  should  quarrell,  and  had  drawo  tbeir 

weapons. 
And  were  ready  to  go  to  it :  yet  her  perswanooi 

would 
Make  them  put  up. 

Cat,  That  she  would  (my  lord)  : 
How  do  you  like  my  Spanish  gennit? 

Rod.  He  is  all  fire. 

Fer.  I  am  of  Pliney's  opinion,  I  think  be  was 
begot  by  tlie  wind. 
He  runs  as  if  he  were  ballass'd  with  qaick-siirer. 

SU.  True  (my  lord),  he  reelesfrom  the  tilt-olteo. 

fer.  Why  do  you  laugh  ?  methinks  yon  tint 
are  courtiers 
Should  be  my  touch-wood,  take  fire,  wbeo  I  gi^ 

fire; 
That  is,  laugh  when  I  laugh,  were  the  subject 
never  so  wity. 
Cat.  True  (my  lorcl) ;  I  my  seUe  havebeatfl& 
very  good  jest, 
And  have  scom*d  to  seem  to  have  so  silly  a  wi(, 
as  to  understand  it. 
Fer,  But  I  can  laugh  at  your  foole  (my  kird). 
Cat*  Hfi  cannot  speak  (you  know)  bat  be 
makes  faces, 
My  lady  cannot  abide  him. 
Fer.  No? 

Cat.  Nor  endjire  to  be  in  merry  coopffi;: 
for  she  saies 
Too  much  laughing,  and  too  much  coapaoj,fils 

her 
Too  full  of  the  wrinckle. 

Fer.  I  would  then  have  a  matbematicall  in- 
strument made  for 
Her  face,  that  she  might  not  laugh  out  of  cooh 

passe :  I  shall  shortly 
Visit  you  at  MiUaine  (lord  Silvio). 
5i/.  Your  grace  shall  arrive  most  wel-come. 
Fer.  You  are  a  good  horseHnan  (Aatooio); 
you  have  excellent 
Riders  in  France:  what  do  yon  think  of  good 
horse-man-shipi? 
Ant,  Nobly  (my  lord) :  as  out  of  the  6«ecitt 
horse  issued 
Many  fiimous  princes :  so,  oat  of  brave  hone* 
man«6hip,  \fvt^ 

Arise  the  first  sparkes  of  growing  reaolttioo;  tbi^ 
The  mind  to  ooble  action. 
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Ter,  Yoa  have  be-spoalce  it  worthily. 

SiL  Your  brotbery  the  lord  cardinal!,  and  sister 

dutchesse. 
Car,  Are  the  gallies  come  about  ? 
Grw.  They  are  (ray  lord). 
Fer.  Here  *8  the  lord  Silvio,  is  come  to  take 

his  leave. 
DeL  Now  (sir)  your  promise :  what 's  that 
cardinall  ? 
I  meane  his  temper  ?  they  say  he  's  a  brave 

fellow, 
Will  play  his  ive  thousand  crownes  at  tennis, 

daunce, 
Coart  ladies,  and  one  tliat  hath  fought  siogle 
combats. 
Ant,  Some  such  flashes  superficially  hang  on 
him,  for  forme : 
But  observe  his  inward  character :  he  is  a  mel- 

lanchoUy 
Cborcb-man :  the  spring  in  his  face,  is  nothing 

but  the 
Ingendring  of  toades :  where  he  is  jealous  of  any 

man. 
He  laies  worse  plots  for  them,  than  ever  was 

impos'd  on 
fleicoles;  for  he  strewes  in  his  way  flatters, 

panders, 
lotelligeucers,  atheists,  and  a  thousand  such  po- 

liticall 
Monsters :  he  should  have  been  pope :  but  in- 
stead of 
Commiiig  to  it,  by  the  primative  decencie  of  the 

church, 
lie  did  bestow  bribes  so  largely,  and  so  impu- 
dently, as  if  he  would 
Have  carried  it  away  without  Heavens  know- 
ledge.   Some  good  he 
Hath  done. 
Bel,  You  have  given  too  much  of  him :  what 's 

his  brother? 
Ant,  The  duke  there  ?  a  most  perverse,  and 
turbulent  nature ; 
What  appears  in  him  mirth,  is  meerely  outside, 
If  bee  laugh  bartily,  it  is  to  laugh 
All  honesty  out  of  fashion. 
Bel.  Twins. 
Ant,  In  quality : 
Hespeakes  with  others  tongues,  and  heares  m^ns 

suites 
With  others  eares :  will  seeme  to  sleep  o'  th*  bench 
Only  to  intrap  ofleoders  in  their  answers; 
Doomes  men  to  death,  by  information ; 
Howards,  by  heare-say. 

Btl.  Then  the  law  to  him 
« like  a  fowle  black  cob-web  to  a  spider; 
He  makes  it  his  dwelling,  and  a  prison 
To  entangle  those  shall  feed  him. 

Ant.  Most  true : 
He  nevV  payes  debts,  unlesse  they  be  shrew'd 

tumes ; 
And  those  he  will  confesse,  that  he  doth  owe, 
Ijst:  tor  his  brother,  there,  (the  cardinall,)  • 
Ibejr  that  do  flatter  him  most,  say  oracles 


Hang  at  his  lips :  and  verity  I  bdeeve  them : 

For  the  devill  speakes  in  them. 

But  for  their  sister,  (the  right  noble  dutchesse,) 

You  never  fix*d  your  eye  on  tbree/atre  roeddals, 

Cast  in  one  figure,  of  so  different  temper : 

For  her  discourse,  it  is  so  full  of  rapture, 

Yon  only  will  begin,  then  to  be  sorry 

When  she  doth  end  her  speed< ;  and  wish  (in 

wonder) 
She  held  it  lesse  vaine  glory,  to  talke  much. 
Than  your  pennance  to  heare  her:  whilst  shf 

speakes, 
She  throwes  upon  a  man  so  sweet  a  looke^ 
That  it  were  able  raise  one  to  a  galliard 
That  lay  in  a  dead  palsey,  and  to  doate 
On  that  sweet  countenance;'  but  in  that  looke^ 
There  speaketh  so  divine  a  continence. 
As  cuts  off  all  lascivious  and  vaine  hope. 
Her  dayes  are  practisM  in  such  noble  verttie. 
That,  sure  her  nights  (nay  more,  her  very  sleeps,) 
Are  more  in  heaven,  than  other  ladies  shrifts. 
Let  all  sweet  ladies  breake  their  flattring  glasses. 
And  dresse  themselves  in  her. 

Del,  Fie,  Antonio, 
You  play  the  wire-drawer  with  her  commend* 
ations. 

Ant.  I'll  case  the  picture  up :  only  thus  much, 
All  her  particular  worth  growes  to  this  sum : 
She  Staines  the  time  past,  lights  the  time  to  come. 

Cari,  You  must  attend  my  lady  in  the  gallery. 
Some  halfe  an  houre  hence. 

Ant,  I  shall. 

Fer,  Sister,  I  have  a  suit  to  you. 

Dutch,  To  me,  sir  ? 

Fer,  A  gentleman  here;  Daniel  de  Bosola; 
One  that  was  in  the  gallies. 

Dutch,  Yes,  I  know  him. 

Fer,  A  worthy  fellow  h'  is :  pray  let  me  en- 
treat for 
The  provisorship  of  your  horse. 

Dutch,  Your  knowledge  of  him 
Commends  him  and  prefers  him. 

Fer,  Call  him  hither, 
We  now  upon  parting :  Good  lord  Silvio 
Doe  us  commend  to  all  our  noble  friends 
At  the  Leaguer. 

Sil.  Sir,  I  shall. 

Fer,  You  are  for  Millaine? 

iSiY.  I  am. 

Dutch.  Bring  the  carroches:  we'll  bring  you 
downe  to  the  haven. 

Card.  Be  sure  you  entertaine  that  Bosola 

For  your  intelligence :  I  would  not  be  seene  in't ; 

And  therefore  many  times  I  have  slighted  him,  • 

When  he   did  court  our  furtherance;   as  this 

morning. 

Fer,  Antunio,  the  great  master  ofherbous* 
hold. 
Had  beene  farre  fitter. 

Card.  You  are  deceived  in  him ; 
His  nature  is  too  honest  for  such  businesse  *, 
He  comes :  Fll  leave  you. 

Bo§.  I  was  lur'd  to  you. 
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Fer,  My  brother  here  (the  cardinall)  coald 
never  abide  you. 

Bos.  Never  since  he  was  in  my  debt. 

JPer.  May  be  some  oblique  character  io  your 
/ace  made  him  suspect  you  ? 

Bot,  Doth  he  study  pbisiognomy  ? 
There  's  no  more  credit  to  be  give  to  th'  face, 
Than  to  a  sicke  mans  uryn,  which  some  call 
The  physitians  whore,  because  she  cozens  him : 
He  did  suspect  me  wrongfully* 

Fer,  For  that 
Vott  must  give  great  tnen  leave  to  take  their 

times: 
Distrust  doth  cause  us  seldome  be  deceived  : 
You  see,  the  oft  shaking  of  the  cedar-tree 
Fastens  it  more  at  root 

Bos,  Yet  take  heed; 
For  to  suspect  a  friend  unworthily, 
Instructs  him  the  next  way  to  suspect  you^ 
And  prompts  him  to  deceive  you. 

Fcr.  There's  gold. 

Bos.  So. 
What  foUowes?  (Never  raiii'd  such  showrcs  as 

these 
Without  thunderbolts  i'  th*  taile  of  them):  whose 
throat  must  I  cut  ? 

Fer.  Your  inclination  to  shed  blood  rides  poste 
Before  my  occasion  to  use  you :  I  give  you  that 
To  live  i*  th'  court,  here,    and  observe    the 

dutchesse ; 
To  note  all  the  particulars  of  her  behaviour: 
What  ^uitors  do  solicite  her  for  marriage, 
And  whom  she  best  affects:  she  's  a  yong  wi- 
dow : 
rwou)d  not  have  her  marry  againe. 

B^.  No,  sir } 

rtr.  Doe  not  you  aske  the  reason;  but  be 
satisfied : 
1  say  I  would  not. 

Bos.  It  seemes  you  would  create  me 
One  of  your  familiars. 

Ftr.  Familiar?  what's  that? 

Bos.  Why,  a  very  quaint  invisible  divell,  in 
flesh: 
An  intelligencer. 

Fer.  Such  a  kind  of  thriving  thing 
I  would  wish  thee ;  and,  ere  loug,  thou  maist 

arrive 
At  a  higher  place  by 't. 

Bos.  Take  your  clivels 
Which  hell  calls  angek :  these  curs'd  gifts  would 

make 
You  a  corrupter,  roe  an  impudent  traitor; 
And,  should  I  take  these,  they  'H'd  take  me  hell. 

Fer.  Sir,  I'le  take  nothing  from  you  that  I 
have  given : 
There  is  a  place,  that  I  procured  for  you 
This  morning,  (the  provisorship  o'  th*^  horse :) 
Have  you  heard  ont? 

Bos.  No. 

Fer.  'Tis  yours,  is  't  not  worth  thankes  ? 

Bos.  I  would  have  you  curse  your  selfe  now, 
that  your  bounty 


(Which  makes  men  truly  noble)  ere  should  make 
Me  a  villainc :  oh,  that  to  avoid  ingratitude 
For  the  good  deed  you  have  done  me,  I  must  doe 
All  the  ill  ntan  can  invent :  thus  the  diveli 
Candies  all  sinnesore;  and  what  Heaven  tearmci 

vild, 
That  names  he  complementali. 

Fer,  Be  your  selte : 
Keepe  your  old  garbe  of  melanchoUy :    't  wiU 

expresse 
You  envy  those  that  stand  above  your  reach, 
Yet  strive  not  to  come  neere  'em :  this  will  gaise 
Accesse  to  private  lodgings,  where  your  seSe 
May,  like  a  poUitique  dormouse—-  . 

Bos.  As  I  have  seene  some. 
Feed  in  a  lords  dish,  halfe  a  sleepe,  not  seeming 
To  listen  to  any  talke :  and  yet  these  rogues 
Have  cut  his  throat  in  a  dreame :  what 's  mj 

place  ? 
The  provisorship  o*  th*  horse  ?  say  then  my  cofr 

ruption 
Grew  out  of  horse-dung :  I  am  your  creature. 

Fer.  Away. 

Bos,   Let  good  men,  for  good  deeds,  covet 
good  fame. 
Since  place  and  riches  oft  are  bribes  of  sliame; 
Sometimes  the  divell  doth  preach.  [Exit  Bosola. 

Card.  We  are  to  part  from  you ;   and  your 
own  discretion 
Must  now  be  your  director. 

Fer.  You  are  a  widowe : 
You  know  already  what  roan  is :  and  therefore 
Let  not  youth,  high  prorootion,  eloquence > 

Card.  No,  nor  any  thing,  without  the  addition, 
honor. 
Sway  your  high  blood. 

Fer.  Marry  ?  they  are  roost  luxurious, 
Will  wed  twice. 

Card.  O  fie. 

Fer.  Their  livers  are  more  spotted 
Than  Labans  sheepe. 

Dutch.  Diamonds  are  of  most  value. 
They  say,  that  have  past  through  naost  jewellers 
hands. 

Fer.  Whores,  by  that  rule,  are  precious  : 

Dutch.  Will  you  heare  me? 
I  '11  never  marry. 

Fer.  So  most  widowes  say  : 
But  commonly  that  motion  lasts  no  longer 
Than  the  turning  of  an  houre-glasse  ;  the  fiiDeraD 

sermon. 
And  it,  end  both  together. 

Fer.  Now  heare  me: 
You  live  in  a  ranke  pasture  here,  i'  th*  coart : 
There  is  a  kind  of  honny-dew,  that 's  deadly  ; 
'Twill  poyson  your  fame;  looke  to  't:   be  noC 

cunning: 
For  they  whose  faces  doe  belye  their  hearts. 
Are  witches,  e're  they  arrive  at  twenty  yeeres^ 
I :  and  give  the  divell  sucke. 

Dutch.  This  is  terrible  good  councell ! 

Fer.   Hvpocrisie  is  woven  of  a  fine 
thred, 
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Subtler  than  Vulcans  engine :  jet  (beieev't) 
Yoor  darkest  actions;  nay  jrour  prnrat'st  thoughts^ 
Will  come  to  light. 

Card,  Yoo  may  flatter  yonrselfe^ 
Aod  take  your  owne  choice :  privately  be  married 
Voder  tlie  eye$  of  night. 

Per.  Think  't  the  best  voyage 
Tiiat  ere  yon  made ;  like  the  irregular  crabv 
Which  though  't  goes  backward  thiukes  that  it 

goes  ri^ht, 
Because  it  goes  its  owne  way :  but  observe  ( 
Such  weddings  may  more  properly  be  said 
To  be  executed,  than  celebrated. 

Card,  The  marriage  night 
Is  the  entrance  into  some  prison* 

Fer,  And  those  joyes» 
Those  lustfiill  pleasures,  are  like  heavy  sleepes 
Which  doe  fore^run  mans  miscbiefe. 

Card,  Fare  you  well. 
Wisedome  begms  at  tlie  end :  remember  it. 

Dutch,   I   thinke  this  speech  betweene  you 
both  was  studied, 
It  came  so  roundly  oflT. 

Fer,  You  are  my  sister ; 
This  was  my  fathers  f>oyniard :  doe  you  see. 
I  'd  be  loath  to  see  it  looke  rusty,  xause  'twas 

his : 
I  would  have  you  give  o'er  these  chargeable  re- 
vels ; 
A  vizor  and  a  masque  are  whispering  roomes 
That  were  never  built  for  goodnesse:   fare  ye 

well: 
And  women  like  that  part  which  (like  the  lam* 

prey) 
Hath  nev'r  a  bone  in 't* 

Dutch.  Fie,  sir, 

Fer,  Nay, 
I  meane  the  tongue:  variety  of  courtship. 
What  cannot   a  neat  knave,  with  a  smoothe 

tale. 
Make  a  woman  beleei-e  ?  farewell>  lusty  widow. 

Dutch,  Shall  this  move  me  ?  if  all  my  royall 
kindred 
Lay  in  roy  way,  unto  this  marriage, 
I  'd  make  them  my  low  foot-steps  t  and  even 

now, 
£ven  in  this  hate,  as  men  in  some  great  battailes 
By  apprehendins  danger,  have  atchiev'd 
Almost  impossible  actions :  I  have  heard  souU 

diers  say  so : 
So  I,  through  frights,  and  threatnings,  will  affhiy 
This  dangerous  venture :  let  old  wives  report 
1  winck'd,  and  chose  a  husbaud :  Cariula, 
To  thy  knowne  secricy  I  have  given  up 
liore  than  roy  life^  my  fame. 

Cari,  Both  shall  be  safe : 
for  I  'le  conceal  this  secret  from  the  world 
As  warily  as  those  that  trade  in  poysou, 
Keepe  poyson  from  their  children. 

Dutch,  Thy  protestation 
Is  ingenious  and  hearty ;  I  beleeve  it* 
Is  Antonio  coroe? 

Cari.  He  attends  you. 

VOL.  III. 


Dutch,  Good  deare  soule. 
Leave  me :  but  place  thy  selfe  behind  the  arras. 
Where  thou  mnist  over-heare  us :  wish  me  good 

speedj 
For  I  am  going  into  a  wildemesse, 
Where  I  shall  finde  no  path,  nor  friendly  clew 
To  be  my  guide.    I  sent  for  you ;  sit  downe : 
Take  pen  and  incke,  and  write :  are  you  ready  f 
Ant,  Yes. 

Dutch,  Whatdidlsajr?      • 
Ant,  That  I  should  write  somewhat. 
Dutch,  Oh,  I  remember  t 
After  this  triumplis,  and  this  large  expence, 
It 's  fit  (like  thriily  husbands)  we  enquire 
What 's  laid  up  for  to  morrow. 

Ant,  So  please  your  beauteous  excellence. 
Dutch,  beauteous !  indeed  I  titanke  you :  t 
look  yong  for  your  sake. 
You  have  tane  my  cares  upon  you. 

Ant,  I  'le  fetch  your  grace  the 
Particulars  of  your  revenew  and  expence. 
Dutch,  Oh,  you  are  an  upright  treasurer :  but 
you  mistooke, 
For  when  I  said  I  meant  to  make  inquiry. 
What  *s  laid  up  for  to  morrow,  I  did  meane 
What 's  laid  up  yonder  for  me. 
Ant.  Where? 
Dutch,  In  heaven. 
I  am  making  my  will,  (as  'tis  fit  princes  should 
In  perfect  memory,)  and  I  pray,  sir,  tell  me. 
Were  not  one  better  to  make  it  smiling,  thus, 
Thau  in  deep  groaues,   and    terrible   ghastly 

lookes. 
As  if  the  gifts  we  parted  with,  procur'd 
That  violent  dis^ruction  ? 
Ant,  Oh*  much  better. 
Dutch,  if  I  had  a  husband  now,  this  carfe 
were  quit: 
But  I  intend  to  make  you  over-seef ; 
What  good  deed  shall  we  first  remember?  say. 
Ant,  Begin  with  that  good  deed  that  first  be« 
gan  i*  tir  world. 
After  mans  creation,  the  sacrament  of  marriage) 
I  'Id  have  you  provide  for  a  good  husband  t 
Give  him  all. 
Dutch.  All? 

Ant,  Yes,  your  excellent  selfe. 
Dutch.  lu  a  winding-sheet? 
'Ant,  In  a  couple. 

Dutch.  St  Winfrid,  that  were  a  strange  will ! 
Ant,  'Twere  strange  if  there  were  no  will  in 
you 
To  marry  againe. 

Dutch.  What  doe  yOu  thinke  of  mbrriage? 
Ant.  I  take  *t,  as  those  that  deny  purgatory, 
It  locally  coDtaines^  or  heaven,  or  bell. 
There  's  no  third  place  in  't. 
Dutch.  How  doe  you  affect  it? 
Ant,  My  banishment,  feeding  my  mehmtholly) 
Would  often  reason  thus. 

I      Dutch.  Pray  let 's  heare  it. 
Ant,  Say  a  man  never  marry,  nor  have  chil* 
dren, 
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What  takes  that  from  him  ?  only  the  hare  oaroe 
Of  beioff  a  father,  or  the  weake  delight 
To  see  Uie  little  wanton  ride  a  cock-horse 
Vpon  a  painted  stick,  or  heare  him  chatter 
lAe  a  taught  starling. 

JOutch.  Fye,  fje,  what 's  all  this? 
One  of  your  eyes  is  hlood-shot^  use  my  ring  to  't, 
They  say  'tis  very  sovenugne,  'twas  my  wedding 

ring, 
And  I  did  tow  never  to  part  with  it, 
But  to  mv  second  husband. 

Ant,  100  have  parted  with  it  now. 

Dutch,  Yes,  to  belpe  your  eye-sight. 

Ant.  Yoa  have  made  me  starke  blinde. 

Butch.  How? 

Ajit,  There  is  a  sawcy  and  ambitions  divell, 
Is  dancing  in  this  circle. 

Dutch,  Remoove  him. 

Ant.  How? 

Dutch,  There  needes  small  conjuration,  when 
your  finger 
May  doe  it :  thus,  is  it  fit  ?  [He  kneeles. 

Ant,  What  said  you  ? 

Dutch.  Sir, 
This  goodly  roofe  of  yours  is  too  low  built, 
I  cannot  stand  uprieht  in  %  nor  discourse, 
"Without  I  raise  it  higher:  raise  your  selfe, 
Or  if  you  please,  my  hand  to  helpe  you :  so. 

Ant.  Ambition    (madam)    is  a  great  mans 
madnes, 
That  is  not  kept  in  chaines,  and  close^pent- 

roomes. 
But  in  faire  lightsome  lodgings,  and  is  girt 
With  the  wild  noyse  of  pratling  visitans. 
Which  makes  it  lunatique,  beyond  all  cure. 
Conceive  not  I  am  so  stupid,  hut  I  ayme 
Whereto  your  favours  tend :  but  he  *s  a  foole 
That  (being  a  cold)  would  thrust  his  hands  i'  th' 

fire 
To  warroe  them. 

Dutch^  So,  now  the  ground 's  broke. 
You  may  discover  what  a  wealthy  mine 
I  make  you  lord  of. 

Ant.  Oh  my  unworthinesse ! 

Dutch*  You  were  ill  to  sell  your  selfe ; 
This  darkning  of  your  worth,  is  not  like  that 
Which  trades-men  use  i'  th*  city;  their  false 

lishts 
Are  to  rid  bad  wares  off:  and  I  must  tell  you. 
If  you  would  know  where  breathes  a  compleat 

mail, 
(I  speake  it  without  flattery,)  tume  your  eyes, 
And  progresse  through  your  selfe. 

Ant,  Were  there  nor  heaven  nor  hell, 
I  should  be  honest :  I  have  long  servM  vertue, 
And  nev'r  tane  wages  of  lier. 

Dutch.  Now  she  paies  it. 
The  misery  of  us,  that  are  borne  great, 
We  are  forcM  to  woe,  because  none  dare  woe 

us: 
And  as  a  Urant  doubles  with  his  words, 
And  fearemlly  equivocates ;  so  we 
Are  forced  to  expresse  our  violent  passions 


In  riddles,  and  in  dreames,  and  leave  the  padi 
Of  simple  vertne,  which  was  never  made 
To  seeme  the  thing  it  is  not.    Goe,  eo  brag 
You  have  lefi  me  heartlesse,  noine  is  m  your  b(^ 

some; 
I  hope  'twill  multiply  love  there:   yoa   doe 

tremble : 
Make  not  your  heart  so  dead  a  peece  of  flesh 
To  feare,  more  than  to  love  me:  sir,  be  confi- 
dent. 
What  is  *t  distracts  you?   This  is  flesh,  and 

blood  (sir); 
nris  not  the  figure  cut  in  allablaster, 
Kneeles  at  my  husbands  tombe.    Awnke,  awake, 

(man), 
I  do  here  put  off  all  vaine  ceremony. 
And  only  do  appeare  to  you,  a  yong  widow 
That  claimes  you  for  her  husband,  and,  like  a 

widow, 
I  use  but  halfe  a  blush  in  't. 

Ant,  Truth  speake  for  me, 
I  will  remaiiie  the  constant  sanctuary 
Of  your  good  name. 

Dutch.  I  thanke  you  (gentle  love); 
And  cause  you  shall  not  come  to  me  in  debt, 
(Being  now  my  steward,)  here  upon  vour  lips 
I  signe  your  gidetus  est.    This  you  should  have 

beg  d  now : 
I  have  seene  children  oft  eate  sweet-meatet 

thus. 
As  feavefuli  to  devoure  them  too  soone. 
Ant,  But  for  your  brothers  ? 
Dutch.  Do  not  thinke  of  them : 
All  discord,  without  this  circumference. 
Is  onlv  to  be  pittied,  and  not  fear'd : 
Yet,  should  they  know  it,  time  will  easily 
Scatter  the  tempest. 

Ant.  These  words  should  be  mine. 
And  all  the  parts  you  have  spoke,  if  some  part 

of  It 
Would  not  have  favonr*d  flattery. 
Dutch.  Kneele. 
Ant.  Hah! 

Dutch.  Be  not  amaz*d,  this  woman  ^s  of  my 
councell : 
I  have  heard  lawyers  say,  a  contract   in  a 

chamber, 
(Per  verba  presently)  is  absolute  marriase : 
filesse  (Heaven)  this  sacred  Gordian,  which,  let 

violence 
Never  untwine. 
Ant,  And  may  our  sweet  affections  (like  the 
spheares) 
Be  still  in  motion. 

Dutch.  Quickning,  and  make 
The  like  soft  musique. 

Ant.  That  we  may  imitate  the  loving  pahnes 
(Best  embleme  of  a  peacefhll  marriage) 
That  nev*r  bore  fruit  divided. 

Dutch.  What  can  the  church  force  more? 
Ant.  That  fortune  may  not  know  an  accident 
Either  of  joy,  or  sorrow,  to  divide 
Our  fixed  wishes. 
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Duick.  How  cao  the  church  bailH  faster? 
We  now  are  man  and  wife,  and  'tis  the  church 
That  mast  but  eccho  this.    Maid,  stand  apart, 
I  now  am  blinde. 

Ant,  What 's  jour  conceit  in  this  ? 

Dutch,  I  would  have  yon  lead  your  fortune 
by  the  band, 
Unto  your  mariage  bed : 
(Yoo  speake  in  me  this,  for  we  now  are  one,) 
We'll  only  lie,  and  talke  together,  and  plot 
T*  appease  my  humorous  kindred ;  and  if  yon 
please, 


(Like  the  old  tale,  in  Alexander  and  Lodo* 

wicke,) 
Lay  a  naked  sword  betweene  us,   keepe  us 

chast : 
Oh,  let  roe  shrowd  my  blushes  in  your  bosome. 
Since  'tis  the  treasury  of  all  my  secrets. 

CarL  Whether  the  spirit  of  greatnes,  or  of 

woman, 
Ratgne  most  in  her,  I  know  not,  but  it  shewes 
A  tearfuU  madnes,  I  owe  her  much  of  pity. 

[Exeunt, 


ACTUS  n. 


SCENA  I. 

BosQLA,  Castruchio,  uti  Old  Lady,  Antonio, 
Deuo,  Dutchesse,  Rodorico,  Grisolan. 

Bm.  Yon  say  you  would  fain  be  taken  for  an 

eminent  courtier? 
Cos,  Tis  the  very  maine  of  my  ambition. 
£01.  Let  me  see,  you  have  a  reasonable  good 
face  for  *t  already. 
And  your  night-cap  expresses  your  eares  suffi- 
cient lai^ly  ; 
I  would  have  you  leame  to  twirle  the  strings  of 

your  band  with  a 
Good  grace ;  and  in  a  set  speech  (at  th'  end  of 

every  sentence^ 
To  hum,  three  or  four  times,  or  blow  your  nose 

(till  it  smart  again) 
To  recover  your  memory :   when  you  come  to 

be  a  president  in 
Criminail  causes,  if  vou  smile  upon  a  prisoner, 

hang  bim ;  but  if 
You  frowne  upon  him,  and  threaten  him,  let 

him  he  sure  to  scape 
The  gallowes. 
Cos,  I  would  be  a  very  merry  president. 
Bot,  Do  not  sup  a  nights,  't  will  beget  you 

an  admirable  wit. 
Cos.  Rather  it  would  make  me  have  a  good 
stomack  to  quarreli 
For  they  say,  your  roaring  boyes  eat  meat  sel- 

dome. 
And  that  makes  them  so  valiant :  [me 

But  how  shall  I  know  whether  the  people  take 
For  an  eminent  fellow  ? 

Bot.  I  will  teach  a  tricke  to  know  it : 
Give  out  you  lye  a  dying,  and  if  you 
Heare  the  common  people  curse  you, 
Be  sore  you  are  taken  for  one  of  the  prune  night- 

V  ^^P^       .    . 

1 00  come  from  pamtmg  now? 

0.  Lady,  From  what  ? 

Boi.  Why,  from  your  scurvy  face-physicke. 

To  behold  thee  not  painted  inclines  somewhat 

neere 

A  nurade :  these  in  thy  face  here,  were  deep 

rotts, 


And  foule  sloughes  the  last  progresse : 

There  was  a  lady  in  France,  that  having  had 

the  small  pockes, 
Flead  the  skinne  off  her  face,  to  make  it  more 

levell : 
And  whereas  before  she  look't  like  a  nutmeg* 

grater. 
After  she  resembled  an  abortive  hedge-hog. 
O.  Ladt/,  Do  you  call  this  painting  ? 
Bos.  No,  no,  but  you  call  carreening  of  an  old 
Morphew'd  lady,  to  make  her  disembogue  againe. 
There  's  rougb^^ast  phrase  to  your  plastique. 
O.  Ladjf,  It  seemes  you  are  well  acquainted 

with  my  closset  ? 
Bos.  One  would  suspect  it  for  a  shop  of  witch- 
craft. 
To  finde  in  it  the  fat  of  serpents,  spawne  of 

snakes,  Jewes  spittle. 
And  their  yong  cbildrens  ordure,  and  all  these 

for  the  face : 
I  would  sooner  eat  a  dead  pigeon,  taken  from 

the  soles  of  the  feet 
Of  one  sicke  of  the  plague,  thau  kisse  one  of  you 

fasting : 
Here  are  two  of  you,  whose  sin  of  your  youth, 

is  the  very 
Patrimony  of  the  physitian,  makes  him  renew  his 
Foot-cloth  with  the  spring,  and  change  his 
High-priz'd  curtezan  with  the  fall  of  the  leafe: 
I  doe  wonder  you  doe  not  loath  your  selves. 
Observe  my  meditation  now : 
What  thing  is  in  this  outward  forme  of  maa 
To  be  belov'd  ?  we  account  it  ominous. 
If  nature  doe  produce  a  colt,  or  lamhe, 
A  fawne,  or  goat,  in  any  limbe  resembling 
A  man ;  and  flye  from  t  as  a  prodegy. 
Man  stands  amaz'd  to  see  his  deformity. 
In  any  other  creature  but  himselfe. 
But  in  our  owne  flesh,  though  we  beare  diseases 
Which  have  their  true  names,  only  tane  from 

beasts. 
As  the    most    ulcerous    woolfe,    and    swinish 

meazeall ; 
Though  we  are  eaten  up  of  lice,  and  wormeS| 
And  though  continually  we  beare  about  us 
A  rotten  and  dead  body,  we  delight 
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To  hide  it  in  rich  tissew ;  all  our  feare, 
(Nay  all  our  terrour,)  is  least  our  physitian 
Should  put  us  in  the  ground,  to  be  made  sweet. 
Your  wife  's  gone  to  Rome :  you  two  couple, 

and  get  you 
To  the  wels  at  Leuca,  to  recover  your  aches. 
I  have  other  worke  on  foot :  I  observe  our  dutcli- 

esse 
Is  .sicke  a  dayes,  she  puykes,  her  stomacke 

seethes. 
The  6ns   of  her  eye-lids  looke  most  teeming 

blew, 
She  waincs  i*  th'  cheeke,  and  waxes  fat  i*  th' 

flanke; 
And  (contrary  to  our  Italian  fashion) 
Weares  a  loose  bodied  gowne :  there  's  some-* 

what  in  ^t, 
I  have  a  tricke  may  chance  discover  it 
(A  pretty  one) ;  I  have  bought  some  apricocks. 
The  first  our  spring  yeelds. 

Pe/.  And  so  lung  since  married  f 
Tou  amaze  me. 

Ant,  Let  roe  seale  your  lips  for  ever. 
For  did  1  thinke,  that  any  thing  but  th*  ayre 
Could  carry  these  woniis  from  you,  I  should  wish 
You  had  no  breath  at  all:  Now,  sir,  in  your 

contemplation  ? 
You  are  studying  to  become  a  great  wise  fellow? 
Bos,  Oh,  s'ir»  tlie  opinionof  wisdomeisafoule 
terror, 
That  runs  all  over  a  man's  body:  if  simplicity 
Direct  us  to  have  no  evill,  it  directs  us  to  a 

happy 
Being :  for  tlie  subtlest  follv  proceedes  from  the 
Subtlest  wisdome  :  let  me  be  simply  honest. 
^nt,  I  doe  understand  your  in-side. 
Bo8.  Do  you  so  ? 

Ant.  Because  you  ^ould  not  seeme  to  appeare 
to  th*  world 
Puff'd  up  with  your  preferment,  you  continue 
This  out  of  fashion  melancholly :  leave  it,  leave  it. 
Bos.  Give  me  leave  to  be  honest  in  auy  phrase, 
in  any 
Compteiuent  wlmtsoever;  shall  I  confesse  my 

selfe  to  you  ? 
I  looke  no  higher  than  I  pan  reach  : 
They  are  the  gods,^  that  must  ride  on  winged 

horses, 
A  lawyers  mule  of  a  slow  pace,  will  both  suit 
My  disposition,  and  businesse  :  for  (marke  me) 
When  a  man*s  mind  ride^  faster  than  his  horse 

can  gallop, 
They  quickly  both  tyre. 

Ant.  You  would  looke  up  to  Heaven,  but  I 
chinke 
The  divell,  that  rules  i*  th'  aire,  stands  in  your 
light. 
Bos.  Oh  (sir)  you  are  lord  of  the  ascendant, 
Chiefi^  man  with  the  dutcbesse,  a  duke  wasyour 
Cosen  german  reraov'd  :  sa^  you  were  lineally 
Descended  from  king  Pippin,  or  he  himselfe, 
What  of  this?  search  the  heads  of  the  greatest 
rivers  in 


The  world,  you  shall  fiode  them  but  bubbles  of 

water : 
Some  would  tbinke  the  soules  of  princes  were 

brought 
Forth  by  some  more  weighty  cause,  than  those 

of  meaner  persons, 
They  are  deceived,  there  's  the  same  hand  to 

them : 
The  like  passions  sway  them,  the  same  reasoo, 

that  makes 
A  vicar  to  goe  to  law  for  a  titlie-pig. 
And  undoe  his  neighbours,  makes  them  spoiie 
A  whole  province,  and  batter  dowoe  goodly 
Cities,  with  the  canon.  [fkt? 

Dutch,  Your  arme,  Antonio,  do  I  not  ffon 
I  am  exceeding  short-winded  :  Bosola, 
I  would  have  you  (sir)  provide  for  me  a  litter. 
Such  a  one  as  the  dutchesse  of  Florence  road  in. 
Bos,  The  dutchesse  us*d  one  when  she  wa« 

great  with  childe. 
Dutch.  1  thinke  she  did :  come  hither,  mend 
my  ri^ffen 
Here,  when  ?  thou  art  such  a  tedious  lady  ;  and 
Thy  breath  smels  ot  lemmon  pils,  woud  thoa 

hadst  done. 
Shall  I  swound  under  thy  fingers  I  I  am 
So  troubled  with  the  mother. 
Bos,  I  feare  too  much. 

Dutch.  I  have  heard  you  say,  that  the  French 
courtiers 
Weare  their  hats  on  fore  the  king. 
Ant.  I  have  scene  it. 
I      Du/cA.  In  th^  presence? 
I      Ant.  Yes.  [fasluon? 

Dutch.  Why  should  not  we  bring  up  that 
*Tis  ceremony  more  than  duty,  that  consists 
In  the  reraooving  of  a  piece  of  felt: 
Be  you  the  example  to  the  rest  o'  th*  cooit. 
Put  on  your  hat  first. 

Ant.  You  must  pardon  me: 
I  have  scene,  in  colder  countries  than  in  France 
Nobles  stand  bare  to  th'  prince;  and  the  dis* 

tinction 
My  thought  shew'd  reverently. 

Bos.  I  have  a  present  for  your  grace^ 
Dutch.  For  me,  sir  ? 
Bos^  apricocks  (madame). 
Dutch.  O  sir,  where  are  they  ? 
I  have  heard  of  none  to  yeere- 
Bofif  Good,  her  colour  rises. 
Dutch.  Indeed  I  thanke  you :  they  are  wogp 
drous  fai^e  ones : 
What  an  u^skilfull  fellow  is  our  gardiner  ? 
We  shall  have  none  this  moneth. 
Bos.  Will  not  your  grace  pare  them  ? 
Dutch.  No,  they  taste  of  muske  (methinkes) 

indeed  they  doe. 
Bos,  I  know  not :  yet  I  wish  your  grace  bad 

parde  *em. 
Dutch.  Why? 

Bos.  I  forgot  to  tell  you  the  knave  gardiner, 
(only  to  raise  his  profit  by  them  the  sooneTjJ^ 
Did  ripen  tliem  in  horse-dung. 
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Dutch.  Oyoajest: 
You  shall  judge :  pray  taste  one. 

Ant.  Inde^,  madam, 
I  doe  not  love  the  fruit. 

Dutch,  Sir,  you  are  loath 
To  rob  us  of  our  dainties :  'tis  a  delicate  fruit, 
They  say  they  are  restorative  ? 

Bof.  Tis  a  pretty 
Art:  this  grafting. 

Dutch.  Tis  so:  bettring  of  nature. 

Bos.  To  make  pippin  grow  upon  a  crab, 
A  dampson  on  a  black-tbome:  bow  greedily 

she  eats  them ! 
A  whirlewinde  strike  off  these  bawd-farthingalls, 
Fof)  but  for  that,  and  the  loose-bodied  gowne, 
I  should  have  discover'd  apparently 
The  yong  spring-hall  cutting  a  caper  in  her 

Dutch,  I  thanke  you  (Bosola)  they  were  right 
good  ones, 
If  they  do  not  make  me  sicke. 

Ant.  How  now,  roadame  ? 

Dutch.  This  greene  fruit  and  my  stomacke 
are  not  friends, 
How  they  swell  me ! 

Bot,  Nay,  you  are  too  much  swell'd  already. 

Dutch.  Oh,  I  am  in  an  extrearae  cold  sweat. 

Bos.  I  am  very  sory. 

Dutch.  Lights'  to  my  chamber !  O,  good  An- 
tonio, 
I  ^e  I  am  undone.  [Exit  Dutchesse, 

Del,  Lights  there  !  lights  ! 

Ant.  O  my  trusty  DeRo,  we  are  lost : 
I  feare  she  's  fialbe  in  labour :  and  there  's  left 
No  time  for  her  remove. 

Del.  Have  you  prepar'd 
Those  ladies  to  attend  her  ?  and  procured 
Tlwt  politique  safe  conveyance  for  the  mid-wife 
Your  dutchesse  plotted  ? 

Ant.  I  have. 

pet.  Make  use  then  of  this  forc'd  occasion : 
Give  out  that  Bosola  hath  poysou'd  her, 
^y  ith  these  apricocks :  that  will  give  some  colour 
For  her  keeping  close. 

Ant.  Fye,  fye,  the  physitians 
^Vill  then  flocke  to  her. 

Del.  For  that  you  may  pretend 
She  11  use  some  prepar'd  antidote  of  her  own, 
i«ast  the  physitians  should  repoyson  her. 

Ant,  I  am  lost  in  amazement:  I  know  not 
what  to  think  on  't.  [Exeunt, 


SCENA  n. 

Bosola,  Old  Lady,  Antonio,  Rodorico,  Gri- 
soLAN,  Servants,  Delio,  Cariola. 

Boi,  So  so :  there 's  no  question  but  her  teatch- 
ives 
And  most  vulcerous  eating  of  the  apricocks,  are 

apparant 
Sigpe*  of  breeding,  now  ? 
0.  Lady,  I  am  in  haste  (sir)^ 


Bos,  There  was  a  yon^  waiting-womito  had 
a  monstrous  desire 
To  see  the  glasse-house. 

O.  Lady.  Nay,  pray  let  me  go. 
Bos,  And  it  was  only  to  know  what  strange 
instrument  it  was, 
Should  swell  up  a  glasse  to  the  fashion  of  a  wo- 
maus  belly. 
O.  Lady.  I  will  heare  no  more  of  the  glasse- 
house, 
You  are  still  abusing  women  ? 
Bos.  Who  I  ?  no,  only  (by  the  way  now  and 
then)  mention 
Your  frailties.    The  orrenge  tree  beare  ripe  and 

greene 
Fruit,  and  blossoms  altogether:  and  some  of  you 

give  entertainment 
For  pure  love :  but  more,  for  more  preceiont  re^ 

ward.    The  lusty 
Spring  smels  well :  but  drooping  autumne  tasts 

well.    If  we 
Have  the  same  golden  showres,  that  rained  in 

the  time  of  Jupiter 
The  Thunderer,  you  have  the  same  dames  still, 

to  hold  up  their 
Laps  to  receive  them :  didst  thou  never  study  the 
mathematiques  ? 
0.  Lady.  What 's  that  (sir)? 
Bos,  Why,  to  know  the  tricke  how  to  make  a 
many  lines  meete 
In  one  center :  Go,  go ;  give  your  foster-daugh* 

ters  good  counsell, 
Xell  them  that  the  divell  takes  delight  to  hang 

at  a  woman's  girdle 
Like  a  false  rusty  watch  that  she  cannot  discerne 

how 
The  time  passes. 

Ant.  Shut  up  the  court  gates. 
Rod,  Why,  sir?  what 's  the  danger? 
Ant,  Shut  up  the  postemes  presently;  and 
call 
All  the  officers  o'  th'  court. 
Gris.  I  shall  instantly. 
Ant.  Who  keepes  the  key  o*  th*  park-gate  ? 
Rod.  Forobosco. 
Ant,  Let  him  bring  't  presently. 
Ut  Serv.  Oh,  gentlemen  o'  th'  court,  the  fowl- 

est  treason. 
Bos.  If  that  these  apricocks  should  be  poy« 
son*d  now, 
Without  my  knowledge. 

tst  Sere.  There  was  taken  even  now  a  Switzer 
In  the  dutchesse  bed-chamber. 
2d  Serv.  A  Switzer? 

1st  Sere,  With  a  pistoll  in  his  great  cod-piece 
Bos.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

\st  Serv.  The  cod-piece  was  the  case  for 't. 
2d  Serv.  There  was  a  cunning  traitor. 
Who  would  have  search'd  his  cod-piece  ? 

1st  Serv.  True,  if  he  had  kept  out  of  the  ladies 
chambers : 
And  all  the  mowldes  of  his  buttons  were  leaden 
bullets. 
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Sd  8er9.  Ob  wicked  caniball !  a  fire-lock  in  '9 
cod-piece  ? 

Ut  Sero.  Twas  a  French  plot,  npon  my  life. 

2d  Serv,  To  see  what  the  divell  can  doe. 

Ant.  All  the  officers  here. 

UtServ.  We  are. 

Ant,  GeutiemeOy 
We  have  lost  much  plate  you  know ;  and  but 

this  evening 
Jewels,  to  the  value  of  four  thousand  duckala 
Are  missing  in  the  dutchesse  cabinet. 
Are  the  gates  shut  ? 

Ut  Scrv,  Yes. 

Ant,  Tis  the  dutchesse  pleasure 
Each  officer  be  lock't  into  his  chamber 
Till  the  sun  riaing ;  and  to  send  the  kcyes 
Of  all  their  chests,  and  of  their  outward  doores 
Into  her  bed-chamber :  she  is  very  sicke. 

Rod,  At  her  pleasure. 

Ant,  She  intreats  you  tak  't  not  ill :  the  inno- 
cent 
Shall  be  the  more  approvM  by  it. 

Bot.  Gentlemen  o'  th'  wood-yard,  where  's 
your  Switzer  now  ? 

Ut  Serv,  By  this  hand 'twas  credibly  reported 
by  one  o'  th'  black-guard. 

Del.  How  fares  it  with  the  dutchesse? 

Ant,  She  's  expos*d 
Unto  the  worst  of  tortore,  paine  and  fear. 

Del.  Speake  to  her  all  happy  comfort. 

Ant,  How  I  do  play  the  foole  with  mine  owne 
danger ! 
You  are  this  night  (deare  friend)  to  post  to  Rome, 
My  life  lies  in  your  service. 

Del,  Do  not  doubt  me. 

Ant,  Oh,  'tis  farre  from  me :  and  yet  feare 
presents  me 
Somewhat  that  looks  like  danger. 

Del,  Beleeve  it, 
Tis  but  the  shadow  of  your  feare,  no  more : 
How  superstitiously  we  mind  our  evils  ? 
The  throwing  downe  salt,  or  crossing  of  a  hare; 
Bleeding  at  nose,  the  stumbling  of  a  horse. 
Or  singing  of  a  cricket,  are  of  power 
To  daunt  whole  man  in  us.    Sir,  fare  you  well ; 
I  wish  you  all  the  joyes  of  a  blest  father; 
And  (for  my  faith)  lay  this  into  your  brest, 
Old  friends  (like  old  swords)  still  are  trusted  best. 

Cari.  Sir,  you  are  the  happy  father  of  a  sonne, 
Your  wife  commends  him  to  you. 

Ant.  Blessed  comfort ! 
For  Heaven  sake  send  her  well :  I  'le  presently 
Go  set  a  figure  for  's  nativity.  [Exeunt, 


SCENA  in. 

BosoLA,  Aktohio. 

Boi,  Snre  I  did  beare  a  woman  shrieke :  list, 
hah! 
And  the  sound  came  (if  I  receiv'd  it  right) 
From  the  dutchesee  lodgings :  there 's  fx)roe  stra- 
tagem, 


In  the  confitting  aU  oar  courtiers 
To  their  several  wards :  I  must  have  part  of  i^ 
My  intelligence  will  frieze  else.    List  agaiae, 
It  may  be  'twas  the  melancholly  bird, 
(Best  friend  of  silence  and  of  solitarincs,) 
The  owle,  that  schream'd  so;  hah  !  Antonio? 

Ant,  I  heard  some  noyse :  who  's  there?  what 
art  thou  ?  speak. 

JBoi.  Antonio?  Put  not  your  face,  nor  body, 
To  such  a  forc'd  expression  of  feare, 
I  am  Bosola  your  fhend. 

Ant,  Bosola? 
(This  moale  do's  undermin  me),  heard  yoa  not 
A  noise  even  now  ? 

Bot.  From  whence  ? 

Ant.  From  the  dutchesse  lodging. 

Bo$,  Not  I :  did  you  ? 

Ant.  I  did,  or  else  I  dream'd. 

Bos,  Let  '8  walk  towards  it. 

Ant,  No:  it  may  be  'twas 
But  the  rising  of  the  winde. 

Bos,  Very  likely : 
Methinkes  'tis  very  cold,  and  yet  you  sweat 
You  looke  wildly. 

Ant.  I  have  bin  setting  a  figure 
For  the  dutchesse  jewels. 

Bos.  Ah,  and  how  falls  your  question? 
Do  you  find  it  radicall  ? 

Ant.  What 's  that  to  you  ? 
Tis  rather  to  be  questioned  what  designe  h^} 
(When  all  men  were  commanded  to  their  wdg- 
Makes  you  a  night-walker. 

Bos,  In  sooth  IMe  tell  you: 
Now  all  the  court 's  asleepe,  I  thought  the  div« 
Had  least  to  doe  here;  I  came  to  say  my  prayeni 
And  if  it  doe  offend  you,  I  doe  so, 
You  are  a  fine  courtier. 

Ant.  This  fellow  will  undoe  me; 
You  gave  the  dutchesse  apricocks  to  day, 
Pray  Heaven  they  were  not  poyson'd  ? 

Bos,  Poyson'd  1  a  Spanish  fig 
For  the  imputation. 

Ant.  Traitors  are  ever  confident, 
Till  they  are  discovered.  There  were  jewels  stotoe 

too. 
In  my  conceit,  none  are  to  be  suspected 
More  than  your  selfe. 

Bos.  You  are  a  fidse  steward. 

Ant.  Sawcy  slave;  Fie  puU  thee  np  by  w 
rootes. 

Bof.  May  be  the  ruyne  willcrusli  jP'^^Pf*^ 

Ant.  You  are  an  impudent  snake  indeed  (»rj: 
Are  you  scarce  warme,  and  doe  you  shew  yoor 

sting? 
You  libell  well  (su*.) 

Bos.  No,  sir, 
Copy  it  out,  and  I  will  set  my  hand  to  t 

Ant,  Mjr  nose  bleeds.    One  that  were  Wftf 

stitious,  would  count  ^j^-r*. 

This  ominous,  when  it  meerely  comes  by  <*»»* 

Two  letters,  that  are  wrought  here  for  «nj  "^' 

Are  drown'd  in  blood,  meere  acddeat:  wT^ 

(sir)  rie  uke  order  1 
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Ytk*  morne  jou  »baU  be  safe;   'tis  that  roost 

colour 
Her  lying  in ;  str^  this  dore  you  passe  not : 
I  doe  not  hold  it  fit,  that  you  come  neere 
The  dutcbesse  lodgings^  till  you  have  quite  your 

selfe ; 
The  great  are  like  ike  base  ;  nay,  they  are  the 

iame, 
When  they  seeke  nhamrfuU  waies,  to  avayd  thame. 

[Exit, 
Boi,  Antonio  here  about  did  drop  a  paper, 
Some  of  your  helpe  (false  friend) :  oh,  here  it  is : 
What  *s  here  ?  a  childes  nativity  calculated  ? 

[The  dutcheste  was  delivered rfu  sonne^tmeene 
the  houres  twelte  and  oney  in  the  night,  anno 
Dom.  1504,  (thai  *s  thisyeer,)  decimo  nono 
Decembris,  (that  *s  this  night,)  taken  aC' 
cording  to  the  meridian  of  Malfy ;  (that  *s 
our  dutckesse  :  happy  discovery  !)  the  lord 
ofthejirst  house  being  combust  tn  the  ascend^ 
ant,  signifies  short  Itfe :  and  Mars  being  in 
a  human  signe,joynd  to  the  iaile  of  the  Vra- 
ffm,  in  the  eight  house,  doth  threaten  a  vuh 
lent  death ;  caetera  non  scrutantur.] 

Why  now  'tis  most  apparant :  this'precise  fellow 
Is  toe  dotchesse  bawde :  I  have  it  to  my  wish : 
This  is  a  parcell  of  intelligency 
Oar  coartiers  were  cas*d  up  for !  It  needes  must 

follow. 
That  I  must  be  committed,  on  pretence 
Of  poysoning  her:  which  I'le  endure,  and  laugh 

at: 
If  one  could  finde  the  father  now :  but  that 
Time  will  discover ;  old  Castruchio 
r  tb*  morning  posts  to  Rome :  by  him  I'le  send 
A  letter,  that  shall  make  her  brothers  galls 
Ore^^ow  their  livers :  this  was  a  thrifty  way : 

Though  lust  doe  masque  in  nea*r  so  strange  dis- 
guise, 
»he  *s  oft  found  witty,  but  is  never  wise. 


SCENA  IV. 
Cardinally  and  JuLm,  Servant,  and  Delio. 

Card,  Sit:  thou  art  my  best  of  wishes,  pre- 
thee  tell  me 
What  tricke  didst  thou  invent  to  come  to  Rome, 
Without  thy  husband  I 

Jul.  Whjr  (my  lord)  I  told  him 
I  came  to  visit  an  old  anchorite 
Here,  for  devotion. 

Curd.  Thou  art  a  witty  false  one : 
I  meane  to  him. 

Jul.  Yon  have  prevailed  with  me 
Beyond  my  strongest  thoughts :  I  would  not  now 
Find  yon  inconstant. 

Card.  Do  not  put  thy  selfe 
To  such  a  voluntary  torture,  which  proceedes 
Out  of  your  owne  guilt. 

Jul.  How  (my  lord?) 


Card.  You  feare  my  constancy,  because  yoii> 
have  approord 
Tliose  giddy  and  wild  turning  in  your  selfe* 

Jul,  Dicf  you  ere  find  them  ? 

Card.  Sooth  generally  for  women ; 
A  man  might  strive  to  make  glasse  male-abt^ 
Ere  he  should  make  them  fixed. 

Jul.  So,  (my  lord). 

Card.  We  had  need  go  borrow  that  fiintastique 
slasse 
Invented  by  Galileo  the  Florentine, 
To  view  another  spacious  world  i'  th'  moone, 
And  look  to  ftnde  a  constant  woman  there. 

Jul.  This  is  very  well  (my  lord). 

Card.  Why  do  you  weep  ? 
Are  teares  your  justification  ?  the  selfe  same  tearet 
Will  fall  into  your  husbands  bosome,  (lady,) 
With  a  loud  protestation,  that  you  love  him 
Above  the  world :  come,  I'le  love  you  wisely, 
Thai  jealously,  since  I  am  very  certaine 
You  cannot  make  me  cuckould. 

Jul.  I'le  go  home 
To  my  husband. 

Card.  You  may  thanke  me,  lady, 
I  have  taken  you  off  your  melancholly  pearch, 
Boare  you  upon  my  fist,  and  shewM  you  game^ 
And  let  you  flye  at  it :  I  prethee  kisse  me. 
When  thou  was 't  with  thy  husband,  thou  was't 

watch't 
Like  a  tame  elephant:  (still  you  are  to  thaoke 

me:) 
Thou  hadst  only  kisses  firom  him,  and  high  feed* 

ingf. 
But  what  delight  was  that?  'twas  iust  like  one 
That  hath  a  little  fioering  on  the  lute, 
Yet  cannot  tune  it :  (stilt  you  are  to  thanke  me.) 

Jul.  Yon  told  me  of  a  piteous  wound  i'  th' 
heart. 
And  a  sicke  liver,  when  vou  woed  me  firsL 
And  spake  like  one  in  physicke. 

Card.  Who's  that? 
Rest  firme,  for  my  affection  to  thee, 
Lightning  moves  slow  to  't. 

Serv.  Madam,  a  gentleman 
That 's  come  poste  from  Malfy,  desires  to  see  yon. 

Card.  Let  him  enter,  I'le  witbdravff      [£jrt^ 

Serv.  He  saies, 
Your  husband  (old  Castruchio)  is  come  ta  Rome|^ 
Most  pittifuliy  tyr'd  with  riding  post. 

Jut.  Siguior  Delio?  'tis  one  ot  my  old  suitors. 

Del.  I  was  bold  and  come  to  see  you. 

Jul.  Sir,  you  are  welcome. 

Del.  Do  you  lie  here  ? 

Jul.  Sure,  your  owne  experience 
Will  satisfie  you  now,  our  Romane  prelates 
Do  not  keep  lodging  for  ladies. 

Del.  Very  well  i 
I  have  brought  you  no  commendations  from  yoof 

husband, 
For  I  know  none  by  him. 

Jul.  I  heare  he 's  come  to  Rome. 

Del,  I  never  knew  man,  and  beast,  of  ^  hone, 
and  a  knight, 
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So  weary  of  each  other,  if  he  had  had  a  good  back, 
He  womd  have  undertooke  to  have  borne  his 

horse. 
His  breech  was  so  pitifully  sore. 

Jul.  Your  laughter 
Is  my  pitty. 

Del.  Lady,  I  know  not  whether 
You  want  money,  but  I  have  brought  you  some. 

Jul.  From  my  husband  ? 

Del.  No,  from  mine  own  allowance. 

Jul.   I  must  heare  the  condition  ere  I  be 
bound  to  take  it. 

Del.  Look  on  %  'tis  gold,  hath  it  not  a  fine 
colour  ? 

Jul.  I  have  a  bird  more  beaudfulK 

Del.  Try  the  sound  on  *t. 

Jul,  A  lute-string  far  exceeds  it. 
It  hath  no  smell,  like  cassia,  or  cyvit. 
Nor  is  it  phisicall,  though  some  fond  doctors 
Perswade  us,  seeth's  in  cidlisses,  I'le  tell  you, 
This  is  a  creature  bred  by 

Serv,  Your  husband 's  come, 
Hath  delivered  a  letter  lo  the  duke  of  Calabria, 

that. 
To  mv  thinking,  hath  put  him  out  of  his  wits. 

Jul.  Sir,  you  beare, 
Pray  let  me  know  your  businesse,  and  your 

suite. 
As  briefly  as  can  be. 

DeL  With  good  speed,  I  would  wish  you 
(At  such  time,  as  you  are  non-resident 
With  your  husband)  my  mistris. 

Jul.  Sir,  He  go  aske  my  husband  if  I  shall, 
And  straight  retume  your  answer.  [^<^> 

Del,  Very  fine.    Is  this  her  wit,  or  honesty 
that  speak  thus  ? 
1  heard  one  say  the  duke  was  highly  mov*d 
With  a  letter  sent  from  Maify :  I  do  feare 
Antonio  is  betray'd :  how  fearfully 
Shewes  his  ambition  now,  (unfortunate  fortune,) 
They  passe  through  whirle-pooles,   and  deep 

wos  do  shun. 
Who  the  event  weigh,  ere  the  action  's  done. 


SCENA  V. 

Cardinally  an(^  Ferdinand,  with  a  Letter, 

Fer.  I  have  this  night  dig'd  up  a  man-darke. 

Card.  Say  you? 

Fer.  Ana  I  am  grown  mad  with  't. 

Card.  What 's  the  progedy? 

Fer.  Read  there,  a  sister  damn'd,  she  's  loose 
i'  th'  hilts : 
Growne  a  notorious  strumpet. 

Card.  Speake  lower. 

Fer.  Lower? 
Rogues  do  not  whisper  't  now,  but  seeke  to 

publish 't, 
(As  servants  do  the  bounty  of  their  lords,) 
Aloud;  and  with  a  covetous  searching  eye, 
To  marke  who  note  them :  Oh  confusion  s«ase 
her. 


She  hath  had  most  cunniog  bawdes  to  serve  ber 

tume. 
And  more  secure  conveyances  for  lust^ 
Than  townes  of  garrison  for  service^ 

Card.  Is  't  possible  ? 
Can  this  be  certaine  ? 

Fer.  Rubarbe,  oh  for  mbarbe 
To  purge  this  Choller,  here  's  the  cursed  dty 
To  prompt  my  memory,  and  here  't  shall  stickc 
Till  of  her  bleeding  heart  I  make  a  spunge 
To  wipe  it  outi 

Card,  Why  doe  you  make  your  selfe 
So  wild  a  tempest  ? 

Fer.  Would  I  could  be  one. 
That  I  might  tosse  her  pallace  'bout  ber  eares, 
Root  up  her  goodly  forrests,  blast  her  meades, 
And  lay  her  generall  territory  as  waste. 
As  she  hath  done  her  honors. 

Card.  Shall  our  blood, 
(The  royall  blood  of  Arragon,  and  Castile,) 
Be  thus  attaincted  ? 

Fer.  Apply  desperate  physicke. 
We  must  not  now  use  balsamum,  but  fire, 
The  smarting  cupping-glasse,  for  that 's  the  meane 
To  purge  infected  blood,  (such  blood  ss  hers.) 
There  is  a  kinde  of  pitty  in  mine  eye, 
I  Me  give  it  to  my  hand-kercher ;  and  now  'tis 

here, 
I  'le  bequeath  this  to  her  bastard* 

Card.  What  to  doe? 

Fer.  Why  to  make  soft  lint  for  his  motheo 
wounds. 
When  I  have  hewed  her  to  peeces. 

Card.  Curs'd  creature ! 
Unequall  nature,  to  place  womens  hearts 
So  farre  upon  the  leftside. 

Fer.  Foolish  men. 
That  ere  will  trust  their  honor  in  a  barke, 
Made   of  so   slight,  weake   bul-rush,   as  thi 

woman, 
Apt  every  minute  to  sinke  it. 

Card.  Thus 
Ignorance,  when  it  hath  purchased  honor, 
It  cannot  weild  it. 

Fer.  Me  thinkes  I  see  her  laughiug; 
Excellent  Hyenna!    talke    to   me   somewhat) 

quickly, 
Or  my  imajpnation  will  carry  me 
To  see  her  m  the  shamel\ill  act  of  sinne. 

Card.  With  whom? 

Fer.  Happily,  with  some  strong  thigb'd  bars?* 
man? 
Or  one  ih*  wood-yard,  that  can  quoit  thesledi{f» 
Or  tosse  the  barre,  or  else  some  lovely  sqaire 
That  carries  coles  up  to  her  private  lodgings. 

Card.  You  flye  beyond  your  reason. 

Fer.  Go  to  (mistris !) 
Tis  not  your  whores  milke  that  can  queoch  my 

wild-fire, 
But  your  whores  blood. 

Card.  How  idlely  shewes  this  rage  ? 
Which  carries  you,  as  men  convey'd  by  witches 
through  the  ayre^ 
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On  TioleDt  whirle-whides :  this  intemperate  noise, 
Fitly  resembles  deafe  men*s  shrill  discourse, 
Who  talke  aloud,  thinking  all  other  men   > 
To  have  their  imperfection. 

JtfT.  Hafe  not  you 
My  palsey  ? 

Card,  Yes,  I  can  be  angry 
Without  this  rapture,  there  is  not  in  nature 
A  thing  that  makes  man  so  deformed,  so  beastly. 
As  doth  intemperate  anger :  chide  your  selfe, 
You  have  divers  men,  who  never  yet  ezprest 
Their  strong  desire  of  rest,  but  by  unrest, 
By  vexing  of  themselves :  come,  pat  your  selfe 
In  tune* 

Fer,  So,  I  will  only  study  to  seeroe 
The  thing  I  am  not:  I  could  kill  her  now. 
Id  you,  or  in  my  selfe,  for  I  doe  thinke 
It  is  some  sinne  in  us,  Heaven  doth  revenge 
By  her. 

Card.  Are  you  starke  mad  ? 


Fer.  I  would  have  their  bodies 
Burnt  in  a  cole-pit,  with  the  ventage  stop*dj 
That  their  curs'd  smoake  might  not  ascend  to 

Heaven : 
Or  dip  tlie  sheetes  they  lie  in,  in  pitch  or  sul- 
pbure,  [mntch : 

Wrap  them  in  't,  and  then  light  them  like  a 
Or  else  to  boyle  their  bastard  to  a  cullisse. 
And  giv  't  his  leacherous  father,  to  renew 
The  sinne  of  his  backe. 

Card.  I  'le  leave  you. 

Fer,  Nay,  I  have  done, 
I  am  confident,  had  I  bin  damn'd  in  hell. 
And  should  have  heard  of  this,  k  would  have 

put  me 
Into  a  cold  sweat  I  In,  in,  I  Me  go  sleepe. 
Till  I  know  who  leapes  my  sister,  I  'le  not  stirret 
That  knowne,  I  'le  finde  scorpions  to  sting  my 

whips. 
And  fix  her  in  a  generall  ecclipse.        [Exeunt, 


ACTUS  in. 


SCENA  I. 
AvTOKio,  and  Delio,  Dutchesse,  FerdinanD| 

fiOSOLA. 

Ani.   Oor  noble  friend,  (my  most  beloved 
Delio*!) 
Oh,  you  have  bin  a  stranger  long  at  court. 
Came  you  along  with  the  lord  Ferdinand  ? 
Del.  I  did,  sir,  and  how  fares  your  noble 

dutchesse  ? 
Ani,  Right  fortunately  well :  she  's  an  excel- 
lent 
Feeder  of  pedegrees :  since  you  last  saw  her. 
She  hath  had  two  children  more,  a  sonue  and 
daughter. 
DeL  Metlnnkes  't  was  yesterday :  let  me  but 
winke, 
And  not  behold  your  face,  which  to  mine  eye 
Is  somewhat  leaner,  verily  I  should  dreame 
It  were  within  this  halfe  houre. 
Ant.  You   have  not  beene  in  law  (friend 
Delio) 
Nor  in  prison,  nor  a  suitor  at  the  court. 
Nor  beg'd  the  reversion  of  some  great  man's 

place, 
•Nor  troubled  with  an  old  wife,  which  doth  make 
Your  time  so  insencibly  hasten^ 

Del.  Pray  sir,  tell  me, 
Hath  not  this  newes  arrivM  yet  to  the  eare 
OfthebrdCardinall? 
Ant,  I  feare  it  hath. 
The  lord  Ferdinand  (that  's  newly  come  to 

court)  ^ 

*^h  beare  himselfe  right  dangerously. 
De/.  Pray  why? 

^.  He  is  so  quiet,  that  he  seemes  to  sleepe 
*^  tempest  out  (as  dormice  do  in  winter)  ? 

VOL.  Ill, 


Those  houses  that  are  haunted,  are  most  still. 
Till  the  divell  be  up. 

DeL  What  say  the  common  people  ? 

Ant.  The  common-rable  do  directly  say 
She  is  a  strumpet. 

Del,  And  your  graver  heads, 
(Which  wodd  be  politique,)  what  censure  they? 

Ant.  They  do  observe,  I  grow  to  infinite  pur- 
chase 
The  left  hand  way,  and  all  suppose  the  dutchesse 
Would  amend  it,  if  she  could :  for,  say  they. 
Great  princes,  though  they  grudge  their  officers 
Should  have  such  large  and  unconfined  meanes 
To  get  wealth  under  them,  will  not  complaine, 
Lest  thereby  they  should  make  them  oaious 
Unto  the  people,  for  other  obligation 
Of  love  or  marriage,  betweene  her  and  me, 
They  never  dreame  of. 

Del.  The  lord  Ferdinan4 
Is  going  to  bed. 

Fer,  I  'le  instantly  to  ))ed, 
For  I  am  weary ;  I  am  to  be-speake 
A  husband  for  you. 

Dutch.  For  me,  sir  ?  pray  who  is  't  ? 

Fer.  The  great  count  Malateste. 

Dutch.-  Fye  upon  him  ! 
A  count?  he  's  a  meere  sticke  of  sugar-candy, 
(You  may  looke  quite  thorough  him :)  when  I 

choose 
A  husband,  I  will  marry  for  your  honor. 

Fer,  You  shall  do  well  in  't :  how  is  't  (wor- 
thy Antonio?) 

Dutch,  But  (sir)  I  am  to  have  private  confer- 
ence with  you 
About  a  scandalous  report,  is  spread 
Touching  mine  honor. 

Fer.  Let  me  be  ever  deafe  to  't : 
One  of  Pasquils  paper-bullets,  court  calumney, 

3U 
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A  pestilent  ayre,  which  priDcet  pallaces 

Are  fieldome  purged  off:  yet,  say  that  it  were 

true, 
I  poare  it  in  your  bosome,  my  fix*d  love, 
Would  strongly  excuse,  extenuate,  nay  deny 
Faults  were  they  apparant  in  you  :  go,  be  safe 
In  your  owne  innocency. 

Dutch,  Oh  bless'd  comfort ! 
This  deadly  ayre  is  purg'd.  [Exeunt, 

Fer,  Her  guilt  treads  on 
Hot  burning  cultures:  now,  Bosola, 
How  thrives  our  intelligence  ? 

Bos,  Sir,  uncertainly ; 
Tis  rumourM  she  hath  had  three  bastards,  but 
JSy  whom,  we  may  go  read  i*  th*  starres. 

Fer,  Why,  some 
llold  opinion,  all  things  are  written  there. 

Botp  Yes,  if  we  could  fiude  spectacles  to  read 
them; 
I  do  suspect,  Ui^re  hath  bin  some  sorcery 
Us'd  on  the  dutchesse. 

Fer,  Sorcery,  to  what  purpose  ? 

Bos,  To  make  her  dote  on  some  desertles 
fellow. 
She  shames  to  acknowledge. 

Fer,  Can  your  faith  give  way 
To  thinke  there 's  power  in  potions,  orincharmes, 
To  make  us  love,  whether  we  will  or  no  ? 

Bos,  Most  certainly.  [things 

Fer.  Away,  these  are  meere  gulleries,  horred 
Invented  by  some  cheating  mounte-banckes  . 
To  abuse  us:   do  you  thinke  that  herbcs,  or 

churmes 
Can  force  the  will  ?  Some  trialls  have  bin  made 
In  this  foolish  practise;  but  the  ingredients 
Were  lenative  poysous,  such  as  are  of  force 
To  make  the  patient  mad;  and  straight  the 

witch 
Swearet  (by  equivocation,)  they  are  in  love. 
The  witch-craft  lies  in  her  rancke  blood :  this 

night 
I  will  force  confession  from  her :  you  told  me 
You  had  got  (within  tliese  two  dayes)  a  false 

key 
Into  her  bed-chamber. 

Bos,  1  have. 

Fer,  As  I  would  wish. 

Bo*.  What  doe  vou  intend  to  do? 

Fer,  Can  you  ghesse  ? 

Bos,  No. 

Fer.  Do  not  aske  then  : 
He  that  can  compasse  me,  and  know  my  drifts^ 
May  say  he  hath  put  a  girdle  'bout  the  world. 
And  sounded  ail  her  quick-sands. 

Bos.  I  doe  not 
Thinke  so. 

Fer.  What  do  you  thinke  then,  pray  ? 

Bos.  That  you  are 
Your  owne  chronicle  too  much :  and  grosly 
Flatter  your  selfe. 

Fer.  Give  me  thy  hand,  I  thanke  thee : 
I  never  gai'e  pension  but  to  flattererS| 
Till  I  entertained  thee :  furewelU 


That  friend  a  gremt  man*s  mine  stronghf 

checksy 
Who  railes  into  hi$  beliefej  alt  his  d^eclL 

SCENA  ir. 

Dutchesse,  Antonio,  CARtOLi,  Feedivaxd, 
Bosola,  Officers* 

Dutch,  Bring  me  the  casket  bitber,  and  the 
glasse ; 
You  get  no  lodging  here,  to  night,  (my  k>nl). 

Ant,  Indeed  I  must  perswade  one. 

Dutch,  Very  good: 
I  hope  in  time  't  will  grow  into  a  costonie, 
That  noble  men  shall  come  with  cap  aad  knee, 
To  purchase  a  nights  lodging  of  tbeir  wires. 

Ant,  1  must  lye  here. 

Dutch.  Must  ?  you  are  a  lord  of  nis*mle. 

Ant.  Indeed,  my  rule  is  only  in  the  night. 

Dutch.  To  what  use  will  you  put  roe? 

Ant.  We  Ml  sleep  together. 

Dutch,  Alas !  what  pleasure  can  two  loten 
find  in  sleepe  r 

Cari,  My  lord,  I  lye  with  her  often;  and  I 
know 
She  'II  much  disquiet  you. 

Ant,  See,  you  are  complain*d  of. 

Cari,  For  she  's  the  sprawlingst  bedfellow. 

Ant,  I  shall  like  her  the  better  for  that. 

Cari.  Sir,  shall  I  aske  you  a  question  ? 

Ant.  1  pray  thee,  Cariola. 

Pari,  Wherefore  still  when  yea  lye  with  my 
lady 
Do  you  rise  so  early  ? 

Ant,  Labonring  men 
Count  the  clocke  oftnest,  Cariola, 
Are  glad  when  their  task  's  ended. 

Dutch.  I  *lp  stop  your  mouth. 

Ant.  Nay,  that 's  but  one,  Venus  bad  two 
soft  doves 
To  draw  her  chariot :  I  must  have  another : 
When  wilt  thou  marry,  Cariola  f 

Cari,  Never  (my  lord). 

Ant.  O  fie  upon  this  single  life !  forgo  it: 
We  read  how  Daphne,  for  her  peevish  slieht, 
Became  a  fruitlesse  bay-tree :  oiriux  turad 
To  the  pale  empfy  reede :  Anaxarate 
Was  frozen  into  marble:  whereas  those 
Which  married,  or  prov'd  kind  unto  their  friends, 
Were,  by  a  gracious  influence,  transhapM 
Into  the  olire,  pomgranet,  mulbery  : 
Became  flowers,   precious  stones,  or  einioent 
starres. 

Cari,  This  is  a  vaine  poetry ;  but  I  pray  you 
tell  me. 
If  there  were  proposM  me,  wisdome,  riches,  aod 

beauty^ 
In   three  severaff  yong  men,  which  slioold  I 
clioose  ? 

Ant,  'Tis  a  hard  questi6ii:    this  was  Pans 
case. 
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And  he  was  blind  in  \  and  there  was  great  cause : 
For  hQW  was  't  possible  he  should  judge  right, 
Ha?ing  three  amorous  goddesses  in  view. 
And  they  starke  naked :  't  was  a  rootioQ 
Were  able  to  benight  the  apprehension 
Of  the  severest  counsellor  of  £ur<>pe. 
Now  I  looke  on  both  your  fac<.s,  so  well  formed, 
It  puts  me  in  niinde  of  a  question,  I  would  aske. 

Cflri.  Whatis't? 

Ant.  I  doe  wonder  why  hard-favour'd  ladies,  ' 
For  the  most  part,  keepe  worse  favoured  way  ling 

women, 
To  attend  them,  and  cannot  endure  faire  ones. 

Dutch,  Oh,  that 's  soone  answer'd. 
Did  you  ever  in  your  life  know  an  ill  painter 
Desire  to  have  his  dwelling  next  doore  to  the 

shop 
Of  an  excellent  picture-maker?  'twould  disgrace 
His  face-making,  and  undo  him :  I  pre-thee 
When  were  we  merry  ?  my  haire  tangles. 

Ant,  Pray-thee,  Cariola,  let's  steale  forth  the 

room. 

And  let  her  talke  to  her  selfe;  I  have  divers  times 

Served  her  the  like  when  she  had  chafd  extreameiy : 

I  love  to  see  ber  angry :  softly,  Cariola.  [ExeunL 

Dutch,  Doth  not  the  colour  of  my  haire  'gin 
to  change  ? 
When  Iwaxe  gray,  I  shall  have  all  the  court 
Powder  their  Imire  with  arras,  to  be  like  me : 
You  have  cause  to  love  me,  I  entred  into  my 

heart 
Before  you  would  vouchsafe  to  call  for  the  keyes. 
•We  shall  one  day  have  my  brothers  take  you 

napping : 
He  thinkes  lus  presence  (being  now  in  court) 
Should  make  you  keep  your  own  bed :    but 

you  '11  say 
Love  mixt  with  feare,  is  sweetest :  I*Ie  assure  you 
Yoa  shall  get  no  more  children  till  my  brothers 
Consent  to  bee  your  gossips :  have  you  lost  your 

tongue  ?  *tis  welcome : 
For  know,  whether  I  am  doomb*d  to  live  or  die, 
I  can  do  both  like  a  prince. 

[Ferdinand  gives  her  a  poniard, 

Fer,  Die  then,  quickly : 
Vertue,  where  art  thou  hid  ?  what  hideous  thing 
Is  it,  that  doth  clip  thee  ? 

Dutch.  Pray,  sir,  heare  roe. 

FVr.  Or  is  it  true,  tlioa  art  but  a  bare  name. 
And  no  essentiall  thing  ? 

Dutch.  Sir? 

Fer.  Do  not  speake. 

Dutch.  No,  sir : 
I  will  plant  my  soule  in  mine  eares,  to  heare  you. 

Fer,  Oh  must  imperfect  light  of  humane  rea- 
son; 
That  mak*st  so  unhappy,  to  fore-see 
What  we  can  least  prevent.    Pursue  thy  wishes, 
And  glory  in  them :  there 's  in  shame  no  comfort, 
Bot  to  be  past  all  bounds,  and  sense  of  shame. 

Dutch,  1  pray,  sir,  heare  m6 :  I  am  niarrjed. 

Fer,  So.  [that, 

Dutfh.  Happily,  not  to  your  liking:  but  for 


Alas !  your  sheeres  do  come  untimely  now 

To  clip  the  birds  wings,  that 's  already  flowne : 

Will  you  see  my  husband? 
Fer.  Yes,  if  I 

Could  change  eyes  with  a  basilisque. 
Dutch.  Sure,  you  came  hither 

By  his  confideracv. 

Fer,  The  bowhng  of  a  wolfe 

Is  musicke  to  tl»e  (screch-owle)  pretliee  peace; 

What  ere  thou  art,  that  hast  enjoy  d  my  sister, 

(For  I  am  sure  thou  benrdst  lue,)  for  mine  owne 
sake 

Let  me  not  know  thee :  I  came  hither,  prepar*d 

To  worke  thy  discovery ;  yet  am  now  perswuded 

It  would  beget  so  violent  effects 

As  would  damne  us  both :  I  would  not  for  ten 
millions 

I  had  beheld  thee ;  therefore  use  all  meanes 

I  never  may  have  knowledge  of  thy  name; 

Enjoy  thy  lust  still,  and  a  wretched  life. 

On  that  condition :  and  for  thee  (wilde  woman) 

If  thou  doe  wish  thy  leacher  may  grow  old 

In  thy  embracements,  I  would  have  thee  build 

Such  a  roome  for  him  as  our  anchorites 

To  holier  use  inhabite :  let  not  the  sun 

Shine  on  him,  till  he  's  dead :  let  dogs  and  mon- 
keys 

Only  converse  with  him,  and  such  dumbe  things 

To  whom  nature  denies  use,  to  sound  his  name. 

Doe  not  keepe  a  paraqueto,  lest  she  learne  it; 

If  thou  doe  love  him,  cut  out  thine  owue  tongue. 

Lest  it  bewray  him. 

Dutch.  Why  might  not  I  marry  ? 

I  have  not  gone  about,  in  this,  to  create 

Any  new  world,  or  custome. 
Per,  Thou  art  undone. 

And  thou  hast  tnine  that  massy  sheet  of  lead 

That  hid  thy  husbands  bones,  and  foulded  it 

About  my  heart. 

Dutch,  Mine  bleedes  for  't. 
Fer.  Thine  ?  thy  heart  ? 

What  should  I  name  't,  unlesse  a  hollow  bullet 

Fiird  with  unquenchable  wild-fire  ? 
Dutch,  You  are  in  this 

Too  strict ;  and  were  you  not  my  princely  bro- 
ther 

I  would  say  too  wilfuU :  my  reputation 

Is  safe. 

Fer,  Dost  thou  know  what  reputation  is, 

lie  tell   thee  to  small  purpose,  since  th'  in- 
struction 

Comes  now  too  late. 

Upon  a  time,  reputation,  love,  and  death. 

Would  travell  o're  the  world :  and  it  was  con- 
cluded 

That  they  should  part,  and  take  three  severall 
wayes; 

Death  told  them,  they  should  find  him  in  great 
battailes; 

Or  cities  plagu'd  with  plagues :  Love  giv«»8  them 
counsell 

Tu  enquire  for  him  'mongst  unambitious  shep- 
herds, 
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Wbere  dowries  were  noc  talkt  of:  and  some- 
times 
'Mongst  quiet  kindred,  that  had  nothing  left 
By  their  dead  parents :  stay,  (quoth  reputation,) 
Do  not  forsake  me :  for  it  is  my  nature, 
If  once  I  part  from  any  maii  I  meet, 
I  am  never  found  againe :  and  so,  for  you : 
You  have  shooke  hands  with  reputatiou, 
And  made  him  invisible :  so  fare  you  well. 
I  will  never  see  you  more. 

Dutch,  Why  should  only  I, 
Of  all  the  other  princes  of  the  world. 
Be  cas'd  up,  like  a  holy  relique  ?  I  bave  youth, 
And  a  little  beauty. 

Fer,  So  you  have  some  virgins, 
That  are  witches :  I  will  never  see  thee  more. 

[Exit. 

Dutch,  You  saw  this  apparition. 

Enter  Antotnio  with  a  Pittofi. 

Ant,  Yes ;  we  are 
Betraid :  how  came  be  bitlier?  I  should  tume 
This  to  thee,  for  that. 

Cari,  Pray  sir  doe :  and  when 
'That  you  have  cleft  my  heart,  you  shall  reade 

there, 
Mine  innocence. 

Dutch.  That  gallery  gave  him  entrance. 

Ant,  I  would  this  terrible  thing  would  come 
againe. 
That  (standing  on  my  guard)  I  might  relate 
'My  warrantable  love  :  ha  !  what  meanes  this  ? 

Dutch,  He  left  this  with  me. 

[She  ihewes  the  ponyard. 

Ant,  And  it  seemes,  did  wish 
You  would  use  it  on  your  selfe« 

Dutch,  His  action 
Seem*d  to  intend  so  much. 

Ant.  This  bath  a  handle  to  't, 
As  well  as  a  point,  turne  it  towards  him, 
And  so  fasten  the  keene  edge  in  his  rancke  gall : 
How  now?  who  knocks?  more  earthquakes ?  ' 

Dutch,  I  stand 
As  if  a  myne,  beneath  my  feet,  were  ready 
To  be  blowne  up. 

Cari  Tis  Bosola. 

Dutch,  Away, 
Oh  misery,  me  thinkes  unjust  actions 
Should  weare  these  masques,  and  curtaines;  and 

not  we : 
you  must  instantly  part  hencei  I  have  fashionM 
it  already.  [Exit  Antonio. 

Bos,  The  duke  your  brother  is  Une  up  in  a 
whirle  wind, 
Hath  tooke  horse,  and 's  rid  poste  to  Rome. 

Dutch.  So  late? 

Bos,  He  told  me^  (as  be  mounted  into  th* 
saddle,) 
Yon  were  undone. 

Dutch,  Indeed,  I  am  very  neere  it^ 

Bos,  What 's  the  matter  ? 

Dutch,  Antonio,  the  oMBter  of  our  homhold, 
Hath  dealt  so  falsely  with  me,  in  's  accounts : 


My  brother  stood  engaged  with  roe  for  money 
Ta'ne  up  of  certaine  Neopolitane  Jewes, 
And  Antonio  let 's  the  bonds  be  forfeit. 

Bos,  Strange,  this  is  cunning. 

Dutch,  And  hereupon 
My  brothers  bills  at  Naples  are  protested 
Against :  call  up  the  officers. 

Bos,  1  shall.  [£nf. 

Dutch,  The  place  that  you  must  flye  to,  is 
Ancona  ; 
Hire  a  bouse  there.    I'le  send  after  you 
My  treasure,  and  my  jewels:  our  weake  safetj 
Runs  upon  ingenious  wbeeles;  short  sillaUes 
Must  stand  for  periods :  I  must  now  accuse  yoB 
Of  such  a  fained  crime,  as  Taaso  calls 
Magnanima  mensogna^  a  noble  lye. 
Cause  it  must  shield  our  honors :  faarke,  they  are 
comming. 

Ant.  Will  your  grace  heare  me  ? 

Dutch.  I  have  got  well  by  you :    you  b&fe 
yeelded  me 
A  million  of  losse;  I  am  like  to  inherit 
The  peoples  curses  fur  your  stewardship : 
You  had  the  tricke,  in  audit  time  to  be  sicke, 
Till  I  bad  sign*d  your  quietus;  and  thatcor'J 

you 
Without  helpe  of  a  doctor.     Gentlemen, 
I  would  have  this  man  be  an  example  to  yoa  iN, 
So  shall  you  hold  my  favour :  I  pray  let  him ; 
For  h'  us  done  that  (alas !)  you  would  net 

thinke  of. 
And  (because  I  intend  to  be  rid  of  him) 
I  meane  not  to  publish :  use  your  fortune  else- 
where. 

Ant,  I  am  strongly  arm'd  to  brooke  my  over- 
throw. 
As  commonly  men  beare  with  a  hard  yeere: 
I  will  not  blame  the  cause  on't ;  but  doe  tbiakc 
The  necessity  of  my  malevolent  starre 
Procures  this,  not  her  humour :  O  the  inconstant 
And  rotten  ground  of  service,  you  may  see: 
nris  ev*n  like  him,  that  in  a  winter  night 
Takes  a  long  slumber  ore  a  dying  fire ;       [ook}^ 
As  loath  to  part  from  't :  yet  parts  thence  are 
As  when  he  nrst  sate  downe. 

Dutch,  We  doe  confiscate 
(Towards  the  satisfying  of  your  accounts) 
All  that  you  have. 

Ant,  I  am  all  yours :  and  'tis  very  ^ 
All  mine  should  be  so. 

Dutch.  So,  sir;  you  have  your  passe. 

Ant.  You  may  see  (gentlemen)  what  'tis  to 
serve 
A  prince  with  body  and  soule.  [Exit. 

Bos.  Here  *s  an  example  for  extortion;  what 
moisture  is  drawue  out  of  the  sea,  when  iwM 
weather  comes,  powres  downe,  ond  runs  inia 
the  sea  againe.    > 

Dutch.  1  would  know  what  ore  your  opinioos 
Of  this  Antonio. 

Hd  0/4  He  could  not  abide  to  see  a  pigs  head 
gaping, 
I  thought  your  grace  would  finde  him  a  Jew. 
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SdOf,  I  would  you  had  bio  officer,  for  your 

owne  sake. 
4th  Cf,  You  would  have  had  more  money. 
Ut  Cf.  He  stop'd  his  earen  with  blacke  wool! : 
and  to  those  came 
To  him  for  money  said  he  was  thicke  of  hearing. 
id  Of,  Some  said  he  was  an  hermophrobite, 

for  he  could  not  abide  a  woman. 
4th  Of,  How  scurvy  proud  would  he  looke, 
when  the  treasury  was  full ! 
Well,  let  him  go. 
lit  Of  Yes,  and  the  cliippinga  of  the  buttery 
flye  after  him, 
To  scowre  his  golden  chaine. 
Dutch,  Leave  us:   what  doe  you  thinke  of 

these? 
Bos,  That  these  are  rogues ;  that  in  's  pro- 
sperity. 
Bat  to  have  waited  on  this  fortune,  cotild  have 

wishM 
iiis  dirty  stirrop  rivited  through  their  noses: 
^nd  followM  after 's  mule,  like  a  beare  in  a  rin^. 
Would  have  prostituted  their  daughters  to  his 

lost: 
Made  their  first-borne  intelligencers :    thought 

none  happy 
But  such  as  were  borne  under  his  planet : 
And  wore  his  livery :  and  doe  these  lice  drop  ofiT 

now? 
Well,  never  looke  to  have  the  like  againe : 
He  bath  left  a  sort  of  flattring  rogues  behind  liim, 
Their  doome  must  follow :  princes  pay  flatterers 
lo  their  owne  money ;  flatterers  dissemble  their 

vices, 
Aod  they  dissemble  their  lies;  that 's  justice: 
Alas !  poore  gentleman. 
Dutch.  Poore  ?  he  hath  amply  fill'd  his  cofers. 
Bos.  Sure  he  was  too  honest :  Pluto,  the  god 
of  riches, 
When  he  's  sent  (by  Jupiter)  to  any  man, 
He  goes  limping,  to  signify  that  wealth 
That  comes  on  God*8  name,  comes  slowly,  but 

when  he  's  sent 
On  the  divells  arrand,  he  rides  post,  and  comes 

in  by  scuttles : 
I^t  me  shew  you,  what  a  most  unvalu'd  jewell 
You  have  (in  a  wanton  humour)  throwne  away, 
To  blesse  the  man  shall  finde  him.    He  was  an 

excellent 
Courtier,  and  most  faithfuU;  a  souldier,  that 

thought  it 
As  beasdy  to  know  his  owne  value  too  little. 
As  deviUish  to  acknowledge  it  too  much. 
Both  his  vertue  and  forme  deserved  a  farre  bet- 
ter fortune : 
Hit  discourse  rather  delighted  to  judge  it  selfe, 

than  shew  it  selfe. 
His  breast  was  fiUM  with  all  perfection, 
And  yet  it  seem*d  a  private  whbpering  roome. 
It  made  so  little  noyse  of 't. 
Dutch.  But  he  was  basely  descended. 
JBoi.  Will  you  make  your  selfe  a  mercioary 
faeraldj 


Rather  to  examine  mens  pedegrees  than  vertaes? 

You  shall  want  him ; 

For  know  an  honest  states-man  to  a  prince. 

Is  like  a  cedar  planted  by  a  spring. 

The  spring  bathes  tlie  trees  root,  the  gratefull 

tree 
Rewards  it  with  his  shadow  t  you  have  not  done 

so. 
I  would  sooner  swim  to  the  Bermootha*s  on  two 

polititinns 
Rotten  bladders,  tide  together  with  an  intelli- 
gencers heart-string, 
Than  depend  on  so  changeable  a  princes  favour. 
Fare  thee  well  (Antonio),  since  the  malice  of  the 

world 
Would  needs  downe  with  thee,  it  cannot  be  said 

yet 
That  any  ill  happened  unto  thee,  considering  thy 

fall 
Was  accompanied  with  vertue. 

Dutch,  Oh,  you  render  me  excellent  musicke. 

Bo$.  Say  you  ? 

Dutch.  This  good  one  that  you  speake  o^  is 

my  husband. 
Bos.  Do  I  not  dreame?  can  this  ambitious 
age 
Have  so  much  goodues  in 't,  as  to  prefer 
Of  wealth  and  painted  honors?  possible? 
Dutch.  I  have  had  three  children  by  him. 
Bos.  Fortunate  lady ! 
For  you  have  made  your  private  nuptiall  bed 
The  humble  and  fairc  seminary  of  peace. 
No  question  but  many  an  unbeneficM  scholler 
Shall  pray  for  you,  for  this  deed,  and  rejoyce 
That  some  preferment  in  the  world  can  yet 
Arise  from  merit.    The  virgins  of  your  land 
(That  have  no  dowries)  shall  hope  your  example 
Will  raise  them  to  rich  husbands:  should  you 

want 
Souldiers,  'twould  make  the  very  Turks  and 

Moores 
Turne  Christians,  and  serve  you  for  thfs  act. 
Last,  the  ne|;lected  poets  of  your  time. 
In  honour  of  this  trophee  of  a  man, 
Rais'd  by  that  curious  engine,  (your  white  hand,) 
Shall  thanke  you,  in  your  grave,  for  't;   and. 

make  that 
More  reverend  than  all  the  cabinets 
Of  living  princes.    For  Antonio, 
His  fame  shall  likewise  flow,  from  many  a  pen, 
When  heralds  shall  want  coates,  to  sell  to  men. 
Dutch.  As  I   taste  comfort  in  this  friendly 
speech, 
So  would  I  find  concealment. 

Bos.  O !  the  secret  of  my  prince. 
Which  I  will  weare  on  th'  in-side  of  ray  heart. 
Dutch.  You  shall  take  charge  of  all  my  coyne, 
and  jewels, 
And  follow  him,  for  he  retires  himselfe 
To  Ancona. 
Bos.  So. 

Dutch.  Whether,  within  few  dayes, 
I  meane  to  follow  thee. 
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Bot.  Let  me  thtnke : 
I  would  wish  your  grace  to  faigue  a  pilgrimage 
To  our  lady  ofLoretto,  (scarce  seven  leagues 
From  faire  Ancona,)  so  may  you  depart 
Your  countij  with  more  honour,  and  your  flight 
Will  seeme  a  princely  progresse,  retaining 
Your  usuall  traine  about  you. 

Dutch.  Sir,  your  direction 
Shall  lead  me  by  the  hand. 

Cart.  In  my  opinion 
She  were  better  progresse  to  the  bathes 
At  Leuca,  or  so  visit  the  Spaw 
In  Germany,  for  (if  you  will  beleeve  me) 
I  do  not  like  this  jesting  with  religion, 
This  faigned  pilgrimage. 

Dut(M,  Thou  art  a  superstitious  foole ; 
Prepare  us  instantly  for  our  departure  : 
Past  sorrowes,  let  us  moderately  lament  them ; 
For  those  to  come,  seeke  wisely  to  prevent 
them.  [Rrit. 

Bos,  A  poHtitian  is  the  divels  quilted  anvell ; 
He  fashions  all  sinnes  on  him,  and  the  blowes 
Are  never  heard;   he  may  worke  in  a  ladies 

chamber, 
(As  here  for  proof,)  what  rests,  but  I  reveale 
All  to  my  lord :  Oh  this  base  quality 
Of  inteligencers !  why,  every  Quality  i'  tb'  world 
Prefers  but  gaine,  or  commendation : 
Now  for  this  act,  I  nm  certaine  to  be  raisM, 
And  men  that  paint  weeds    (to  the  life)    are 
prais*d.  [Ent. 

SCENA  ni. 

Cardinall,  Ferdinand,  Malateste,  Pescara, 
Silvio,  Delio,  Bosola. 

Card,  Must  we  tume  soaldier  then } 

MaL  The  emperor, 
Hearing  your  wortli  that  way,  (ere  you  attained 
This  reverend  garment)  joynes  you  in  commis- 
sion 
With  the  right  fortunate  souldier,  the  Marquis 

ofPescara, 
And  the  famous  Lanoy. 

Card,  He  that  had  the  honor 
Of  taking  the  French  king  prisoner? 

Mai,  The  same. 
Here  's  a  plot  drawne,  for  a  new  fortification 
At  Naples. 

Fer,  This  great  Count  Malateste,  I  perceive 
Hath  got  employment  ? 

Del,  No  employment  (my  lord) ; 
A  marginall  note  in  the  muster-booke,  that  be  is 
A  voluntary  lord. 

Fer.  He  's  no  souldier. 
,   DeL  He  ha 's  wome  gan-powd«r  in  's  hollow 
tooth,  for  the  tooth-ache. 

8iL  He  come  to  the  leaguer,  with  a  full  intent 
Jmi^u  ^^^^  ^^^^  ^^^  garlickc,  meanes  to  stay 
Till  the  sent  be  gon,  and  straight  returne  to 
court. 

I>el,  He  hath  read  all  the  late  service, 


As  the  City  Chronicle  rektes  it. 
And  keepes  two  painters  going,  only  to  expresst 
Battailes  in  modell. 
Sil,  Then  he  '11  fight  by  the  booke. 
Del,  By  the  almanacke,  I  tbinke 
To  clKX)6e  good  dayes,  and  shun  the  criticall ; 
That 's  his  mistris  skarfe. 

Sil,  Yes,  he  protests 
He  wonki  do  much  for  that  taffita. 

Del,  I  tbinke  he  would  run  away  from  a  bftt- 
taile 
To  save  it  from  taking  prisoner. 

Sil.  He  is  horribly  afraid 
Gun-powder  will  spoile  the  perfume  on  *t, 

Del,  1  saw  a  Dutch-man  breake  his  pate  ODce 
For  calling  him  pot-gun,  he  made  his  bead 
Have  a  boare  in  *t  like  a  musket. 

Sil,  1  would  he  had  made  a  touch-hole  Co  'L 
He  is  indeed  a  guarded  sumpter  cloth. 
Only  for  the  reuioove  of  the  court. 

Fes,  Bosola  arriv'd  ?  what  should  be  ^  bo- 
sinesse  ? 
Some  falling  out  amongst  the  cardinaU. 
These  factions  amongst  great  men,  they  are  like 
Foxes,  when  their  heads  are  divided 
They  carry  fire  in  their  tailes,  and  all  the  coanxrj 
About  them  goes  to  wracke  for  't. 
Sil,  What 's  that  Bosola? 
Del.  I  knew  him  in  Padua,  a  fantasticall 
schollar, 
Like  such,  who  study  to  know  bow  many  knots 

was  in 
Hercules  club,  of  what  coioor  AchiDes  beard 

was. 
Or  whether  Hector  were  not  troubled  with  the 

tooth-ache: 
He  bath  studied  himselfe  halfe  bleare-ej'd,  to 

know  the 
True  semitry  of  Cssars  nose  by  a  shooing-bome, 

and  this 
He  did  to  gaine  the  name  of  a  specolative  man. 

Fes,  Marke  Prince  Ferdinand, 
A  very  salamander  lives  in  's  eye. 
To  mocke  the  eager  violence  of  fire. 

Sil,  That  cardinal  hath  made  more  bad  hosi 
with  his  oppression. 
Than  ever  Michael  Angelo  made  good  ones ; 
He  lilb  up 's  nose,  like  a  fbule  porpisse  before  a 
storme. 
Fes.  The  Lord  Ferdinand  langhes. 
Del.  Like  a  deadly  canon, 
That  lightens  ere  it  smoakes. 

Fes,  These  are  your  true  pangs  of  death. 
The  pangs  of  life,  that  struggle  with  great  states* 
men. 
Del,  In  such  a  deformed  silence,  witches 

whisper  their  charmes. 
Card,  Doth  she  make  religion  ber  riding  hood 
To  keep  her  from  the  sun  and  tempest  ? 

Fer.  That:  that damnes her.     Methinkesher 
fault,  and 
Beauty  blended  together,  shew  like  leprosie,  - 
The  whiter^  the  fouler:  I  make  it  a  question 
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Whether  her  beg^rly  braU  were  ever  christ- 
Ded. 

Card.   I  will  insuntly  solicite  the  state  of 
Aucona 
1*0  have  them  banished. 

Fer.  You  are  tor  Loretto  ? 
I  shall  not  be  at  ^oar  ceremoay:  fare  you  well, 
Write  to  the  duke  of  Maify,  my  yong  nephew^ 
She  had  by  6rst  husband,  and  acquaint  bim 
With  's  mothers  honesty. 

Bo$.  I  wiU. 

Fer.  Antonio! 
A  stove  that  only  smelKd  of  ink  and  counters, 
And  uev'r  in  's  life  look'd  like  a  gentleman. 
Bur  in  the  audit  time ;  goe,  goe  presently, 
Draw  me  out  an  hundred  and  fifty  of  our  horse, 
Aud  meet  me  at  tlie  fort-bridge.  '  [Exeunt. 


SCENA  IV. 
Two  Pilgrbnes  to  the  Shrine  of  our  Lady  of 

LoRETTO. 

ist  Pilg,  I  have  not  seen  a  goodlier  shrive 
then  this^ 
Yet  I  have  visited  many.  [^*^y> 

Si  Pilg,  The  C/irdinuU  of  Arragon  is,   this 
To  resigne  his  cardinals  hat,  his  sister 
Dutcliesse  likewise  is  arriv'd  to  pay  her 
Vow  of  pilgrimage :  I  expect  a  noble  ceremony. 

tft  Pilg,  No  question : They  come. 

[Here  the  ceremony  of  the  Cardinals  enstaU 
mentf  in  the  habit  of  a  Souldier,  perform* d 
in  delivering  Up  his  crosse,  hat,  robes,  and 
ring,  at  the  thrive ;  and  investing  him  with 
sword,  helmet,  shield,  and  spurs :  then  An- 
tonio, the  Dutchesse,  and- their  Children, 
(having presented  themselves  at  the  shrine,) 
are  (by  a  form  of  banishment  in  dumb^ 
shew  expressed  towards  them  by  the  Cardi- 
nail  and  the  State  of  Ancona)  banished. 
During  all  which  ceremony,  this  ditty  is 
sung  (to  very  solemn  musick)  by  divers 
church-men,  and  then  [Exeunt, 

Armes,  and  honors,  deck  thy  story ^ 
To  thy  fames  etemall  glory. 
Adverse  fortune  everflie  thee. 
No  disastrous  fate  come  nigh  thee, 
I  alone  will  sing  thy  prayses, 
Whom  to  honor,  vertue  raises  ; 
And  thy  study,  that  divinC'is, 
Bent  to  marshal-discipline-is : 
Lay  aside  all  those  robes  lie  by  thee, 
Crowne  thy  arts  with  arms :  they  HI  beautife 

thee. 
0  worthy  of  worthiest  nante,  adorned  in  this 

manner, 
leade  bravely  thy  forces  on,  under  war  var- 

like  banner ; 
0,  mayst  thou  prove  fortunate  in  all  marshall 

courses^ 
Ouide  thou  still,  by  skill,  in  arts,  and  forces : 


Victory  attend  thee  nigh  whilst  fame  $ing$  loud 

thy  powers. 
Triumphant  conquest  crown  thy  head,  and  bles^^ 

ingspoure  downe  shawres, 

1st  Pilg.  Heer  *s  a  strange  tume  of  state !  who 
would  have  thought 
So  great  a  lady  would  have  matcb'd  ber  selfti 
Unto  so  meane  a  person  ?  yet  the  cardinal! 
Beares  himselfe  too  cruell. 

2rf  Pilg.  They  are  banish'd. 

1st  Pilg.  But  I  would  aske,  what  power  hath 
this  state 
Of  Ancona  to  determine  of  a  free  prince? 

id  Pilg.  They  are  a  free  state,  sir,  and  her 
brother  shewed 
How  that  the  pope  fore-hearing  of  ber  loosenesse. 
Hath  seaz*d  into  the  protection  of  the  church 
The  dukedoffie,  which  she  held  as  dowager. 

1st  Pilg.  But  by  what  justice? 

id  Pilg.  Sure  I  thinke  by  none. 
Only  ber  brothers  instigation. 

1st  Pilg.  What  was  it  with  such  violence  b< 
took 
Off  from  her  finger  ? 

id  Pilg.  'Twas  her  wedding-ring. 
Which  he  vow'd  shortly  he  would  sacrifice 
To  his  revenge. 

1st  Pilg.  Alas,  Antonio, 
If  that  a  man  be  thrust  into  a  well. 
No  matter  who  sets  hand  to  't,  his  owne  weight 
Will  bring  him  sooner  to  th'  bottome:  come, 

let  'I  hence. 
Fortune  makes  this  conclusion  generall, 
''All  things  to  help  th'  unhappy  man  to  fall.** 

[Exeunt, 

SCENA  V. 

Antonio,  Dutchesse,  Children,  Cariola,  Ser- 
vants, BosoLAy  Souldiers,  with  Vizards* 

Dutch,  Banish'd  Ancona  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  you  see  what  power 
Lightens  in  great  mens  breath. 
•    Dutch.  Is  all  our  traine 
Shrunke  to  this  poore remainder? 

Ant.  These  are  poore  men, 
(Which  have  got  little  in  your  service,)  vow 
To  take  your  foctane :  but  your  wiser  bontingSy 
Now  they  are  fiedg'd,  ore  gone. 

Dutch,  They  have  done  wisely. 
This  puts  me  in  minde  of  death ;  pbysitians  thus^ 
With  their  bands  full  of  money,  use  to  giue  ore 
Their  patients. 

Ant.  Right  the  fashion  of  the  world ; 
From  decuid  fortunes  every  flatterer  shrinVes; 
Men  cease  to  bnild,  wliere  the  foundation  sinkes, 

Dutch.  I  had  a  very  strange  dream  to  night. 

Ant.  What  is 't? 

Dutch.  Methougbt  I  wore  my  coronet  of  statei 
And  on  a  sudden  all  the  diamonds 
Were  chang'd  to  pearles. 

Ant,  My  interpretation 
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Is,  you'll  weepe  shortly,  for  to  me,  the  pearles 
Do  signifieyoo  tears.    . 

Dutch.  The  hirds,  that  live  i*  th*  field 
On  the  wilde  benefit  of  nature,  live 
Happier  than  we;  for  they  may  choose  their 

mates, 
And  Carroll  their  sweet  pleasures  to  the  spring. 

Bos.  You  are  happily  ore-ta'ne. 

Dutch,  From  ray  brother  ? 

Bos.  Yes,  from  the  lord  Ferdinand,  your  bro- 
ther, 
AU  love  and  safety. 

Dutch.  Thov  (lost  blanch  mischiefe, 
Wouldst  make  it  white.    See,  see ;  like  to  the 

calme  weather 
At  sea,  before  a  tempest,  false  hearts  speake  faire 
To  tliose  they  intend  most  mischiefe. 

A  tetter.   Send  Antonio  to  me,  /  want  his  head 
in  a  busines  :  (a  politicke  equivocation :) 
He  doth  not  want  your  counsell,  but  your  head ; 
That  is,  he  cannot  sleepe  till  you  be  dead. 
And  here  's  another  pitfall,  that  *8  strew*d  ore 
With  roses :  marke  it,  'tis  a  cunning  one. 

J  stand  ingagedfor  your  husband^  for  severall 

debts  at  Naples :  let  not 
That  trouble  him,  I  had  rather  have  his  heart 

than  his  money. 

And  I  beleeve  so  too. 

Bos.  What  doe  you  beleeve? 

Dutch.  That  he  so  much  distrusts  my  hus- 
bands love. 
He  will  by  no  meanes  beleeve  hi^  heart  is  with 

htm 
Untill  he  see  it.  The  devill  is  not  cunning  enough 
To  circumvent  us  in  riddles. 

Bos.  Will  you  reject  that  noble  and  free  league 
Of  amity  and  love,  which  I  present  you  } 

Dutdt,  Their  league  is  like  that  of  some  po- 
liticke kings, 
Only  to  make  themselves  of  strength  and  power 
To  be  our  after-ruine :  tell  them  so. 

Bos.  And  what  from  you  ? 

Ant.  Thus  tell  him :  I  will  not  come. 

Bos.  And  what  of  this  ? 

Ant.  My  brothers  have  dispersed 
Blood-hounds  abroad;   which  till  I  heare  are 

muzzell'd ; 
No  truce,  though  hatched  with  nere  such  politicke 

skill, 
Is  safe,  that  bangs  upon  our  enemies  will, 
rie  not  come  at  them. 

Bos.  This  proclaimes  your  breeding. 
Every  small  thing  drawes  a  base  minde  to  feare. 
As  the  adamant  drawes  yron :  fare  you  welf,  sir, 
You  shall  shortly  heare  from  's.  [Exit. 

Dutch.  I  suspect  some  ambush : 
Therefore,  by  all  my  love,  I  doe  conjure  you 
To  take  your  eldest  sonne,  and  fly  towards  Mil- 

laine ; 
liet  us  not  venture  all  this  poor  remainder  in  one 
unlucky  bottom. 

Ant*  You  counsell  safely : 


Best  of  my  life,  farewell !  since  we  most  put, 
Heaven  bath  a  hand  in  't:  but  no  otherwise, 
Then  as  some  curious  artist  takes  in  sooder 
A  clock,  or  watch,  when  it  is  out  of  frame  to 

bring  't  in  better  order. 
Dutch.  I  know  not  which  is  best. 
To  see  you  dead,  or  part  with  you.  Farewel,  boj, 
Thou  art  hapy,  that  thou  hast  not  understao^ 
To  know  thy  misery :  for  all  our  wit  and 
Reading  brings  us  to  a  truer  sence  of  sorrov: 
In  the  etemaJl  church,  sir^  I  doe  hope  we  shall 

not  part  thus. 
Ant.  Oh,  be  of  comfi^rt ! 
Make  patience  a  noble  fisrtitnde, 
And  think  not  how  unkindly  we  are  os  M: 
**  Man  (like  to  cassia)  is  prov'd  best,  being 

bruis'd." 
Dutch.  Must  I,  like  to  a  slave-born  raffian, 
Account  it  praise  to  suffer  tyranny  ?  and  jet 
O  (Heaven  !)  thy  heavy  band  b  in 't    I  btre 

seene 
My  little  boy  ofb  scourge  his  top,  and  compar'd 
My  selfe  to  *t :  naught  made  me  ere  go  r^t, 
But  Heavens  scourge-stiok. 

Ant.  Do  not  weep : 
Heaven  fashion*d  us  of  nothing;  and  we  stme 
To  bring  our  selves  to  nothing.  Farewel,  Cariolii 
And  thy  sweet  armful.    If  xdo  never  see  tbee 

more. 
Be  a  good  mother  to  your  little  ones, 
And  save  them  from  the  tiger :  fare  yoo  weO. 
Dutch.  Let  me  looke  upon  you  once  more; 

for  that  speech 
Came  from  a  dying  father :  your  kisse  is  colder 
Then  that  I  have  seen  an  holy  anchorite 
Give  to  a  dead  mans  skull. 
Ant.  My  heart  is  tum'd  to  a  heavy  lamp  of 

lead. 
With  which  I  sound  my  danger :  fare  yoo  weU* 

Dutch,  My  laurel  is  all  withered. 
Cari.  Looke  (madam)  what  a  troop  pf  trm'd 
men 
Make  towards  us. 

Enter  BosoLA,  with  a  Guard. 

Dutch.  O,  they  are  very  welcome : 
When   Fortunes  wheele  is   over-chaig'd  wiin 

princes, 
The  waight  makes  it  move  swif^.    I  would  have 

my  mine 
Be  sudden  :  I  am  your  adventure,  am  I  not? 
Bos.  You  are,  yon  must  see  your  husband  oo 

more. 
Dutch.  Whnt  devil  art  thou,  that  coaote^ 

feits  Heavens  thunder  ? 
Bos,  Is  that  terrible?  I  would  have  yoo  tell 
me 
Whether  is  that  note  worse,  that  frights  thewlj 

birds 
Out  of  the  corne,  or  that  which  doth  allore  thm 
To  the  nets  ?  you  have  hearkned  to  the  last  too 
mupL 
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Dutch,  O  misery !  like  to  a  rusty  ore-charg'd 
canoDy 
Shall  I  Dever  fly  in  pieces  ?    Come :  to  wliat 
prison  } 
Bos,  To  none. 
Dutch,  Whether  then? 
Bo*.  To  your  palace. 

Dutch,  I  have  beard  that  Charons  boat  serves 
to  convay 
All  ore  the  dismal!  lake^  but  brings  none  backe 
againe.  [p>ty. 

Bot,  Your  brothers  roeane  yon  safety  and 
Dutch,  Pity  !  with  such  a  pity  men  preserve 
alive 
Pheasants  and  ^uailes^  when  they  are  not  fat 
enough  to  be  eaten. 
Bot,  These  are  your  children  ? 
Dutch.  Yes. 
Bos,  Can  tbey  prattle  ? 
Dutch,  No. 
But  I  intend,  since  they  were  borne  accurs*dy 
Curses  shall  be  their  first  language. 

Bos.  Fye,  madam, 
Forget  this  base  low  fellow. 

Dutch,  Werelaman,inrd 
Beat  that  counterfeit  face  into  thy  other. 
BoL  One  of  no  birth. 
Dutch,  Say  that  he  was  borne  meane : 
Mapis  most  happy,  when  's  owne  actions 


Be  arguments,  and  examples  of  his  vertue. 
Bos.  A  barren,  beggerly  vertue. 
Dutch,  r  pre-thee  who  is  greatest,  can  yoa 
tell? 
Sad  tales  befit  ray  woe :  I  'le  tell  you  one. 
A  salmon,  as  she  swain  unto  the  sea, 
Met  with  a  dog-fish,  who  encounters  her 
With  this  rough  language :  Why  art  thou  so  bold 
To  mixe  thy  selfe  with  our  high  state  of  floods, 
Bchig  no  eminent  courtier,  but  one 
That  for  the  calmest,  and  fresh  time  o*  th' yeere 
Do'st  live  in  shallow  rivers,  rankest  thy  selre 
With  silly  smylts,  and  shrympes?   and  darest 

thou 
Passe  by  our  dog'ship,  without  reverence  ? 
O  (quoth  the  salmon)  sister,  be  at  peace : 
Thanke  Jupiter,  we  bolh  have  pass*d  the  net, 
Our  value  never  can  be  truly  knowne, 
Till  in  the  fishers  basket  we  be  showne. 
I'  th'  market  then  my  price  may  be  the  higher, 
Even  when  I  am  neerest  to  thecooke,  and  fire. 
So,  to  great  men,  the  morrall  may  be  stretched; 
"  Men  oft  are  valued  high,  when  th*  are  most 

wretched." 
But  come:   whither  you  please:    I  am  arm'd 

'gainst  misery : 
Bent  to  all  swayes  of  the  oppressors  will. 
Thcr*s  no  deepe  valley,  but  ncere  some  great  hilL 


ACTUS  IV. 


SCIINA  I. 

FEfcDiKAND,  BosoLA,  Dutchestc,  Cariola, 
Servants. 

fcr.  How  doth  our  sister  dutchesse  beare  her 
selfe 
lu  her  imprisonment  ? 

Bos.  Nobly :  I  *le  describe  her : 
one 's  sad,  as  one  us'd  to  't :  and  she  seemes 
father  to  welcome  the  end  of  misery 
Then  shun  it :  a  behaviour  so  noble, 
As  gives  a  majesty  to  adversity : 
lou  may  discerue  the  shape  of  lovelinesse 
J*ore  perfect,  in  her  teares,  then  in  her  smiles ; 
She  will  muse  foure  houres  together:  and  her 

silence 
(Merfiinkes)  expresseth  more,  fhen  if  she  spake. 
^<^.  Her  melancholy  seems  to  be  fortifide 

with  a  strange  disdain. 
Bo$,  Tis  so :  and  this  restraint 
(like  English  mastifles,  that  grow  feirce  with 

tying) 
^e»  her  too    pationately  apprehend  those 
pleasures  she  's  kept  firom. 
Fer.  Curse  upon  her ! 
^»U  no  longer  study  in  the  booke 
W  anothcis  heart :  infbrme  her  what  I  told  you. 

[Exit. 

VOL.  III. 


Bos,  AH  comfort  to  your  grace. 

Dutch.  I  will  have  none  t 
Pray-thee,  why  dost  thou  wrap  thy  poysoned  pils 
In  gold,  nnd  sugar? 

Bos.  Your  elder  brother,  the  Lord  Ferdinand, 
Is  come  to  visite  you ;  and  sends  you  word, 
'Cause  once  he  rashly  made  a  solemne  vow 
Never  to  see  you  more,  he  comes  i'  th*  night: 
And  prayes  you  (gently)  neither  torch  nor  taper 
Shine  in  your  chamber:  he  will  kisse  your  hand  : 
And  reconcile  himselfe :  but,  for  his  vowe. 
He  dares  not  see  you. 

Dutch.  At  his  pleasure : 
Take  hence  the  lights :  he  's  come, 

Fer.  Where  are  you  ? 

Dutch.  Here,  sir. 

Fer.  This  darknesse  suits  you  well. 

Dutch.  I  would  aske  you  pardon. 

Fer.  You  have  it ; 
For  I  account  it  the  honorabFat  revenge. 
Where  I  may  kill,  to  pardon :  where  are  your 
cubbs? 

Dutch.  Whom  ? 

Fer.  Call  thpm  your  children  ; 
For  though  our  uationall  law  distinguish  bastards 
From  true  legitimate  issue,  compassionate  na^ 

ture 
Makes  them  all  equalL 

3  X 
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Dutch,  Do  you  visit  me  for  this  ? 
You  violate  a  sacrameDt  o'  th'  church 
Shall  make  you  howie  in  hell  for  't. 

Fer.  It  had  bin  well, 
Could  you  have  liv'd  thus  alwayes :  for  indeed 
You  were  too  much  i'  th'  light :  but  no  more^ 
I  come  to  seale  my  peace  with  you :  here  's  a 
hand,      [utvet  her  a  dead  mans  hand. 
To  which  you  have  vow'd  much  love  :  the  ring 

upon  't 
You  gave. 

Dutch,  I  affectionately  kisse  it.  [heart. 

Fer.  Pray  do :  and  bury  the  print  of  it  m  your 

I  will  leave  this  ring  with  you,  for  a  love-token  : 

And  the  hand,  as  sure  as  the  ring:  and  do  not 

doubt 
But  you  shall  have  the  heart  too :  when  you  need 

a  friend, 
Send  it  to  him  that  owd  it :  you  shall  see 
Whether  he  can  aid  you. 

Dutch.  You  are  very  cold, 
I  feare  you  are  not  well  after  your  travell : 
Hah  !  iWs :  Oh  horrible  ! 

Fer.  Let  her  have  lights  enough.  [Exit. 

Dutch.  What  witclw^raft  doth  he  practise, 
that  he  hath  left 

A  dead-mans  hand  here  ? 

[Here  is  discovered  (being  a  travers,)  the 
artificiall  figures  o/* Antonio,  and  his 
Children,  appearing  as  if  they  were  dead. 
Bos,  Looke  you ;  here 's  the  piece  from  which 
't  was  ta'ne : 
He  doth  present  you  this  sad  spectacle. 
That  now  you  know  directly  they  are  dead, 
Hereafter  you  may  (wisely)  cease  to  grieve 
For  that  which  cannot  be  recovered. 

Dutch,  There  is  not  between  heaven  and  the 
earth,  one  wish 
I  stay  for  after  this :  it  wastes  roe  more. 
Than  were  't  ray  picture,  fashion*d  out  of  wax, 
Stuke  with  a  magicall  needle,  and  then  buried 
In  some  foule  dung-hill :  and  yond*s  an  excellent 

property 
Por  a  tyrant,  which  I  would  account  mercy. 
Bos.  What's  that?  [trunke, 

Dutch.  If  they  would  bind  me  to  that  livelesse 
And  let  me  freeze  to  death. 
Bos.  Come,  you  must  live. 
Dutch.   That  's  the  greatest  torture  soules 
feele  in  hell, 
In  hell ;  that  they  must  live,  and  cannot  dye : 
Portia,  I  ^1  uew  kindle  thy  coales  againe. 
And  revive  the  rare,  and  almost  dead  example 
Of  a  loving  wife. 

Bos,  O  Are,  despaire  ?  remember 
You  are  a  Christian. 

Dutch,  The  church  enjoynes  fasting : 
I  'II  starve  my  selfe  to  death. 

Bos.  Leave  this  vaine  sorrow  ; 
Things  being  at  the  worst,  begin  to  mend  : 
The  bee,  when  he  hath  shot  ois  sting  into  your 

hand. 
May  then  play  with  your  eye-lid. 


Dutch.  Good  comfortable  fellow, 
Perswade  a  wretch  that 's  broke  upon  the  wbeele 
To  have  all  his  bones  new  set:  entreat  bimlive, 
To  be  executed  again:  who  must  dispatch  me? 
I  account  this  world  a  tedious  theater, 
For  I  do  play  a  part  in  't  'gainst  my  will. 
Bos,  Come,  be  of  comfort^  I  will  save  your 

life. 
Dutch.  Indeed  I  have  not  leisure  to  tend  so 

final  a  businesse. 
Bos.  Now,  by  my  life,  I  pitty  you. 
Dutch.  Thou  art  a  foole  then, 
To  wast  thy  pitty  on  a  thing  so  wretch*d 
As  cannot  pitty  it :  I  am  full  of  daggers: 
Puffe  !  let  me  blow  these  vipers  firom  me; 
What  are  you  ? 

1st  Serv.  One  that  wishes  you  long  hfe. 
Dutch,  I  would  thou  wert  hang'd  for  the  hor- 
rible curse     ' 
Thou  hast  given  me :  I  shall  shortly  grow  oae 
Of  the  miracles  of  pitty  :  I  'U  go  pray :  nO;^ 
I  *ll  go  curse. 
Bos.  Oh  fye. 

Dutch.  1  could  curse  the  stars. 
Bos.  Oh  fearefnll ! 

Dutch,  And  those  three  smyling.  seasons  of 
the  yeare 
Into  a  Hussian  winter :  nay,  the  world 
To  its  first  chaos. 

Bos,  Looke  you,  the  stars  shine  stil. 
Dutch.  Oh,  but  you  must  remember,  my  corse 
hath  a  great  way  to  go : 
Plagues  (that  make  lanes  through  largest  families) 
Consume  them. 
Bos.  Fye,  lady. 
Dutch.  Let  them,  like  tyrants. 
Never  be  remembered,  but  for  the  ill  they  hire 

done : 
Let  all  the  zealous  prayers  of  mortified 
Church-men  forget  ihera. 
Bos.  O  uncharitable ! 

Dutch.  Let  Heaven  a  little  while  cease  crowih 
ing  jnartirs. 
To  punish  them  :  go,  howle  them  this ;  and  say 

I  long  to  bleed  : 
"  It  is  some  mercy,  when  men  kill  with  speed." 

\Eiii. 
Fer,  Excellent!  aslwouldwuh:  she'spiaga'd 
in  art. 
These  presentations  are  but  framM  in  waX; 
By  the  curious  master  in  that  Quality, 
Vmcentio  Lauriola,  and  she  takes  them 
For  true  substantiall  bodies. 

Bos,  Why  do  you  do  this?  j 

Fer,  To  bring  her  to  despaire. 
Bos.  'Faith,  end  here. 
And  go  no  farther  in  your  cruelty. 
Send  her  a  peniteutiall  garment,  to  pot  on, 
Next  to  her  delicate  skm,  and  furnish  ber         | 
With  beads,  and  prayer-books. 

Fer.  Damne  h^r,  that  body  of  hers, 
While  that  my  blood  ran  pare  in  't,  wis  dw* 
worth 
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Than  that  which  thoa  wouldst  comfort,  (caU*d  a 

soale,) 
I  wil  send  her  masques  of  common  curtizans. 
Have  her  meat  serv'd  ap  by  baades,  and  ruffians, 
Aod  ('cause  she  '11  needes  be  mad)  I  am  resolv'd 
To  remove  forth  the  common  hospitall, 
All  the  mad-folke,  and  place  them  neere  her 

lodging: 
There  let  them  practise  together,  sing  and  dance, 
Aod  act  their  gambols  to  the  full  o'  th*  moone : 
If  she  can  sleepe  the  better  for  it,  let  her, 
Your  work  is  almost  ended. 

Bos,  Must!  see  her  again? 

Fer.  Yes. 

Bos,  Never. 

Fer,  You  must. 

Bos.  Never  in  mine  own  shape, 
That's  forfeited,  by  my  intelligence. 
And  this  last  cruell  lie :  when  you  send  me  next, 
The  businesse  shall  be  comfort. 

Fer.  Very  Hkely, 
Thy  pity  is  nothing  of  kin  to  thee :  Antonio 
birkes  about  Millaine,  thou  shalt  shortly  tliither, 
To  feed  a  fire,  as  great  as  my  revenge, 
Which  nev'r  will  slack,  till  it  have  spent  his  fuell, 
"  Intemperate  agues  make  physitians  cruell.*' 

[Exeunt, 

SCENA  n. 

Dutchesse,  Cariola,  Servant,  Mad^men,  Bo- 
sola,  Executioners,  Ferdinand. 

Butch.  What  hideous  noise  was  that? 

Can.  Tis  the  wild  consort 
Of  mad-men  (lady),  which  your  tyrant  brother 
Hathplac'd  about  your  lodging:  this  tyranny 
I  thinke  was  never  practised  till  this  houre. 

Dutch,  Indeed  I  thanke  him :  nothing   but 
noyse  and  folly 
Can  keep  me  in  my  right  wits,  whereas  reason 
And  silence  make  me  starke  mad :  sit  downe^ 
Discourse  to  me  some  dismall  tragedy. 

Cari  O  'twill  increase  your  meiancholly. 

Butch,  Thou  art  deceived ; 
To  heare  of  greater  griefe,  would  lessen  mine. 
This  is  a  prison  ? 

Cari  Yes,  but  you  shall  live 
To  shake  this  durance  off. 

Butch.  Thou  art  a  foole, 
The  robi»-red-brest  and  the  nightingale, 
Never  live  long  in  cages. 

Cari,  Pray  dry  your  eyes. 
What  thinke  you  of,  madame? 

Butch.  Of  nothine: 
When  I  muse  thus,  I  sleepe. 

Cari.  Like  a  mad-man,  with  your  eyes  open  ? 

Butch.  Dost  thou  thinke  we  shall  know  one 
another 
In  th*  other  world? 

Cari,  Yes,  out  of  question. 

Butch.  O  that  it  were  possible  we  might 
But  hold  some  two  dayes  conference  with  the 
dead;    . 


From  them  I  should  leame  somewhat,  I  am  sure 
I  never  shall  know  here :  Fie  tell  thee  a  miracle; 
I  am  not  mad  yet,  to  my  cause  of  sorrow. 
Th'  heaven  oVe  my  head  seemes  made  of  mol« 

ten  brasse, 
The  earth  of  flaming  sulphure;  yet  I  am  not  mad : 
I  am  acquainted  with  sad  misery, 
As  the  tan'd  galley-slave  is  with  his  oare; 
Necessity  makes  me  suffer  constantly, 
And  custome  makes  it  easie.    Who  doe  I  k>oke 
like  now  ? 

Cari.  Like  to  your  picture  in  the  gallery, 
A  deale  of  life  in  shew,  but  none  in  practise : 
Or  rather  like  some  reverend  monument 
Whose  mines  are  even  pittied. 

Dutch,  Very  proper ; 
And  fortune  seemes  only  to  have  her  eye-sight, 
To  behold  my  tragedy.    How  now, 
What  noise  is  that? 

Serv.  I  am  come  to  tell  you 
Your  brother  hath  intended  you  some  sport: 
A  great  physitian,  when  the  pope  was  sicke 
Of  a  deepe  meiancholly,  presented  him 
With  severall  sorts  of  mad-men,  which  wilde  ob- 
ject 
(Being  full  of  change  and  sport)  forcM  him  to 

laugh. 
And  so  th'  impost-hume  broke :  the  selfe  same 

cure 
The  duke  intends  on  you.  ♦    -^ 

Du(cA.  Let  j»e  come  in. 

Serv,  There  's  a  mad  lawyer,  and  a  secular 
priest, 
A  doctor  that  bath  forfeited  his  wits 
By  jealousie :  an  astrologiao, 
That  in  his  workes,  said  such  a  day  o'  th*  moneth 
Should  be  the  day  of  doome ;  and  failing  oft, 
Ran  mad :  an  English  taylor,  craisM  i'  th*  braine 
With  the  study  of  new  fashions :  a  gentleman 

usher, 
Quite  beside  himselfe,  with  care  to  keepe  in 

minde 
The  number  of  his  ladies  salutations; 
Or  how  do  you,  she  employed  him  in  each  mom- 

A  farmer  too  (an  excellent  knave  in  graine) 
Mad,  'cause  he  was  hindred  transportation ; 
And  let  one  breaker  (that 's  mad)  loose  to  tliese, 
You  'Id  thinke  the  divell  were  among  them. 
Dutch.  Sit,  Cariola :  let  them  loose  when  you 
please. 
For  I  am  chain'd  to  endure  all  your  tyranny. 
[Here  (by  a  mad-man)  this  Song  is  sung, 
to  a  dismall  kinde  qfmusicke, 

0  let  us  howle  some  heavy  note. 

Some  deadly  dogged  howle, 
Sounding,  as  from  the  threat  ning  throat. 

Of  beasts,  andfatallfowle. 
As  ravens,  schrich-owles,  bulls,  and  beares. 

We  7/  bell  and  bawle  our  parts, 
Till  yerk'Some  noise  have  cloyed  your  cares, 

And  corasirfd  your  hearts. 
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At  lastf  when  as  our  quire  wants  breath, 

Our  bodies  being  blest, 
We  7/  sing  like  swans,  to  welcome  death, 

And  die  in  love  and  rest, 

ist  Mad.  Doomes-day  not  come  yet  ?  I'le 
draw  it  neerer  by  a  perspective,  or  make  a  glasse 
that  shall  set  all  the  world  on  fire  upon  an  in- 
stant :  I  cannot  sleepe,  my  pillow  is  stu£f't  with 
a  littor  of  porcupines. 

^d  Modi  Hell  is  a  meere  glasse-house,  where 
the  devils  are  continually  blowing  up  menssoules, 
on  hollow  yrons,  and  the  fire  never  goes  out. 
Sd  Mad.  I  will  lie  with  every  woman  in  my 
parish  the  tenth  night : 
I  will  tithe  them  over,  like  hay-cocks. 

4th  Mad.  Shall  my  pothecary  outgoe  me,  he^ 

cause  I  am  a 

Cockold  ?    I  have  found  out  his  roguery :  he 

makes  allom  [have  sore 

Of  his  wives  urin,  and  sells  it  to  puritanes,  that 

Throates  with  over-strayning. 

^st  Mad.  I  have  skill  in  ^rroldry. 
Sd  Mad.  Hast? 

1st  Mad.  You  doe  give  for  your  creast,  a 
-wood-cockes  head,  with  the 
Braines  pickt  out  on  't,  you  are  a  very  ancient 
gentleman. 
3d  Mad.  Greeke  is  tnmM  Turke,  we  are  only 
^      to  be  sav'd  by  the 
Helvetian  translation.  [yon. 

Ij^  Mad.  Come  on,  sir,  I  will  lay  the  law  to 
Sd  Mad.  Oh,  rather  lay  a  corazive,  the  law 

will  eat  to  the  bone. 
Sd  Mad.  He  that  drinkes  but  to  satisfie  na- 
ture, is  damn'd. 
4th  Mad.  If  I  had  my  glasse  here,  I  would 
shew  a  sight  should  make 
All  the  women  here  call  me  mad  doctor. 
1st  Mad.  What 's  he,  a  rope-maker? 
Sd  Mad.  No,  no,  no,  a  snufling  knave,  that 
while  he  shewes  the 
Torobes,  will  have  his  hand  in  a  wenches  placket 
Sd  Mad.  Woe  to  the  caroach,  that  Drought 
home  my  wife  from 
The  masque,  at  three  a  clocke  in  the  morning. 

It  had  a  large 
Feather-bed  in  it. 
4th  Mad.  I  have  pared  the  devills  nayles  forty 
times,  roasted  them 
In  ravens  egges,  and  cur'd  agues  with  them. 
3d  Mad.  Get  me  three  hundred  milch  bats, 
to  make  possets, 
To  procure  sleepe. 
4th  Mad.  All  the  colledge  may  throw  their 
caps  at  me,  I  have  made  a 
Soape-boyler  costive,  it  was  my  master-piece; — 
IHere  the  dance,  consisting  of  eight  mad- 
men, with  musicke  answerable  thereunto  ; 
after  which,  Bosola  (like  an  old  man) 
enters. 
Dutch.  Is  he  mad  too  ? 
Scrv»  Fray  question  him :  Fie  leave  you. 


Bos.  1  am  come  to  maVe  thy  tombe. 
Dutch.  Hah  I  mj  tombe  ? 
Thou  speak'st,  am  if  I  lay  upon  my  deatb>bed. 
Gasping  for  breath:    dost  thou  perceive  me 
sicke? 
Bos.  Yes,  and  the  more  dangerously,  since 

thy  sicknes  is  insensible. 
Dutch.  Thou  art  not  mad  sure,  dost  know  me? 
Bos.  Yes. 

Dutch.  Who  am  I? 

Bos.  Thou  art  a  box  of  worme-seed,  at  best, 
but  a  saluatory 
Of  greene  mummey :  what 's  this  flesh  ?  a  little 

curded  milke, 
Phantasticall  pufie-paste :  our  bodies  are  weaker 

than  those 
Paper  prisons,  boyes  use  to  keepe  flies  in ;  more 

contemptible : 
Since  ours  is  to  preserve  eartb-wormes :  didst 

thoQ  never  see 
A  larke  in  a  cage?  such  is  the  soole  in  the 

body :  this  world 
Is  like  her  little  turfe  of  grasse,  and  the  heaven 

ore  our  heads, 
Like  her  lookina^glasse,  only  gives  us  amisenUe 

knowledge 
Of  the  small  coroposse  of  our  prison. 
Dutch.  Am  not  I  thy  dutehesse  f 
Bos.  Thou  art  some  great  woman  mre,  for 
riot  begins  to  sit  on  thy 
Fore-head  (clad  in  gray  haires)  twenty  yeenn 

sooner,  than  on  a 

Merry  milke-maides.    Thou  sleep'st  worse,  than 

if  a  mouse  [eare: 

Should  be  forc'd  to  take  up  his  lodging  in  a  cats 

A  little  in&nt,  that  breedes  it 's  teeth,  sbouU  it 

lie  with  thee,  would 
Cry  out^  as  if  thou  wert  the  more  unquiet  bed- 
fellow. 
DutcKi  I  am  dutehesse  of  Malfy  stilL 
Bos.  That  makes  thy  sleepes  so  broken : 
^'  Glories  (like  glow-wormes;  a  farre  off,  shtoe 

bright. 
But  lool^^d  too  neere,  have  neither  heat  nor  light.* 
Dutch.  Thou  art  very  plnine. 
Bos,  My  trade  is  to  flatter  the  dead,  not  die 
living. 
I  am  a  tombe-maker. 

Dutch.  And  thou  com^st  to  make  my  lombe? 
Eos.  Yes. 

Dutsh.  Let  me  be  a  little  merry : 
Of  what  stufle  wilt  thou  make  it  ? 

Bos^  Nay,  resolve  me  first,  of  what  fashion  ? 
Dutch.   Why,  doe  we  grow  phantasticall  in 
our  death-bed  ? 
Do  we  affect  fiishion  in  the  grave  ? 
Bofw  Most  ambitiously :    Princes  images  on 
their  tombes. 
Do  not  lie,  as  they  were  wont,  seeming  to  pra^y 
Up  to  heaven :  but  with  their  hands  under  tb^ 

cheekes, 
(As  if  they  died  of  the  tooth-ache^  tbey  are  not 
carved 
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With  their  eyes  fix'd  upon  the  starres;  but,  as 

their 
Mindes  were  whoUy  bent  upon  the  world. 
The  seife  same  way  they  seeme  to  tume  their 
faces. 

DtUch.  Let  me  know  fully  therefore  the  effect 
Of  this  thy  dismall  preparatioui 
This  talke,  fit  for  a  chamell  ? 

Bog.  Now,  I  shall, 
Here  is  a  present  from  your  princely  brothers, 

[A  coffin f  cords,  and  a  bell. 
And  may  it  arrive  wel-come,  for  it  brings 
Last  benefit,  last  sorrow. 

Dutch*  Let  me  see  \l^ 
I  have  so  much  obedience  in  my  blond, 
I  wish  it  in  their  veines,  to  do  them  good. 

Bo9,  This  is  your  last  presence-chamber. 

Cari,  O  my  sweet  lady  ! 

Dutch,  Peace !  it  affrights  not  me. 

Bos.  I  am  the  common  bell-man. 
That  usually  is  sent  to  condemned  persons 
The  night  before  they  suffer. 

Dutch.  Even  now  thou  said'st 
Thou  wast  a  tombe-maker  ? 

Bos,  'Twns  to  bring  you 
By  degrees  to  mortification.    Listen. 

Rarke,  now  every  thing  is  still. 

The  schritch^owle,  and  the  whistler  shrilU 

Coil  upon  our  dame,  aloud. 

And  hid  her  quickly  don  her  shrowd : 

Much  you  had  of  land  and  rent. 

Your  length  in  clay  *s  now  competent. 

A  long  war  disturbed  your  mind. 

Here  your  perfect  peace  is  signed, 

Of  what  is  *t,  fooles  make  such  vaine  keeping  f 

Lin  their  conception,  their  birth,  weeping : 

Their  life  a  generall  mist  of  error, 

Their  death,  a  hideous  storme  ofjfrror, 

Strew  your  haire  with  powders  sweet : 

ly  on  cleane  linnen,  bathe  your  feete. 

And  ( the  Joule  ^fiend  more  to  checke) 

A  erucifixe  let  blesse  your  necke, 

*Tis  now  full  tide,  'tweene  night  and  day, 

End  your  grooTie,  and  come  away. 

Cari,   Hence  villaines,  tyrants,  murderers! 
alas! 
What  will  yoQ  do  with  my  lady  ?  Call  for  helpe. 

Dutch.  To  whom,  to  our  next  neighbours? 
they  are  mad-folkes. 

Bos.  Remove  that  noyse. 

Dutch.  Farewell,  Cariola. 
In  my  last  will  I  have  not  much  to  give, 
A  many  hungry  guests  have  fed  upon  me, 
Thine  will  be  a  poor  reversion. 

Cari,  I  will  die  with  her. 

Dutch,  I  pray-thee  look  thou  giv'st  my  little 
boy 
Some  sirrop  for  his  cold,  and  let  the  girle 
Sty  her  prayers,  ere  she  sleep.    Nov?  what  you 
^  please, 

What  death? 


Bos.  Strangling;  here  are  your  execotionets, 
Dtt^cA.  I  foi;(pve  them : 
The  anpoplexie,  cathar,  or  cough  o*  th'  lungs, 
Wonla  do  as  much  as  they  do.. 
Boi,  Doth  not  death  fnght  you? 
Dutch.  Who  would  be  afraid  on*t  ? 
Knowing  to  meet  such  excellent  company 
In  th'  odier  world. 

Bos.  Yet,  metbinkes, 
The  manner  of  your  death  should  much  afflict 

you; 
This  cord  should  terrifie  you? 

Dutch.  Not  a  whit :  [cut 

What  would  it  pleasure  me,  to  have  my  throat 
With  diamonds?  or  to  be  smothered 
With  cassia?  or  to  be  shot  to  death  with  pearles? 
I  know  death  hath  ten  thousand  severall  doores 
For  men  to  take  their  exits:  and  'tis  found 
They  goe  on  sucli  strange  geometricall  hinges. 
You  may  open  them  both  wayes :  any  way,  (foi 

Heaven  sake,) 
So  I  were  out  of  your  whbpering.    Tell  my  bro^ 

thers. 
That  I  perceive  death,  (now  I  am  well  awake^ 
Best  gift  is,  they  can  give,  or  I  can  take, 
I  would  faine  put  off  my  last  womans  fimlt, 
rrd  not  be  tedious  to  you. 
Exec.  We  are  ready. 

'  Dutch.  Dispose  my  breath,  how  please  you, 
but  my  body 
Bestow  upon  my  women,  will  you  ? 
Exec.  Ves. 

Dutch.  Pull,  and  pull  strongly,  for  your  able 
strength 
Must  pull  downe  heaven  upon  me : 
Yet  stay,  heaven  gates  are  not  so  highly  arcb*d 
As  princely  palaces,  they  that  enter  there         4 
Must  go  upon  their  knees:  come,  violent  death, 
Serve  for  mandragora,  to  make  me  sleepe : 
Go  tell  my  brothers,  when  I  am  laid  out, 
They  then  may  feed  in  quiet. 

[They  strangle  hen. 
Bos.  Where  's  the  waiting-woman  ? 
Fetch  her:  some  other  strangle  the  children < 
Looke  you,  there  sleeps  your  mistns. 

Cari.  Ob  thou  art  damn*d 
Perpetually  for  this.    My  tume  is  next, 
Is  't  not  so  ordered  ? 

Bos.  Yes,  I  am  glad 
You  are  so  well  prepared  for 't. 

Cari.  You  are  deceiv'd,  sir, 
I  am  not  prepared  for  't,  I  will  not  die, 
I  will  come  to  my  answere;  and  know 
How  I  have  offended. 

Bos.  Come,  dispatch  her : 
You  kept  her  counsell,  now  you  shall  keepe  ours. 
Cari.  1  will  not  die,  I  must  not,  I  am  con- 
tracted 
To  a  yong  gentleman. 


Exec,  Here  *s  your  weddin^-rine. 
Cari.  Let  me  but  speake  with  the  duke : 
discover 
Treason  to  his  person. 
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Bot,  Delayes:  throttle  her. 

Exec,  She  bites  and  scratches. 

Curu  If  YOQ  kill  me  now, 
I  am  damn  d :  I  have  not  bin  at  confession 
This  two  yeeres. 

Bof.  When? 

Cart.  I  am  quicke  with  child. 

Bot.  Why,  then, 
Your  credit's  sav'd :   beare  her  into  th'  next 

roome: 
Let  thb  lie  still. 

Fer,  Is  she  dead  ? 

Bot.  She  is  what 
You'l'd  have  her :  but  here  begin  your  pity : 

[Sheu>€s  the  children  ttrangled. 
Alas !  how  have  these  offended  ? 

Fer.  The  death 
Of  young  wolfes  is  never  to  be  pittied. 

3ot.  Fix  your  eye  here. 

Fer.  Constantly. 

Bot.  Do  you  not  weep  ? 
OUier  sins  only  speake ;  morther  shreikes  out : 
The  element  of  water  moistens  the  earth, 
But  blond  flies  upwards,  and  bedewes  tlie  heavens. 

Fer.  Cover  her  face :  mine  eyes  dazell :  she 
di'd  young. 

Bot.  I  think  not  so :  her  infelicity 
Seem*d  to  have  yeares  too  many. 

Fer.  She  and  I  were  twinnes : 
And  should  I  die  this  instant,  I  had  liv'd 
Her  time  to  a  minute. 

Bot,  It  seemes  she  was  borne  first: 
You  have  bloudily  approv'd  the  ancient  truth, 
That  kindred  commonly  do  worse  agree 
Than  remote  strangers. 

Fer,  Let  me  see  her  face  again ; 
Why  didst  not  thou  pitty  her?  what  an  excellent 
Honest  man  mighfst  thou  have  been 
If  thou  hadst  borne  her  to  some  sanctuary  ? 
Or  (bold  in  a  good  cause)  opposM  thy  selfe 
With  thy  advanced  sword  above  thy  head, 
Between  her  innoceocy  and  my  revenge  ? 
I  bad  thee,  when  I  was  distracted  of  my  wits. 
Go  kill  my  dearest  friend,  and  thou  hast  don 't. 
For  let  me  but  examine  well  the  cause ; 
What  was  the  meannesse  of  her  match  to  me  ? 
Onely  I  must  confesse,  I  had  a  hope 
(Hact  she  continued  widow)  to  have  gain*d 
An  infinite  masse  of  treasure  by  her  death : 
And  what  was  the  main  cause ;  her  mariage. 
That  drew  a  streame  of  gall  quite  through  my 
Heart ;  for  thee,  (as  we  observe  in  tragedies 
That  a  good  actor  many  times  is  curss'd 
For  playing  a  villains  part,)  I  hate  thee  for  't : 

and 
(For  my  sake)  say  thou  hast  done  much  ill,  well. 

Bot.  Let  me  quicken  your  memory ;  for  I 
Perceive  you  are  falling  mto  ingratitude :  I 
Challenge  the  reward  due  to  my  service. 

Ferd.  Vie  tell  thee 
What  I'le  give  thee. 

Bot.  Doe: 

Ferd.  Tie  give  thee  a  pardon  for  this  murther. 


Bot.  Hah! 

Ferd.  Yes :  and  'tis 
The  largest  bounty  I  can  study  to  do  thee. 
By  what  authority  didst  thou  execute 
This  bloudy  service  ? 

Bot,  By  yours. 

Fer.  Mine?  was  I  her  judge? 
Did  any  ceremoniall  form  of  law 
Doorob  her  to  not-being?  did  a  compleatjay 
Deliver  her  conviction  up  i'  th'  court  ? 
Where  shalt  thou  find  this  judgment  registosit. 
Vnlesse  in  hell  ?   See :  like  a  bloudy  foole 
Th'  hast  forfeited  thy  life,  and  thou  shalt  dj  fer *i 

Bot.  The  office  of  jastice  is  perverted  qaitt 
When  one  cheefe  hangs  another :  who  shall  dur 
To  reveale  this  ? 

Fer.  Oh,  rie  tell  thee: 
The  wolfe  shall  finde  her  grave,  and  scrape  it  i^ 
Not  to  devoure  the  corps,  bot  to  discover 
Tlie  horrid  murther. 

Bot.  You,  not  I,  shall  quake  for  't. 

Fer.  Leave  me : 

Bos.  1  will  first  receive  my  pension. 

Fer.  You  are  a  villaine. 

Bot.  When  your  ingratitude 
Is  judge,  I  am  so. 

JPcrd.  O  horror!  [diift. 

That  not  the  feare  of  him,  which  biodes  ^ 
Can  prescribe  man  obedience. 
Never  looke  upon  me  more. 

Bot.  Why,  fare  thee  well : 
Your  brother,  and  your  self,  arc  worthy  mei; 
You  have  a  paire  of  hearts,  are  hollow  gravOi 
Rotten,  and  rotting  others :  and  yonr  vengeaaotf 
(Like  two  chain*d-bullets,)  still  goes  ursoem 

arme. 
You  may  be  brothers;  for  treason,  like  the  pli9M. 
Doth  take  much  in  a  bloud :  I  stand  likeoM 
That  long  hath  ta*ne  a  sweet  and  golden  dretae. 
I  am  angry  with  my  selfe,  now  that  I  wake. 

Fer.  Get  thee  into  some  unknown  pait  » 
th*  world. 
That  I  may  never  see  thee. 

Bot.  Let  me  know 
Wherefore  I  should  be  thus  neglected  ?  sir, 
I  serv'd  your  tyranny :  and  ratner  strove. 
To  satisfie  your  selfe,  then  all  the  world ; 
And  though  I  loath'd  the  evil,  yet  I  Iov*d 
You  that  did  councell  it :  and  rather  sought 
To  appeare  a  true  servant,  then  an  honest  rau 

Fer.  rie  goe  hunt  the  badger  by  owle-liefac 
Tis  a  deed  of  darknesse.  [&»' 

Bot.  He  's  much  distracted.   Off,  my  ^taa»< 
honour ! 
While  with  vaine  hopes  our  faculties  we  ttte. 
We  seeme  to  sweat  ni  yce,  and  freeze  in  m: 
What  would  I  do,  were  this  to  do  againe? 
I  would  not  change  nay  peace  of  conscience 
For  all  the  wealth  of  Europe.  She  stirs !  here '« 
life:  [m&t 

Retume  (faire  soule)  from  darknesse,  and  te*^ 
Out  of  this  sencible  bdl :  she  *s  warme,  a^ 
breathes: 
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VpOD  tbjr  pale  lips  I  will  melt  roy  heart, 

To  store  them  with  fresh  colour:  who  *s  there? 

Some  cordiall  drinke.     Alas !  I  dare  not  call : 

So  pity  would  destroy  pity :  her  eye  opes, 

And  heaven,  in  it,  seems  to  ope,  (that  late  was 

shut,) 
To  take  me  up  to  mercy. 
Dutch,  Antonio. 
Bos,  Yes  (madam)  he  is  living, 
The  dead  bodies  you  saw,  were  but  faign'd 

statues; 
He 's  reconcil'd  to  your  brothers :  the  pope  hath 

wrought 
The  attoneroent. 
Dutch,  Mercy.  [She  dies. 

Bos,  Oh,  she  's  gone  againe:  there  the  cords 
of  life  broke : 
Oh  sacred  innocence  I  that  sweetly  sleeps 
On  turtles  featliers;  whilst  a  guilty  conscience 


Is  a  blacke  register,  wherein  is  writ 

All  our  good  deeds,  and  bad :  a  perspective 

That  shewes  us  hell ;  that  we  cannot  be  suffer'd 

To  doe  good  when  we  have  a  minde  to  it. 

This  is  manly  sorrow  : 

These  teares,  I  am  very  certaine,  never  mw 

In  my  mothers  milke.    My  estate  is  sunke 

Below  the  degree  of  feare :  where  were 

These  penitent  fountaines,  while  she  was  living? 

Oh,  they  were  frozen  up :  here  is  a  sight 

As  direfuU  to  my  soule,  as  is  the  sword 

Unto  a  wretch  hath  slaine  his  father.   Come^  Tie 

beare  thee  hence. 
And  execute  thy  will ;  that 's  deliver 
Thy  body  to  the  reverend  dispose 
Of  some  good  women :  that  the  cruell  tyrant 
Shall  not  deny  me :  then  I'le  pos(  to  Millaine, 
Where  soroewliat  I  will  speedily  enact 
Worth  my  dejection. 


ACTUS   V. 


SCENA  I. 
Antonio,  Delio,  Pescara,  Julia. 

Ant,  What  thinke  you  of  my  hope  of  recon- 
cilement 
To  the  Arragonian  brethren  ? 

Del,  I  misdoubt  it ; 
For  though  they  have  sent  their  letters  of  safe 

conduct 
For  your  repaire  to  Millaine,  they  appeare 
But  nets,  to  entrap  you.    The  marquis  of  Pes- 
cara, 
Under  whom  vou  hold  certaine  land  in  cheit. 
Much  'gainst  bis  noble  nature,  hath  bin  mov'd 
To  seize  those  lands,  and  some  of  his  dependants 
Are  at  this  instant  making  it  their  suit 
To  be  invested  in  your  revenues. 
I  cannot  thinke  they  meane  well  to  your  life. 
That  doe  deprive  you  of  your  meanes  of  life, 
Voor  living. 

Ant.  You  are  still  an  heretique. 
To  any  safety  I  can  shape  my  selfe. 

Del.  Here  comes  the  marquis:  I  will  make 
my  selfe 
Petitioner  for  some  part  of  your  land, 
To  know  whither  it  is  flying. 

Ant.  I  pray  do. 

Del,  Sir,  I  have  a  suit  to  you. 

Pes,  Tome? 

Del,  An  easie  one : 
There  is  the  cittadell  of  St  Bennet, 
With  some  demeasnes,  of  late  in  the  possession 
Of  Antonio  Bologna,  please  you  bestow  them  on 
me. 

Fes,  Yon  are  my  friend :  but  this  is  such  a 
suit, 
Nor  fit  for  me  to  give,  nor  you  to  take. 

Del,  No,  sir? 


Pes.  I  will  give  you  ample  reason  for 't. 
Soon  in  private :  her  's  the  cardinalls  mistris. 

Jul.  My  lord,  I  am  grown  your  poor  petitioneri 
And  should  be  an  ill  begger,  had  I  not 
A  great  mans  letter  here,  (the  cardinals,) 
To  court  you  in  my  favour. 

Pes.  He  entreats  for  you 
The  cittadell  of  St  Bennet,  that  belong*d 
To  the  banish*d  Bologna. 

Jul.  Yes. 

Pes,  I  could  not  have  thought  of  a  friend,  I 
could 
Rather  pleasure  with  it ;  'tis  yours, 

Jul.  Sir,  I  thank  yuu  : 
And  he  shall  know  how  doubly  I  am  engag'd 
Both  in  your  gifl,  and  speedinesse  of  giving, 
Which  makes  your  grant  the  greater.        [£jt/« 

Ant.  How  they  fortifie 
Themselves  with  my  ruine ! 

Del.  Sir,  I  am 
Little  bound  to  you. 

Pes.  Why? 

Del.  Because  you  denide  this  suit  to  me,  and 
gav't 
To  such  a  creature. 

Pes.  Do  you  know  what  it  was  ? 
It  was  Antonio's  land :  not  forfeited 
By  course  of  law,  but  ravish*d  from  his  throat 
By  the  cardinnls  entreaty  ;  it  were  not  fit 
I  should  bestow  so  maine  a  peece  of  wrong 
Vpou  my  friend :  *tis  a  gratification 
Only  due  to  a  strumpet ;  for  it  is  injustice: 
Shall  I  sprinkle  the  pure  bloud  of  innocents 
To  make  those  followers,  1  call  my  friends, 
Looke  ruddier  upon  me  ?  I  am  glad 
This  land  (ta'nc  from  the  owner  by  such  wrong) 
Returnes  againe  unto  so  foule  an  use. 
As  salary  for  his  lust,    Leame,  (good  Ddio,) 
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To  aske  noUe  tlui^  of  me^  and  jod  shall  find 
lie  be  a  noble  girer. 

Del.  You  instruct  me  welL 

Ant.  Why,  here '»  a  man  now,  woold  fright 
Impudence  from  sawciest  beggers. 

Pet.  Prince  Ferdinand 's  come  to  Millaine 
Sick  (as  thej  pre  out)  of  an  appoplexie : 
Bat  some  say  'tis  a  frenzy;  I  am  going  to  visit 
him.  [Exit. 

Ant.  Tis  a  noble  old  fellow : 

DeL  What  course  do  you  mean  to  take,  An- 
tonio? 

Ant.  This  night,  I  mean  to  venture  all  my 
fortune 
(Which  is  no  more,  then  a  poor  liogring  life,) 
To  the  cardinab  worst  of  malice :  I  have  got 
Private  aocesse  to  his  chamber :  and  intend 
To  visit  him  about  the  mid  of  nisht, 
(As  once  his  brother  did  our  noble  dutchesse.) 
It  may  be  that  the  sudden  apprehension 
Of  danger,  (for  I'le  goe  in  mme  own  shape,) 
MThen  he  shall  see  it  fraight  with  love  and  duty, 
Ma^  draw  the  poison  out  of  him,  and  work 
A  friendly  reconcilement :  if  it  faile. 
Yet  it  shall  rid  me  of  this  infamous  calling; 
For  better  fall  once,  then  be  ever  falling. 

Del.  ril  second  you  in  all  danger;  and  (how 
ere) 
My  life  keeps  ranke  with  yours. 

Ant.  You  are  still  my  lov'd,  and  best  friend. 

[Exeunt. 

8CENA  II. 

pESCARjiy  a  Doctor^  Ferdinand,  Cardinally 
Malateste,  Bosola,  Julia^ 

Peg.  Now  doctor,  may  I  visit  your  patient } 

Doc.  If 't  please  your  lordship :  but  he  's  in- 
stantly 
To  take  the  a^re  here  in  the  gallery,  by  my  di- 
rection. 

Tes.  Pray-thee,  what 's  his  disease? 

Doc.  A  very  pestilent  disease  (my  lord), 
They  call  licantnropia. 

Pes.  what's  that? 
I  need  a  dictionary  to  't. 

Doc  I*le  tell  you : 
In  these  that  are  possessed  with  %  there  ore^ows 
Such  melanchoUy  humour,  they  imagine 
Themselves  to  be  transformed  into  woolves, 
Steale  forth  to  church-yards  in  the  dead  of  night, 
And  dig  dead  bodies  up :  as  two  nights  since 
One  met  the  duke,  *ho\it  mid-night  m  a  lane 
Behind  St  Markes  church,  with  the  leg  of  a  man 
Upon  his  shoulder;  and  he  howPd  fearefully : 
Said  he  was  a  woolffe:  only  the  difference 
Was,  a  woolves  skinne  is  hairy  on  the  out-side. 
His  on  the  in-side :  bad  them  take  their  swords. 
Rip  up  his  flesh,  and  try :  straight  I  was  sent  for. 
And  having  minister'd  unto  hiin,  found  his  grace 
Very  well  recovered. 

Pes.  I  am  glad  on  't. 

Dd^  Yet  not  without  some  feare 


Ofarebpe:  if  hegrow  tohisfit  againe. 
Than  ever  Peradesus  dream'd  o£     If 
They  11  give  roe  leave  Pie  buffet  his  madoaont 

of  him. 
Stand  aside,  he  comes. 
Fer.  Leave  roe. 
Mai.  Why  doth  your  lordship  use  this  soliti- 

rines? 
Fer.  Eagles  commonly  flye  alone:  they  ire 
Crowes,  dawes,  and 
Sterlings,  that  flocke  together:   looke,  wist  '$ 

that, 
Followesme? 
Mat.  Nothing  (my  lord). 
Fer.  Yes. 

Mai.  nris  your  shadow. 
Fer.  Stay  it,  let  it  not  baont  me. 
Mai.  Impossible;  if  yoa  move,  and  the  ns 

shine. 
Fer,  I  will  throttle  it. 
MaL  Oh,    my  lord;   yon  are  angiy  witb 

nothing. 
Fer.  You  are  a  foole : 
How  is  't  possible  I  sbouki  catch  my  shadow, 
UnlesseIfallupon*t?   When  I  go  to  bell, 
I  meane  to  carry  a  bribe :  for,  looke  you, 
Good  gifU  evermore  make  way  for  the  wont 
persons. 
Pes.  Rise,  good  my  lord. 
Fer.  I  am  studying  the  art  of  patience. 
Pes.  Tis  a  noble  vertoe. 
Fer.  To  drive  sixe  snailes  before  me,  from 
this  towne 
To  Mosco ;  neither  use  goad  nor  whip  to  thcD, 
But  let  them  take  their  owne  time:  (thepatieBtV 

man  i'  th'  world, 
Match  me  for  an  experiment :)  and  Fie  aiwk 

after 
Like  a  sheepe^biter. 
Card.  Force  him  up. 
Fer,  Use  me  well,  you  were  best : 
What  I  have  done,  1  have  done :  I'te  coofesM 
nothing. 
Doc.  Now  let  me  come  to  him :  Are  yoa  mad 
(My  lord?)  are  you  out  of  your  princely  wits? 
>«r.  What 'she? 
Pes.  Your  doctor. 

Fer.  Let  me  have  his  beard  saw'd  off,  and  bis 
eye 
Browes  fill'd  more  civill. 

Doc.  I  must  do  road  trickes  with  hiro, 
For  that 's  the  only  way  on't.    I  have  bron^ 
Your  grace  a  salamanders  skin,  to  keep  yoo 
From  sun-burning. 

Fer.  I  have  cruell  sore  eyes. 

Doc.  The  white  of  a  cockatrixes  cgge  is  prf 

sent  remedy. 
Fer.  Let  it  be  a  new  laid  one,  you  were  bestj 
Hide  me  from  him :  physitians  are  like  kio^ 
They  brooke  no  contradiction. 

Doc,  Now  he  begins  to  feare  me, 
Now  let  me  alone  with  him. 
Card,  How  now,  put  off  yonr  gowne? 
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Doc.  Let  me  have  some  forty  urioalls  fiilM 
with  rose-water ; 
He  and  He  go  pelt  one  another  with  them, 
Now  he  begins  to  feare  me :  Can  you  fetch  a 

.£riske,  sir  ? 
Let  him  go,  let  him  go  upon  my  perill: 
I  And  by  hb  eye  he  stands  in  awe  of  me« 
rJe  make  him  as  tame  as  a  dormouse, 
Fer,  Can  you  fetch  your  friekes,  sir  ?  I  will 
stampe  him  into  a  cullice; 
Flea  off  his  skin,  to  cover  one  of  the  anatomies 
This  rogue  hath  set  i*  th*  cold  yonder^  in  barber 

chyrurgeoos  hall : 
Hence,  hence,  you  are  all  of  you  like  beasts  for 

sacrifice. 
There  's  nothing  left  of  yon,  but  tongue  and 

belly, 
Flattery  and  leachery. 
Pet.  Doctor,  he  did  not  feare  you  throughly. 
Doc,  True,  I  was  somewhat  too  fonvard. 
Boi.  Mercy  upon  me,  what  a  fatall  judgement 
Hath  falne  upon  this.  Ferdinand  ! 

Pes,  Rnowes  your  grace 
What  accident  hath  brought  unto  the  prince. 
This  strange  distraction  ? 
Card.  I  must  faigne  somewhat :  thus  they  say 
it  grew, 
YoD  have  heard  it  rumor'd  for  these  many  yeeres, 
None  of  our  family  dies,  but  there  is  seene 
The  shape  of  an  old  woman,  which  is  given 
By  tradition,  to  us,  to  have  bin  murther'd 
By  her  nephewes,  for  her  riches :  such  a  figure 
One  night  (as  the  prince  sate  up  late  at 's  booke) 
Appcar'd  to  liim ;  when,  crying  out  for  helpe, 
The  gentleman  of 's  chamber  found  his  grace 
All  on  a  cold  sweat,  alter'd  much  in  face 
And  language :  since  which  apparition. 
He  hath  growne  worse  and  worse^  and  I  much 

feare 
He  cannot  live. 
Bos.  Sir,  I  would  speake  with  you. 
Pes.  We  '11  leave  your  grace. 
Wishing  to  the  sicke  prince,  our  noble  lord, 
All  health  of  minde  and  body. 

Card.  You  are  most  welcome: 
Are  you  come  '  so,  this  fellow  must  not  know 
By  any  meanes  I  had  intelligence 
In  oar  dntchesse  death :  for  (though  I  counselled 

it) 
The  full  of  all  th'  agreement  seemM  to  grow 
Frona  Ferdinand.     Now,  sir,  how  fares  our  sis- 
ter? 
I  do  not  thinke  but  sorrow  makes  her  looke 
Like  to  an  oft  dy*d  garment :  she  shall  now 
Taste  comfort  from  me:   why  do  you  look  so 

wildely  ? 
^  the  fortune  of  your  master  here,  the  prince, 
Dgects  you,  but  bJe  you  of  happy  comfort : 
If  you  'If  do  one  thing  for  me,  Tie  intreate, 
^ugh  be  had  a  cold  tombe-stone  ore  liis  bones 
rird  make  you  what  you  should  be. 

Bof,  Any  thing; 
Give  me  it  ip  a  breath,  ai>d  let  ime  flye  to 't : 

VOL.  III. 


They  that  thinke  long,  small  expedition  win, 
For  musing  much  o*  th*  end,  cannot  begin. 

Jul.  Sir,  will  you  come  in  to  supper? 

Card.  I  am  busie,  leave  me. 

Jut.  What  an  excellent  shape  hath  that  fellow  ? 

[Exit. 

Card.  Tis  thus :  Antonio  Inrkes  here  in  MiU 
laine. 
Enquire  him  out,  and  kill  him :  while  he  lives. 
Our  sister  cannot  marry,  and  I  have  thought 
Of  an  excellent  match  for  her :   do  this,  and 

stile  me 
Thy  advancement. 

Bos.  By  what  meanes  shall  I  finde  him  out?  • 

Card.  There  's  a  gentleman  caird  Delio 
Here  in  the  campe,  that  hath  bin  long  approved 
His  loyal  I  friend :  set  eye  upon  that  fellow. 
Follow  him  to  masse,  may  be  Antonio, 
Although  he  do  account  religion 
But  a  schoole-name,  for  fashion  of  the  world, 
Ma;ir  accompany  him ;  or  else  go  enquire  out 
Delio*s  confessor,  and  see  if  you  can  bribe     ' 
Him  to  reveale  it :  there  are  a  thousand  wayes 
A  man  lyiight  find  to  trace  him :  as  to  know. 
What  fellowes  haunt  the  Jewes,  for  taking  up 
Great  summes  of  money,  for  sure  he  's  in  want; 
Or  else  to  go  to  th'  picture-makers,  and  leame  • 
Who  brought  her  picture  lately,  some  of  these 
Happily  may  take. 

Bos.  Well,  rie  not  freeze  i'  th'  business : 
I  would  see  that  wretched  thing,  Antonio, 
Above  all  sights  T  th'  world. 

Carci.  Do,  and  be  happy.  [£jrf7. 

Bos.  This  fellow  doth  breed  basiliskes  in  's 
eyes: 
He  's  nothing  else,  but  murder ;  yet  he  seemet 
Not  to  have  notice  of  the  dutchesse  death  c 
'Tis  his  cunning:  I  must  follow  his  example; 
There  cannot  be  a  surer  way  to  trace, 
Than  that  of  an  old  tox. 

Jul.  So,  sir,  you  are  well  met. 

Bos.  How  now  ? 

Jul.  Nay,  the  doores  are  fast  enough : 
Now,  sir,  I  will  make  you  confesse  your  treachery. 

Bos.  Treachery? 

Jul.  Yes,  confesse  to  nie 
Which,  of  my  women  'twas  you  hyr'd,  to  put 
Love-powder  into  my  drinke  ? 

Bos.  Love-powder? 

Jul.  Yes,  when  I  was  at  Malfy, 
Why  should  I  fall  in  love  with  such  a  face  else? 
I  have  already  snffer'd  for  tliee  so  much  paine, 
The  only  remedy  to  do  me  good, 
Is  to  kill  my  longing. 

Bos,  Sure  your  pistol!  holds 
Nothing  but  perfumes,  or  kissing  comfits:  ex« 

cellent  lady. 
You  have  a  pretty  way  on  't  to  discover 
Your  longing:  come,  come,  I'le  disarme  you. 
And    arme  you   thus ;    yet  this  is   wondrous 
strange. 

Jul,  Compare  thy  forme  and  my  eyes  toge? 
ther,  ... 

3T 
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You  11  find  my  love  bo  such  great  miracle  i 

ROW  jou  'U  say 
I  am  waotoo  t  this  nice  modesty,  in  ladies. 
Is  bat  a  troublesome  ^miliary 
Tbat  baunts  tbem. 

Bot,  Know  you  me  ?  I  am  a  blunt  soldier. 

Jul.  Tbe  better; 
Sure  there  wanu  fire,  where  there  are  no  lively 

sparkes 
or  roqgbnesse. 

Bof*  And  I  want  complement. 

JuL   Why,  ignorance  in  court-sbip  caonot 
make  you  do  amisse, 
If  yon  have  a  heart  to  do  well. 

Bob.  You  are  very  faire. 

Jul,  Nay,  if  you  lay  beauty  to  my  charge, 
I  must  plead  unguilty. 

Boi.  Yoer  bright  eyes 
Carry  a  quiver  of  darts  in  them,  sharper 
ThiUi  sim-beames. 

Juh  You  will  mar  me  with  commendation, 
Put  your  selle  to  the  charge  of  courting  me, 
Whereas  now  I  woe  you. 

Bm,  I  have  it,  I  will  work  upon  this  creature, 
I>et  as  grow  most  amorously  lamiliar : 
}f  the  great  cardinaU  now  should  see  me  thus, 
WDuld  he  not  count  me  a  villaine  f 

Jul,  NOf  he  oMgbt  count  me  a  wanton, 
Not  lay  a  scruple  of  oflfence  on  you : 
For  if  I  see,  and  steale  a  diamond. 
The  fault  is  not  i*  th'  stone,  but  in  me  the  theef, 
That  purloines  it:  I  am  suddaioe  with  you : 
We  that  are  great  women  of  pleasure,  use  to  cut 
,  off 

These  uncertaine  wishes,  and  unquiet  longings. 
And  in  an  instant  joyne  thf  sweet  delight 
And  the  prky  excuse  together:  had  you  bin  i'  th' 

street,  . 
I  should  have  courted  you. 

Bo$,  Oh,  you  are  an  eicellent  lady. 

Jul,  Bid  me  do  somewhat  ibr  you  presendy. 
To  expresse  I  love  you. 

Bo$,  1  will,  and  if  you  love  me, 
Faiie  m>t  to  effisct  it:  the  cardioall   is  grown 

wondrous  mellancholly. 
Demand  the  cause,  let  him  aot  put  you  off. 
With  faign'd  excuse^  discover  toe  maine  ground 
on't. 

Jul,  Why  would  you  know  this  ? 

Boi,  I  have  depended  on  him, 
And  I  heare  that  lie  is  fiabiein  some  dii^oe 
With  the  emperor;  if  he  be,  like  the  mice 
That  forsake  falling  houses,  I  would  shift: 
To  other  dependance. 

Jul,  You  shall  not  need  follow  the  wars, 
ril  be  your  maioreoance. 

Bat.  And  I  your  loynll  servant, 
3ut  I  cannot  leave  my  calling. 

Jul'  Not  leave  an 
Un^ratfiill  generall,  for  the  love  of  a  sweet  lady  ? 
You  are  like  some  cannot  sleep  in  feather-beds. 
But  m»M  have  blocks  Ibr  their  pillows* 

Bat.  Will  you  do  this? 


JuL  Cmmingly. 

Bo$.  To  morrow  1 11  expect  tb'  iDtelligeDoei 

JuL  To  morrow  ?  get  you  into  my  cabiaet, 
You  shall  have  it  with  yon :  do  not  deUy  ne, 
No  more  than  I  do  you :  I  am  like  one 
That  is  condemnM :  I  have  my  pardon  pramiiU 
But  I  would  see  it  seal'd :  Go,  get  you  in. 
You  shall  see  me  wind  my  tongue  aMut  hb  kevt 
Like  a  skeine  of  silke. 

Card.  Where  are  yon? 

8erv,  Here. 

Csrd,  Let  none,  upon  your  Kves, 
Have  conference  with  the  prince  Fefdinsod, 
Unlesse  I  know  it :  in  this  distraction 
He  may  reveale  the  murther. 
Yond's  my  linsring  consumption : 
I  am  weary  of  her;  and  by  any  meaoes 
Would  be  quit  off. 

Jul.  How  now,  my  lord  ? 
What  ailes  you  I 

Catd,  Nothing. 

JuL  Oh,  you  are  much  altered : 
Come,  I  must  be  your  secretary,  and  remoie 
This  lead  firom  off  your  bosome;   what 's  ^ 
matter? 

Card.  I  may  not  tell  you. 

Ju/.  Are  you  so  lar  in  love  with  sorrow, 
You  cannot  part  ¥rith  part  of  it  ?  or  think  job 
I  cannot  love  your  grace,  when  you  are  ssd, 
As  well  as  merry?  or  do  you  suspect 
I,  that  have  bin'  a  secret  to  your  heart 
These  many  winters,  cannot  be  the  same 
Unto  your  toneue? 

*  Card.  Satisne  thy  longing; 
The  only  way  to  make  thee  keep  my  coonodl, 
Is  not  to  Cell  thee. 

Jul,  Tell  your  eccho  this. 
Or  flatterers,  that  (like  ecchoes)  still  report 
What  they  heare  (though  most  imperfect)^  im 

not  me: 
For,  if  that  you  be  true  unto  your  sdfe, 
1 11  know. 

Card,  Will  von  rack  me? 

JuL  No,  judgement  shall 
Draw  it  from  you :  it  is  an  equall  fault 
To  tell  ones  secrets  unto  all,  or  none. 

Card,  The  fimt  ai^es  folly. 

Jul,  But  the  last  tyranny. 

Card.  Very  wel :  why  imagine  I  have  con^ 
mitted 
Some  secret  deed,  which  I  desire  the  worid 
May  never  heare  of. 

Jul.  Therefore  minr  not  I  know  it? 
You  have  concealM  for  me  as  great  4  sin 
As  adultery.    Sir,  I  beseech  yon. 
For  perfect  triall  of  my  constancy 
Till  now :  sir,  I  beseech  you. 

Card.  Yon  11  repent  it. 

Jul.  Never. 

Card.  It  hurries  thee  to  ruine:  I H  not  tcB 
thee; 
Be  weU  advis'd,  and  thinke  what  danger  *X  n 
To  receive  a  princes  secrets :  tb^trnttdcy 
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Had  need  hsve  tbek  breMto  boopM  with  tda- 


To  oontaine  them:  I  pray  thee  jet  be  aadsfi^d, 
Examine  thine  own  miiitj ;  't  is  mere  easie 
To  tie  knots,  then  unloose  them :  't  is  a  secret 
That  (like  a  lingriog  poTson)  may  chance  He 
Spread  in  thy  vaines,  and  kill  thee  seven  yeare 
hence. 
Jill.  Now  you  dally. with  roe. 
Card,  No  more,  tbo»  shah  know  it. 
By  my  appointment,  thefneat  dotchease  ofMaify, 
And  two  of  her  young  children,  fbure  nights 

since 
Were  stranf^led. 
JuL  Oh  Heaven  !  air^i  what  have  ydo  deae  ? 
Card.  How  now?  bow  settles  this?  think  you 
your 
Bosome  will  be  a  graven  dai^e  and  obscure 

enough 
For  such  a  secret? 
JuL  Yoa  have  undone  your  selfe,  sir. 
Card.  Why? 

JuL  It  lies  not  in  me  to  conceale  it. 
Card,  No  ?  come,  I  will  swear  yoa  to 't  upon 

this  book. 
JuL  Host  religiously. 
CcrdL  Kisse  it. 
New  you  sball  never  utter  it,  thy  curiosity 
Hath  nncbne  thee :  thou  'rt  poyson'd  with  that 

book: 
Because  I  knew  thoii  couldst  not  keep  my  coun- 

cell, 
I  have  bound  thee  to  't  by  death. 
Bof.  For  pitty  sake,  hold. 
Card.  Ha,BosoUi? 
JuL  I  forgive  you 
This  equall  piece  of  justice  you  have  done  : 
For  I  betmid  your  councell  to  that  fellow^ 
He  over  heard  it;  that  was  the  cause  I  said 
It  lay  not  in  me  to  conceale  it. 

Bof.  Oh,  foolish  woman, 
Coldst  not  thou  have  poyson'd  him  ? 

JuL  'Tis  weakenesse, 
Too  much  to  thinke  what  should  have  bin  done, 
I  go,  I  know  not  whither. 
Card.  Wherefore  com'st  thou  hither? 
Boi.  That  I  might  find  a  great  man,  (like  your 
self,) 
Not  out  of  bis  wits,  (as  the  lord  Ferdinand,) 
To  remember  my  service. 
Card.  I  *il  have  thee  bew*d  in  pieces. 
Bos.  Make  not  your  selftf  such  a  promise  of 
that  life 
Which  is  not  yours  to  dispose  of. 
Card.  Who  plac'd  thee  here  ? 
Bot.  Her  lust,  as  she  intended. 
Card.  Very  well,  now  you  know  me  for  your 

fellow  murderer. 
Bot.  And  wherefore  should  you  lay  &ire  mar- 
ble colours 
Upon  your  rotten  purposes  to  me  ? 
Ualeise  you  imitate  some  that  do  plot  great 
treasons. 


And  when  they  ha^e  done,  go  Mde  tbemseWei 

i'  th*  graves^ 
Of  thoae  were  actors  in  't  ? 

Card.  No  more, 
There  is  a  fortune  attends  thee. 

Bot.  Sball  I  go  sue  a  fortune  any  long^? 
Tis  tlie  fooles  pilgrimage. 

Card.  I  have  lM>oor8  in  store  for  thee. 
Boi.  There  are  many  wayes  that  conduct  to 
seeming 
Honor,  and  some  of  them  very  durty  ones. 

Card.  Throw  to  the  devill 
Thy  mellanchdlv,  the  fife  bumes  welly 
What  need  we  keep  a  stirring  of  %  and  make 
A  great  smoother  ?  thou  wih  kill  Antonio  f 
Sof.  Yes. 

Card.  Take  up  that  body* 
JBoff.  I  thinke  I  shaU 
Shortly  grow  the  common  beare  for  obaroh«*yards. 
Card.  1  will  allow  thee  some  dozen  of  attend^ 
anu. 
To  aid  thee  in  the  murtlier. 
Bos,  Oh,  by  no  meanes. 
Pliysi  tians  that  apply  horse-leeches  to  any  rancke' 

swelllni^' 
Use  to  cut  of  their  tailei,  that  the  blood  may  run 

through  them 
The  fiister :  let  me  have  no  traine,  when  I  go  to 

shed  bloody 
Least  it  make  me  have  a  greater,  when  I  ride  to 
the  gallowes^ 
Card,  Come  to  me  after  midnight,  to  helpe  to 
remove  that  body 
To  her  own  lodging:  I  '11  give  out  she  died  o*  th^ 

plague; 
T  will  breed  the  lease  en^bh^  after  her  deatU. 
Bos,  Where  's  Castrucfaio,  her  husband  ? 
Card,  He 's  rode  to  Naples  to  take  possesabn 
Of  Antonio's  cittadell. 

Bos.  Beleeve  me,  you  have  done  a  very  happy 

turn.  [key 

Card.  Faile  not  to  come :  there  is  the  master- 

Of  our  lodgings :  and  by  that  you  may  conceive 

What  trust  I  plant  in  you.  [Exit. 

Bos.  You  snail  find  me  ready. 
Oh,  poore  Antonio,  though  nothing  be  so  needfoU 
To  thy  estate,  as  pitty,  yet  I  find 
Nothing  so  dangerous :  I  must  look  to  my  foot- 
ing; 
In  such  slippery  yce-pavements,  men  had  need 
To  be  frost-nayld  well :  they  may  break  their 

necks  else. 
The  president 's  here  afore  me :  how  this  man 
Bearesup  in  blond !  seemesfearelesse !  why,  'tis 

well : 
Security  some  men  call  the  suburbs  of  belly 
Only  a  dead  wall  between.  Well  (good  Antonio) 
I  '11  seek  thee  out;  and  all  my  careaball  be 
To  put  thee  into  safety  firom  the  reach 
Of  these  moat  croell  biters,  tliat  have  got 
Some  of  thy  blond  already.    It  may  k^    • 
I  '11  joyne  with  thee  in  a  most  just  revenge. 
The  weakest  arme  is  strong  enough,  that  strikes 
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With  tbe  sword  of  jastice.    Still  me  thinkes  the 

datcbesse 
Haunts  me!  tbere,  there!  ^tis  nothing  bat  my 

mellancholy. 

0  penitence,  let  me  truely  tast  thy  cup. 
That  tbrowes  men  down,  only  to  rise  them  op. 

[EjpU. 

SCENA  III. 

Antonio,  Delio,  Eccho,  (from  the  DuUhesse 
grave), 

Del.  Yond  's  the  cardinal's  window :  this  for- 
tification 
Grew  from  tbe  mines  of  an  ancient  abbey : 
And  to  yond  side  o*  th'  ri^er  lies  a  wall 
(Piece  of  a  doyster),  which  in  my  opinion 
Gives  the  best  eccho  that  you  ever  heard ; 
^  hollow,  and  so  dismall,  and  withall 
So  plaine  in  tlie  distinction  of  our  words, 
That  many  have  supposM  it  is  a  spirit 
That  answers. 

Ant,  I  do  love  these  ancient  mines : 
We  never  tread  upon  them,  but  we  set 
Our  foot  upon  some  reverend  history ; 
And  questionlesse,  hei%  in  this  open  court 
(Which  now  lies  naked  to  the  injuries 
Of  stormy  weather)  some  lye  enterr'd 
Lov'd  the  church  so  well,  and  gave  so  largely 

to't. 
They  thought  it  should  have  canopide  their  bones 
Till  dooinbs-day :  but  all  things  have  their  end : 
Churohes  and  cities  (which  have  diseases  like  to 

men) 
Muftt  have  like  death  that  we  have. 

JBcc.  Like  death  that  we  have. 

Del,  Now  the  Eccho  hath  caught  you. 
(  Ant,  It  groan'd  (me  thought),  and  gave 
A  very  deadly  accent. 
■  £cc.  Deadly  accent, 

Del.  I  told  you  'twas  a  pretty  one :  yon  may 
make  it 
A  huntes-man,  or afiiulconer,  a  musitian. 
Or  a  thing  of  sorrow. 

Ecc.  A  thing  ofiorrow, 
.  Ant.  I  sure :  that  suites  it  best. 

Ecc.  T/iatsuUetitbest. 

Ant,  'Tis  very  like  my  wifes  voyce. 

Ecc.  J,  wifes-voyce, 

Del,  Come,  let 's  waike  farther  from  't : 

1  would  not  have  you  to'  th'  cardinals  to  night : 
Doe  not. 

Ecc.  Do  not. 

•  Del,  Wisdome  doth  not  more  moderate  wast- 

ing sorrow 
Tlmnthne:  take  time  for 't :  be  mindful]  of  thy 
.    safety. 
Ecc.  Be  mindfull  of  thu  safety, 
^fit.  Necessity  compels  me; 
Make  scruteny  throughout  the  passes 
Of  your  owne  life :  you  *ll  find  it  impossible 
1  o  flye  your  fate. 

•  Ecc.  Ojlye  your  fate,  I 


Del.  Harke:  tbe  dead  stones  seenie  to  bafe 
pity  on  you. 
And  give  you  good  counselL 

Ant.  Eccho,  I  will  not  calke  with  thee; 
For  thou  art  a  dead  thing. 

Ecc.  TAoti  art  a  dead  thing. 

Ant.  My  dutchesse  is  asleepe  now. 
And  her  little-ones,  I  hope  sweetly  ;  oh  HesTen ! 
Shall  I  never  see  her  more  } 

Ecc.  Never  see  her  more. 

Ant.  I  mark'd  not  one  repetition  of  the  Eocbo, 
But  that :  and  on  the  sudden,  a  cleare  l%ht 
Presented  me  a  face  folded  in  sorrow. 

Del.  Your  fancv,  meerely. 

Ant.  Come :  I'le  be  out  of  this  ague  ; 
For  to  liTe  thus,  is  not  indeed  to  live  : 
It  is  a  mockery  and  abuse  of  life ; 
I  will  not  henceforth  save  my  selfe  by  baWes, 
Lose  all,  or  nothing. 

Del.  Your  own  vertue  save  you  : 
rie  fetch  your  eldest  sonne,  aud  second  yoo  : 
It  may  be  that  the  sight  of  his  owne  blood 
Soread  into  so  sweet  a  figure,  may  beget 
The  more  compassion. 
However,  fare  you  well : 
Though  in  our  miseries,  fortune  have  a  part. 
Yet,  in  our  noble  sufiiriiigs,  she  bath  none. 
Contempt  of  paine,  that  we  may  call  our  owne. 

[£jil. 

SCENA  IV. 

Cardinally  Pescaea,  Malateste,  Rodorico, 
Grisolan,  Bosola,  Ferdinand,  Aktokio, 
Servant, 

Card.  You  shall  not  watch  to  night  by  tbe 
sicke  prince. 
His  grace  is  very  well  recover'd. 

Mai,  Good  my  lord  suffer  us. 

Card.  Oh,  by  no  meanes : 
Tlie  noise,  and  change  of  object  in  his  ey^ 
Doth  more  distract  him :  I  prajr,  all  to  (led. 
And  though  you  heare  him  m  his  violent  fit, 
Do  not  rise,  I  entreat  you. 

Pes.  So  sir,  we  shall  not. 

Card.  Nay,  I  must  have  you  promise 
Upon  your  lionors,  for  I  was  enjoyn'd  to  't 
By  liimselfe ;  and  he  seem'd  to  urge  it  sencibly. 

Pes.  Let  our  honors  binde  this  trifle. 

Card.  Nor  any  of  your  followers. 

Mai.  Neither. 

Card.  It  may  be  to  make  triall  of  your  pro- 
mise 
Wlien  he's  asleepe,  my  selfe  will  rise,  and  faigoe 
Some  of  his  mad  trickes,  and  cry  out  fbrbelpe, 
And  faigne  my  selfe  in  danger. 

Mai.  If  your  throat  were  cutting, 
I  *ll  'd  not  come  at  you,  now  I  have  protested 
as^aikist. 

Card.  Why,  I  thanke  you. 

Gris.  Twas  a  foule  storme  to  night. 

Rod,  The  lord  Ferdinand's  chamber  sbooke 
like  an  ozier. 
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MaL  Twas  nothing  but  pure  kindnesse  in  the 
dcvill, 
To'rocke  bis  dwne  cbilde.  [Eaeunt, 

Card,  The  reason  why  I  would  not  suffer  these 
About  my  brother,  is,  because  at  midniglit 
I  may  with  better  privacy  convay 
Julias  body  to  her  owne  lodging:  O,  my  con- 
science ! 
I  would  pray  now :  but  the  devill  takes  away 

my  heart 
For  having  any  confidence  in  prayer. 
About  this  houre,  I  appointed  Bosola 
To  fetch  the  body :  wIm^u  he  hath  serv'd  my  tume, 
He  dies.  [Exit. 

Bos.  Hah !  'twas  the  cardinals  voyce :  I  neard 
him  name 
Bosola,  and  my  death :  listen,  I  heare  ones  foot- 
ing. 
Fer.  Strangling  is  a  very  quiet  death. 
Bot.  Nay  then  I  see  I  must  stand  upon  my 

guard. 
Fer.  What  say  to  that?  whisper,  softly:  doe 
you  agree  to't? 
So  it  must  be  done  i*  th*  darke :  the  cardinall 
Would  not  for  a  thousand  pounds  the  doctor 
should  see  it.  [Exit. 

Bos.  My  death  is  plotted ;  here 's  the  conse- 
quence of  murther. 
We  value  not  desert,  nor  Christian  breathy 
When  we  know  blaeke  deeds  must  be  cur^d  with 
death. 
Serv.  Here  stay,  sir,  and  be  confident,  I  pray : 
ril  fetch  you  a  dark  lantborne.  [Exit. 

Ant.  Cold  I  take  him  at  his  prayers, 
There  were  hope  of  pardon. 
Bos.  Fall  right  my  sword  : 
I  Ml  not  give  thee  so  much  leysure,  as  to  pray. 
Ant.  Oh,  I  am  gone !  thou  hast  ended  a  long 
suit 
In  a  minute. 
Bos.  What  art  thou? 
Ant.  A  most  wretched  thing, 
That  only  have  thy  benefit  in  death, 
To  appeare  my  selfe. 
Serv.  Where  a^e  you, sir? 
Ant.  Very  neere  my  home ;  Bosola  ? 
Serv.  Oh,  misfortune. 

Bos.  Smother  thy  pitty,  thou  art  dead  else : 
Antonio? 
The  man  I  would  have  sav'd  'hove  mine  own  life  ? 
We  are  meerely  tlie  stars  tennys-bals  (strooke, 

and  banded 
Which  way  please  them) :  oh  good  Antonio, 
I  *il  whisper  one  thing  in  thy  dying  eare, 
Shall  make  thy  heart  breake  quickly:  thy  faire 

dutchesse 
And  two  sweet  children— 

Ant.  Tlieir  very  names 
Kindle  a  little  life  in  me. 
Bos.  Are  murdered ! 
Ant.  Some  men  have  wisht  to  die, 
-At  the  hearing  of  sad  tidings:  1  am  glad 
'Hmt  L  shall  do  't  in  sadnes :  I  would  not  n6fr 


Wish  my  wounds  bakn'de,  nor'  heal*d :  for  I 

have  no  use 
To  put  my  life  to :  in  all  our  quest  of  greatn^ 
(Like  wanton  boyes,  whose  pastime  is  their  care,) 
We  follow  after  bubbles  blowne  i'  th'  ayre. 
Pleasure  of  life,  what  is 't  ?  only  the  good  houres 
Of  an  ague:  meerely  a  preparative  to  rest, 
I'o  endure  vexation :  I  doe  not  aske 
The  processe  of  my  death :  only  commend  me 
To  Delio. 

Bos.  Breake,  heart ! 

Ant.  And  letmysouoe  fly  the  courts  of  princes. 

Bos.  Thou  seem*8t  to  have  lov'd  Antonio  ? 

Serv.  I  brought  him  hither. 
To  have  reconcird  him  with  the  cardinall. 

Bos.  I  doe  not  aske, thee  that; 
Take  him  up,  if  thou  tender  thme  owne  life, 
And  beare  him  where  the  Ludy  Julia 
Was  wont  to  lodge.    Oh !  my  fate  moves  swift. 
I  have  this  cardinall  in  the  forge  already, 
Now  I'le  brin^  him  to  th*  hammer :  (O  diieiull 

-misprision !) 
I  will  not  imitate  things  elorions. 
No  more  than  base :  I'le  b«  mine  owne  example. 
On,  on,  and  iooke  thou  represent,  for  silence. 
The  thing  thou  bear'st,  [Exeunt^ 

SCENA  V. 

Cardinall  (with  aBooke),  Bosola,  Pescara, 
Malateste,  Rodorico,  Ferdinand,  Delio, 
Servants  with  Antonio's  Bodi/. 

Card,  I  am  puzzell'd  in  a  question  about  hell: 
He  sales,  in  hell  there  's  one  roateriall  fire, 
And  yet  it  shall  not  burne  all  men  alike. 
Lay  him  by :  how  tedious  is  a  guilty  conscienOe  ! 
When  I  Iooke  into  the  fish-ponds,  in  my  garden. 
Me  thinkes  I  see  a  thing,  arm'd  with  a  rake. 
That  seemes  to  strike  at  roe.    Now  ?  art  thou 

corae  ?  thou  look'st  ghastly ; 
There  sits  in  thy  iace  some  great  determination, 
Mix'd  with  some  feare. 

Bos.  Thus  it  lightens  into  action : 
I  am  come  to  kill  thee. 

Card.  Hah  !  helpe :  our  guard  ! 

Bos.  Thou  art  deceiv'd : 
They  are  out  of  thy  howling. 

Card.  Hold :  I  will  faithfully  divide 
Revenues  with  thee. 

Bos.  Thy  prayers  and  proffers 
Are  both  unseasonable. 

Card.  Raise  the  watch !  we  are  betraid ! 

Bos,  I  have  confinde  your  flight : 
I'le  suffer  your  retrait  to  Julias  chamber. 
But  no  further. 

Card.  Helpe  I  we  are  betraid ! 

Mai.  Listen. 

Card.  My  dukedome,  for  rescew. 

Rod,  Fye  upon  his  counterfeiting. 

Mai.  Why,  't  is  not  the  cardinal!. 

Rod.  Yes,  yes,  't  is  he : 
But  rie  ^e  hiin  hang'd  ere  I'le  go  downe  to  him. 
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I  am  lost, 

Orif^  He^cl0•btim1lPet«grwel^:' 
Bat  it  fwiU  not  serve  to  laogb  im  oQft  of  teine 


Card.  -The  swoF*^»'iit  my  throirt  ^ 
Rod.  Yoa  woold.  not  bade  ao  ioad  then. 
M4L  Corner  come,  let 's  )^  to  h^^  be  tdd 

us  thus  roach  aforehand. 
Pet.  He  wish*d  you  should  not  come 'at  him : 
bat  belec<r% 
The  aoeantofthe'  voyoe  aoanda  fiet  in  jett» 
lie  downe  to  him,  howeovver;  aad*Wdi  eogbet 
Force  ope  the  doores. 

Rod.  Let 's  follo«ir  faimvlooiV^ 
And  note  bovrthecardinall  wiH  laugh  «t  him. 
Boi.  There  *s  fbr  you  first;  'cause-  you  shaH 
not  irobafracade  the  doore* 
To  let  in  retoevr.  [He  hilk  the  Servant. 

Cardm^  What  oaote  hast  thou  to  pursue  my 

life? 
Bot.  Looke  there. 
Curd^  Antoniat 

Bot^  Slaine  by  ray  hand  anwitting1)r$ 
Pray^'and  be  sudden:  when  dion  kilTdsC  thy 

sister, 
Thou  tookst  from  justice  her  roost  equall  bal- 

lance, 
And  left  her  nought  but  the  sword. 
Card.  O  roercy ! 

Bos.  Now  it  seemes  thy  greatnes  was  only 
outward: 
Fortbov  iall'st  faster  of  thy  seUe^  than  ci^lan^ty 
Can  drive  thee:   I'le  not  waste  longer  time: 
therck 
ComU  Thou  hast  hurt  me. 
Bo$4  Againe. 

Card*  Shall  I  die  like  a  levoret, 
Without  any  resisunce?  helpe^belpe,  helpe! 
I  am  slaine. 

FtTi  Th'  allanim?  grve^mc  a  fresh  horse: 
Rally  the  vaunt-guard,  or  the  day  is  lost: 
Yeefd,  yeeld  I  I  give  you  the  honor  of  annes, 
Slmke  my  sword  over  you ;  will  you  yeiUe  ^ 
Card.  Heipe  me,  I  am  your  brother. 
Fer.  Thedevill? 
My  brother  fight  upon  the  adverse  party? 
There  flies  your  ransorocw 

[Iff  wounds  the  Cardinally  and  (in  thescuf* 
fie)  ^ivM  BosoLA  Am  deatAt  wound. 
Card.  Oh  justice ! 
I  suffer  aofp^  for  what  bath  former  bin : 
'*  Sorrow  is  held  the  eldest  cfaild^f  sin.'' 

Fer.  Now- yoa '^re  brave  fellowes: 
Caesars  fortune  was  harder  than  Pompeys : 
Caesar  died  in  the  armes  of  pvesperity, 
Pompey  at  the  feet  of  disgrace :  you  both  died 

in  the  field  y^ 
The  paine*s  nothings  poinenkany  times  is  taken 

away  with' 
The  apprehension  of  greater,'(as  the-tooth-aohe 
with  tbe^hc . 


Of  e  barbef^  tbut  comes  to  poll  it  oat) :  tee  h 
phylosophy  for  you. 

Bai.*  Now  my  revenge  la  perfect:  aiBke(di0it 
roaine  caose 
Of  my  undoing);  the  last  part  of  my  life 
Hath  done  me  best  service. 

[He  kilk  Fsmuift 

Fer.  Give  me  some  wet  hay^  I  am  broken 
winded, 
r  do  account  this  world  but  adoi^^Eciidl : 
I  will  vault  credit,  and  afiect  high  pleasarei 

Boi,  He  seema  to  come  tahimaeMo,  new  lie 'k 
so  neer  the  bottome. 

Fer.  My  sister,  oh,  my  sister !  tbve  'i  ik 
cause  on  't. 
"  Whether  we  fell  by  arabitioa,  blood,  or  lolt, 
"  Likediamonds,we  are  cut  with  our  owae  diat* 

Card.  Thou  hast  thy  payment  too* 

Bot,  Yes,  I  bold  my  weury  sovlein  rojtsfd^ 
Tis  ready  to  part  firom  me :  I  doe  gloiy 
That  thou,  which  stoodsi  like  a  huge  puamid| 
Begun  upon  a  large  and  ample  base, 
Shalt  end  in  a  little  point,  a  kind  of  nothing. 

Pet,  How  now  (my  losd  ?) 

Mai.  Oh  sad  disaster ! 

Rod,  How  comes  this  ? 

Bot.    Revenge  for  the  dutcbesse  of  Mi^i 
murdered 
By  th*  Arragonian' brethren  :  for  Antonio, 
Slain^ythis  band :  for  lustfbll  Julia, 
Poyson*d  by  this  roan  :  and  lastly,  Ibr  my  sdie, 
(That  was  an  actor  in  the  maine  of  all^ 
Much  'gainst  mine  owne  good  natur^  yet  i*  tlf 

end 
Neglected.) 

Pes.  How  now  (my  lord  ?) 

Card.  Looke  to  my  brother : 
He  gave  us  these  large  wounds^  as  we  wa» 

strugling 
Here  i'  th'  rushes :  and  now,  I  pray,.lenae 
Be  laid  by,  and  never  thought  of. 

Pet.  How  fetally  (it  seemes)  he  did  witbusod 
His  owne  rescew  ? 

Mai,  Thou  wretched  thiiw  of  bloody 
How  came  Antonio  by  his  cfeath? 

fiof •  In  a  mist :  I  know  not  bow  ; 
Such  a  mistake,  as  I  have  often  seene 
In  a  play :'  Oh,.  I  am  gone  ! 
We  are  only  like  dead  walls,  or  vaulted  graveiy 
That  min*d,  ^eilds  no  eccho :  fere  you  welL 
It  may  be  paine,  but  no  barme  to  roe  to  dae^ 
In  so  good  a  quarrell :  Oh  thisfloomy  worid ! 
In  what  a  shadow,  or  deep  pit  of  darknes. 
Doth  (womanish  and  feareiull)  mankiad  life! 
Let  worthy  minds  ne*re  stagger  in  dutrast 
To  suffer  death,  or  shame  for  what  b  just. 
Mine  is  another  voyage« 

Pet.  The  noble  Deho,  as  I  came  to  tb'  pthK^t 
Told  me  of  Antonio's  being  here,and'sbcVdiBe 
A  pretty  gentleman,  his  Sonne  and  hetra. 

Mai.  Oh,  sir,  ^ou  come  too  late. 

Del, '  I  heard  so,  and  [^^ 

Was«roi^dfor  ^t  ere  I  canw  i  lei  ot  mkeaoUt 
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Of  this  mat  niiDe,  and  joyne  all  oar  force 
To  establisb  this  yong  bopefull  geptleman 
In  'b  motbers  right.    These  wretched  eminent 

things 
J>aTe  no  more  &me  behind  'em,  than  should 

one 
Fall  in  a  frost,  and  leave  bis  print  in  snow; 
As  soone  as  the  sun  shines,  it^erer  melts, 


Both  forme  and  matter  :  I  have  ever  thought 
Nature  doth  nothing  so  great,  for  fn'eat  men, 
As  when  she 's  pleas*d,  to  inake  them  lords  of 
truth: 

Integrity  qflifcy  ufamet  best  friend. 
Which  nobly  (beyond  death)  shall  crowne  the 
<efuL 
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THE    REBELLION. 


WRITTBM  BY 


THOMAS   RAWLINS. 


Thomas  Rawlivs,  author  of  The  Rebellion,  was  principal  Engraver  of  the  Mint  in  the  reigns 
of  Charles  L  and  Charles  IL  ;  a  vocation  which,  in  his  prefacCy  he  prefers  to  the  threadbare  occm- 
pationqfapoet.  It  is  an  argument ,  as  weU  of  his  personal  respectalnlity,  as  of  las  easy  circum- 
stances,  that  no  fewer  than  el^en  copies  of  prefatory  verses^  by  the  wits  of  the  time,  are  prefixed  to 
the  old  edition.  Notwithstanding  the  popularity  of  the  piece,  and  several  passages  of  real  merit,  it 
was  never  re-published ;  perhaps  because  Rebellion  soon  assumed  the  whole  kingdom  for  its  stage. 


TO  THE  WORSHIPFULLy  AND  BIS  HONOURED   KINSHAN, 

ROBERT  DUCIE, 

OF  ASTON,  IN  THB  COUNTY   OP  STAFFORD,   BSgUlRB; 

son  to  sir  r.  ducie,  knight  and  baronet,  deceased. 

Sir, 

Not  to  boast  of  any  perfections,  I  have  never  yet  bin  owner  of  ingratitude,  and  would  bee  loatb 
euTy  should  taze  mee  now ;  having  at  this  time  opportunity  to  pay  part  of  that  debt  I  owe  josr 
love.  This  tragedy  had  at  the  presentment  a  genendl  applause ;  yet  I  have  not  that  want  of  ido- 
desty,  as  to  conclude  it  wholly  worthy  your  patronage ;  although  I  have  bin  bold  to  ^x^  yooruame 
unto  it.  Yet,  however,  your  charity  will  be  famous  in  protecting  this  plant  from  the  breath  of 
Zoilus  ;  and  forgiving  this'my  confidence :  and  your  acceptance  cherish  a  study  of  a  more  desefrinc 
peece,  to  quit  tht  remainder  of  the  ingagement :  In 

Your  kinsman,  ready  to  serve  you, 

THOMAS  RAWLINS. 
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TO  THE  READER. 


Reader,  if  courteous,  I  have  not  so  little  faith  as  to  feare  thy  censure ;  since  thoU  knowest 
youth  hath  many  feults,  whereon  I  depend :  although  my  ignorance  of  the  stage  is  also  a  suBiicient 
excuse :  if  I  have  committed  any,  let  thy  candor  judge  mildly  of  theni ;  and  thinke  not  tliose  vo- 
luntary favours  of  my  friends  (by  whose  compulsive  perswasions  I  have  published  this)  a  comment 
dadousofmy  seeking,  or  through  a  desire  in  me  to  eucrease  the  volume,  but  rather  a  care,  that  yuu 
(siffce  that  I  have  bin  over  entreated  to  present  it  to  you)  might  fiud  therein  sonieiliing  worth  your 
time.  Take  no  notice  of  my  name,  for  a  second  worke  of  this  nature  shall  hardly  beare  it.  I  have 
no  desire  to  bee  knowne  by  a  thread-bare  doake,  having  a  calling  that  will  maintaine  it  woolly, 
farewell. 


TO  HIS  LOVING  FRIEND  THE  AUTHOR,  UPON  HIS  TRAGEDY 
"  THE  REBELUON.*' 


To  pnuse  thee,  friend,  and  shew  the  reason  why. 

Issues  from  honest  love ;  not  flattery. 

My  will  is  not  to  flatter,  nor  for  spight 

To  praise,  or  dispraise;  but  to  doe  thee  right. 

Proud  daring  rebells,  in  their  impious  way 

Of  MachivUlian  darkenesse ;  this  thy  play 

Exactly  shewes ;  speakes  thee  truths  satirist, 

Rebellioos/oe,  times  honest  artist. 

Thy  continued  scenes,  parts,  plots,  and  language 

can 
Distinguish  (worthily)  the  vertuom  man 


From  the  vicious  villainef  earths  fatall  iti^ 
Intending  mischeivous  traitor  MacMvilL 
Him  and  his  trech'rous  complices,  that  strove 
(Like  the  gigantick  rebells  warre  'gainst  Jove) 
To  disenthrone  Spains  king,  (the  Heavens  aiw 

noynteo,) 
By  Sterne  death  all  were  justly  disappointed. 
Plots  meet  with  counter-plots,  revenge,  and 

blood, 
Rebells  mine,  makes  tliy  tragedy  good. 

NATH<  RICHARDS. 


TO  HIS  WORTHY  ESTEEMED  MR  THOMAS  RAWLINS  ON  HIS  «  REBELUON." 


I  MAT  not  wonder,  for  the  world  does  know. 
What  poets  can,  and  oh  times  reach  onto. 
They  oft  worke  myracles :  no  marvaife  than 
Thou  mak'st  thy  tailer  here  a  nobleman : 
Would  all  the  trade  vere  honest  too ;  but  he 
Hath  leam't  the  utmost  of  the  mystery, 
Filchiug  with  cunning  industery,  the  h^ut 
Of  such  a  beauty,  which  did  prove  the  smart 
Of  many  worthy  lovers,  and  noth  saine 
That' prize  which  others  laboured  for  in  vaine. 
Thou  mak'st  htm  valiant  too,  and  such  a  spirit^ 
As  every  noble  mind  approves  his  merit. 

VOL.  III. 


But  what  renowne  th'  'ast  given  his  worth,  'tis  fit 
The  world  should  render  to  thy  hopefuU  wit. 
And  with  a  welcome  plaudit  entertaine 
Tliis  lovely  issue  of  thy  teeming  braine. 
That  their  kinde  usa^  to  this  birth  of  thine. 
May  winne  so  much  upon  thee  for  each  line 
Thou  liast  bequeathed  the  world  thou  'It  give  her 

tenne. 
And  raise  more  high  tlie  glory  of  thv  peone : 
Accomplish  these  oiir  wishes,  and  then  see, 
How  all  that  love  the  arts  will  honour  thee. 

C.  G. 
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TO  MY  FRIEND  MR  RAWLINS,  UPON  THIS  PLAY,  HIS  WORKE. 


Fbieiid,  in  the  iaire  coropleatnesse  of  joar 

play 
Y*ave  courted  truth ;  in  these  few  lines  to  say 
Something  concerning  it,  that  all  may  know 
Ipay  DO  more  of  praise  than  what  I  owe. 
^8  good,  and  merit  much  more  faire  appeares 
Apparelled  in  plaine  prayse,  then  when  it  weares 
A  complementall  glosse.     Taylers  may  boast 


Th*ave  gain*d  by  your  yonngpen  what  theykMig 

lost 
By  the  old  proTerbe,  which  sayes.  Three  !•  0 

fnan  : 
But  to  your  vindicating  muse,  that  can 
Make  one  a  man,  and  a  man  uoble,  they 
Must  wreaths  of  bayes  as  their  due  praises  pay. 
ROBERT  DAVENPORT. 


TO  THE  AUTHOR,  ON  HIS  "  REBELLION.*' 


Tbt  play  I  ne're  saw :  what  shall  I  say  then  ? 

I  in  my  YOie,  must  doe  as  other  men,  - 

And  praise  those  things  to  all,  which  common 

fame 
Does  boast  of,  such  a  hopefull  growing  flame, 
Which  in  disoight  of  flattery  shall  shine, 
Till  envy  at  tny  glory  doe  repine : 
And  on  Pernassas  clifie  top  sha^l  stand. 


Directing  wandring  wits  to  wish*d-for  land; 
Like  a  beacon  o*  ih*  Muses  hill  renaine. 
That  still  doth  burne,  not  lesser  lisht  retame; 
To  shew  that  other  wits,  compar*d  with  thee. 
Is  but  Rebellion  i'  th*  high'st  degree. 
For  from  thy  labours  (thus  much  I  doe  scan) 
A  tayler  is  ennobled  to  a  man. 

R.W. 


TO  HIS  DEARE  FRIEND,  MR  THOMAS  RAWLINS. 


To  see  a  spriogot  of  thy  tender  age, 
With  such  a  lofty  straine  to  word  a  stage;* 
To  see  a  tragedy  from  thee  in  print. 
With  such  a  worid  of  fine  meanders  in  't, 
Pusles  mjr  wondring  soule :  for  there  appeares 
Such  disproportion  *twixt  thy  lines  ana  yeares, 
That  when  I  read  tliy  lines,  methinkes  1  see 
The  sweet  tonguM  (hid  fall  upon  his  knee. 
With  (parce  precor)  every  line,  and  word, 
Runnes  in  sweet  numbers  of  its  owne  acqprd  : . 
Buk  I  am  wonder-strook,  that  aU  this  whHe 
Thy  unfeather'd  qotU  should  write  a  tragickeiVXe. 


This  above  all  my  admiration  dmwes. 

That  one   so  young  should  know  dramatdcke 

lawes. 
Tis  rare,  and  therefore  is  not  for  the  span. 
Or  greasie  thumbes  of  every  common  man. 
The  damaske  rose  that  sprouts  before  the  spring 
Is  fit  for  none  to  smell  at,  but  a  king. 
Goe  on  sweet  friend,  I  hope  in  thne  to  see 
Thy  temples  rounded  with  the  Daphnean  trte. 
And  if  men  aske  who  nurH  thee,  JJc  say  thosy 
It  was  the  ambrosiun  spring  of  Pega$u$. 

ROB.  CHAMBERLAIN. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND,  MR  THOMAS  RAWLINS,  ON  HIS  PLAY  CALLED 
"  THE  REBELLION." 


I  WILL  not  praise  thee,  fnend,  nor  is  it  fit, 
Lenst  I  be  said  toiatter  what  f  have  writ: 
For  sene  will  say,  T  writ  to  apphiud  thee, 
Tte  when  I  print  tlion  maist  doe  so  for  me. 


I'stthy 


Faith  they're  deceived,  thou  justly 

bayes : 

Vertue  rewards  her  selfe ;  thy  work's  Ay  praise 
T.  JOURDAN. 
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TO  THE  AUTHOR,  MASTER  THOMAS  RAWLIN6. 


Kiir»  friend  excose  me,  that  doe  thus  iotrade, 

Thronging  thy  Tolnme  with  my  lines  so  rude. 

Applause  is  needlesse  here,  yet  this  I  owe 

As  due  to  th'  Muses:  thine  ne*re  sn'd  (I  know) 

For  hands,  nor  voyce,  nor  pen,  nor  other  praise 

Whatsoe're  by  mortalls  us*d,  thereby  to  raise 

An  authors  name  eternally  to  blisse ; 

Wer't  rightly  scann'd  (alas !)  what  folly  His: 

As  if  a  poets  single  worke  alone, 

Wants  power  to  Uft  him  to  the  spangled  throne 

Of  highest  Jove :   or  needes  their  Tuke-warme 

fires. 
To  cat  his  way  or  pierce  the  circled  ipheares. 
Foolish  presumption  !  whosoe're  thou  art, 
Tlius  fondly  dcem'st  of  poets  princely  art. 
Here  needs  no  paultry  petty  pioners  skill 
To  fbrtifie;  nay,  thy  melefluoofi  <)uiU 


Strikes  Momu$  with  amaze,  and  silence  deepe, 
And  doom*d  poore  Zoiliis  to  the  Lethean  sleepe. 
Then  benH  dismay'd,  I  know  thy  booke  will  live, 
And  deathlesse  trophies  to  thy  name  shall  give. 
Who  doubts,  where  Venus  and  Minerva  meete 
In  every  line,  how  pleasantly  they  greete  ? 
Strewing  thy  paths  with  roses,  red  and  white, 
To  decke  thy  silver-streames  effluent  wit; 
And  entertaine  the  graces  of  thy  minde : 
O  may  thy  early  head  be  sweet  shelter  finde, 
Vuder  the  urn  braes  of  those  verdant  bayes, 
OrdainM  for  sacred  poesies  sweet  layes. 
Such  are  thy  lines,  in  such  a  curious  dresse. 
Composed  so  quaintly ;  that  if  I  may  goesse, 
None  save  thine  owne  should  dare  t*  approach 
the  presse, 

I.  GOUGH. 


TO  THE  INGENIOUS  AUTHOR. 


A  sowRE  and  austere  kind  of  men  there  be. 
That  would  out-law  the  lawes  of  poesie ; 
And  from  a  coomion-wealths  well  governed  lists. 
Some  grave  and  too  much  severe  Platonists, 
Would  exclude  poets;  and  have  emnity 
With  the  soules  freedome,  ingenuity. 
TJese  are  so  much  for  wisedome,  they  (btget 
That  Qeayen  allow'th  the  use  of  modest  wit. 
pese  thinke  the  author  of  a  jest  alone, 
u  the  man  that  deserves  damnation : 
Holding  mirth  vitkms,  Mid  to  laugh  a  sin : 
Tet  we  must  give  these  Cymcks  leave  (o  grin. 


What  wHI  Chey  thinke,  when  they  shall  see  thee 

in 
The  plaines  of  faire  Eliziom  ?  sit  among 
A  crowned  troope  of  poets?  and  a  throng 
Of  ancient  bardes,  which  soule-delighting  quire 
Sings  daily  anthemnes  to  ApoUoes  lyre! 
Am6kig8t  v^hich  thou  shalt  sit;    and  crowned 

thus, 
Shalt  laueh  at  Cato  and  Democrilus. 
Thus  shaR  thy  bayes  be  superscribed :  my  pen 
Did  not  alone  tttake  playes,  but  also  men. 

E.  B, 


TO  HIS  FRIEND  OF  THE  AUTHOR. 


Blesse  me,  you  sacred  sister.    What  a  throng 
|J»  choice  enoomions  's  prest  ?  such  as  was  sung 
^nen  the  sweet  singer  Steskhorus  lived ; 
7|»n  whose  lips  the  nightingale  survived. 
What  makes  my  sickly  fency  hither  bye 
vVulesse  it  be  lor  shelter?)  when  the  eye 
J^each  peculiar  artist  makes  a  quest 
After  my  slender  judgement?  then  a  jest 
JJ»«iolves  my  thoughts  to  nothing,  and  my  paioes 
^  its  reward  iu  adding  to  my  stainet. 


But  as  the  river  oiAthamat  can  fire 

The  sullen  wood,  and  make  its  flames  aspire. 

So  the  infused  comfort  I  receive 

By  th*  tye  of  friendship,  prompts  me  to  relieve 

My  fiiinting  spirits;  and  with  a  fullsailc 

Rush  *moug»t  your  Argoseys  dispite  of  haile. 

Or  stormes  of  critticks,  triend,  to  thee  I  come, 

I  know  th'  ast  harbour,  I  defie  much  roome: 

Besides,  He  pay  thee  for 't  iu  gratefuU  verse. 

Since  that  thou  art  witts  abstract^  He  rebearse< 


54B 


THE  REBELLION. 


[Rawliik. 


Nothing  shall  wool!  joor  e«res  with 

phraise, 
or  a  sententious  foily ;  for  to  rmise 
Sad  pyramids  of  flatterj,  that  may  be 
Condemn*d  for  the  sincere  prolixity. 
Let  Envy  tume  her  mantle,  and  expose 
H^r  rotteo  in(|rmUs  U>  infect  the  toee. 


a  long 


Or  pine  like  greennesse  of  thy  extant  wit : 
Yet  shall  thy  Homers  shield  demolish  it. 
Vpon  thy  quill  as  on  an  eaeles  wing,      [pcnng : 
Thou  shalt  be  led  through  W  ayre*s  sweet  wh(»- 
And  with  thy  pen  thou  shalt  ingrave  ihy  oaoie, 
(Better  then  pencil!,)  in  the  list  of  fiime. 

LTATHAM. 


ON  MASTER  RAWLINS,  AND  HIS  TAYLER,  IN  «  THE  REBELLION." 


In  what  a  strange  delemma  stood  my  mind, 
When  first  I  saw  the  tayler,  and  did'finde 
It  so  well  francbt  with  wit !  bat  when  I  knew 
The  noble  tayfor  to  proce^  from  you ; 
I  stood  amaz'd,  as  one  with  thunder  strook, 
And  knew  not  which  to  read;  you,  oryourbooke. 
I  wonder  how  you  could,  being  of  our  race, 
So  eagle-like  looke  Phcebus  in  the  face. 
J  wonder  how  you  could,  beins  so  yong. 
And  timing  yet,  epcpunter  with  so  strong 


And  firme  a  story ;  'twould  indeed  have  piwft: 
A  subject  (or  the  wisest,  that  had  loT*d 
To  sucke  at  Aganippe.    But  goe  on. 
My  best  of  friends ;  and  as  you  bare  begun 
With  that  is  good,  so  let  your  after  times 
Transcendent  be.    Apollo  he  still  shines 
On  the  best  wits ;  and  if  a  Momos  chance 
On  this  thy  volume  scornfully  to  glance, 
Melpomene  will  defend,  and  you  shall  see, 
That  vertue  will  at  length  make  enry  flee. 

J.  ^IGHT 


TO  HIS  INGENIOUS  FRIEND,  MR  RAWLINS,  THE  AUTHOR  OF 
«  THE  REBELUON." 


What  need  I  strive  to  prayse  thy  worthy  frame. 
Or  raise  a  trophy  to  thy  lasting  name  ? 
Were  mv  bad  wit  with  eloquence  refined. 
When  I  have  said  my  most,  the  most 's  behind. 
But  that  I  might  be  knowne  for  one  of  them, 
Which  do  admire  thy  wit,  and  love  thy  pen. 
I  could  not  better  shew  forth  my  good  will, 
Then  to  salute  you  with  my  vii^  quill, 


And  bring  you  something  to  adome  your  hm 
Among  a  throng  of  friends,  who  ofb  have  resd 
Your  learned  poems,  and  doe  honour  thee, 
And  thy  bright  genius.    How  like  a  curious  tree 
Is  thv  sweet  fancy,  bearing  firuit  so  rare 
The  learned  still  will  covet :  Momus  no  sbsic 
Shall  have  of  it ;  but  end  his  wretched  dayes 
In  grifee,  *cause  now  now  he  seeth  th'  art  ctowtt 
with  bayes.  JO.  MERIfli* 
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DRAMATIS   PERSONiE. 


ACmpid. 

King  of  SPAtvm. 

.Antonio,  a  Count, 

Machvile^  a  Count, 

Alerzo,       -j 

FuLOENTio,  >  Thru  Spanish  ColoneiU, 

Pan])olpbo,3 

PETRUCHIOy  GoVemOUr  rfTlLTORD, 

Raymond,  (a  Moore,)  uenerall  of  the  French 

Amty, 
Lkomis,      ") 
GiLBERTY,  >  Three  French  Cohnelis, 

FiREHZO,     J 


Sebastiano,  Petruchio's  Sonne,  in  the  ditguiu 

of  a  Tayler  cold  Giovanko. 
Old  Tayler. 
ViBMiNEy  his  Man. 
Three  Taylers  more. 
Captaine  of  the  Bandetty. 
Tmo  Ruffians  and  a  Brave, 

Philippa,  the  Moore^s  Wife. 
AuRisTEi.LA,  Machvile's  Wife. 
EvADNE,  Antonio's  Sister, 
AuRELiAy  Sbbastiano*s  Sister, 
Nurse,  Attendant  on  Evadne. 


Attendants. 


SCENE-SEVnX. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  severally,  Alerzo,  Fulgentio,  and 
Pandolpho. 

Aler.  CoUonell? 

Ful.  Signior  Alerzo. 

Aler.  Heere. 

Pan.  Signiors,  well  met : 
The  lazj  morne  has  scarcely  triiii'd  her  selfe 
To  entertaine  the  sun ;  she  still  retaines 
The  slimy  tincture  of  the  hanisht  night : 
I  hardly  could  disceme  yoo. 

Akr,  Bat  you  appeare  fresh  as  a  city  bride- 
groomcy 
'Fhat  has  sign'd  his  wife  a  warrant  for  the 
Oraftine  luMDes ;  how  fares  Belinda, 
Afker  the  weight  of  so  much  sin  ?  you  lay  with 

her 
To  night;  come,  speake,  did  you  take  up  on  trust, 


Or  have  you  pawnM  a  coUony  of  oatbes? 
Or  an  imbn>ydered  belt  ?  or  have  yoo  une 
The  courtiers  tricke,  to  lay  your  sword  at  mor* 

Or  perhaps  a  feather?  't  will  serve  in  traffidLe, 
To  retume  her  ladtship,  a  fanne,  or  so. 

Pan.  Y*  are  merry. 

Ful.  Come,  be  free. 
Leave  modestv  for  women  to  gild 
Their  pretty  thriving  art  of  plenitude, 
To  innch  their  husbands  browes  with  comaco- 

piaes: 
A  souldier,  and  thus  bashfull ! 
Poxe,  be  open. 

Pan.  Had  I  the  poxe,  good  oolonell,  I  sboold 
stride 
Farre  opener  then  I  doe : 
But  poxe  o'  the  fashion. 

Aler,  Count  Antonio.    [lb  them  enter  Avt. 
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Ful.  Tbo'  be  appewe  fresli  as  a  Uoome 
That  newly  kist  toe  son,  adoni'd  with  pearij 
Dropty  fluog  from  the  hand  of  the  rote  fin^r'd 

'morne, 
Yet  in  bit  beart  livet  a  wbole  bost  of  Taloor. 

Pan.  Hee  appeares 
A  lecoiid  Mart. 

Aler.  More  powerfiill  tince  be  boldt  witedome 
And  Talloar  captive. 

Ful.  Let  ot  talate  bim. 

[Whilst  thev  $alute  Akton lo^  emien 
Count  IVLlchvile. 

Mack,  Ha  !  how  close  they  ttrike. 
At  if  they  beard  a  winged  tbunder-bolt  tbreatoM 

bis  death. 
And  each  ambitious  were  to  lose  bit  life; 
So  it  might  purchase  bim  a  longer  being : 
Tbeir  braatb  in^^eiMlert  tike  two  peaoeftdl  wiodt^ 
That  joyne  a  fheivdly  ieaga^  and  fill  die  ayre 
With  tilkeq  muticke: 

I  may  patte  by  and  scarce  be  tparM  a  k>okey 
Or  any  else  but  yong  Antonio. 
Rite  from  thy  tcorching  den,  ikon  toele  of  mi»> 

cbiefe ! 
My  blood  boylet  hotter  then  the  poyton'd  flesh 
Of  Hercolefcloth'd  in  the  Centaurs  thirt : 
Swell  me,  revenge,  till  I  become  a  bill 
High  as  Olimpot  cloud  dividing  top; 
Time  I  might  fall,  and  cruth  theno  into  ajite. 
He  observe.  f^^*'  behind  the  hangings 

Ant,  Commandy  the  all 
Tbit  little  world  I  'me  master  of  containes, 
And  be  assur'd  'tis  granted ;  I  have  a  life, 
I  owe  to  death ;  and  in  my  countries  causes  I 
should 

Ful.  Good  sir,  no  more. 
This  ungrateful!  land  owes  you  too  much  already. 

AUr.  And  you  still  bind  it  in  stronger  bonch. 

Fan.  Your  noble  deeds,  that  like  to  thoughts 
out-strip  [roent : 

The  fleeting  clouds,  dash  all  our  hopes  of  pay- 
We  are  poore  but  in  unprofitable  thankes; 
Nay,  that  cannot  rehearse  enough  your  merit. 

Ant.  I  dare  not  heare  this;  pardon  bashfiill 


For  taffrrio^  such  a  sca^  to  o're-tpread 
-Your  bttrniug  poitnllt. 
Gentlemen,  your  discourses  tast  of  eourt, 
Tbey  bane  a  ttyth  of  kuowne  flattery ; 
I  must  deny  to  nadcrstand  tbeir  foUy : 
Your  pardon,  I  must  leave  yo«y 
Modesty  commands. 

Ful.  Your  bonourt^vaatalefl. 

Ant.  Q  food  eoloneli,  be  more  a  aonldier, 
-I^aMre  ooaplenMiitt  for  tbesc  that  live  at  ease. 
To  stufle  their  table  bookes ;  aad  o're  a  bord. 


Made  gaudv  with  some  paKeadt,  beside  cutlardt, 
Whose  Quaking  strikes  a  £are  into  the  eaters. 
Bitpate^Mn  in  a  fiErtbiosable  viethod 


A  souldiers  language  should  be  a«  bit  calling, 
(Ruffe,)  to  declare  he  it  a  man  of  fi«e. 
Farewell  without  the  straining  of  a  sinew, 
Ka  taptndftiQat  cridge  ;  adue.  [Exit, 


AUr.  It 't  not  a  hopelull  km]  ? 
Nature  to  him  hat  cbam*d  the  peoplea  hearts; 
Each  to  bit  taint  oflkrt  a  forme  of  prayer 
For  yong  Antonio. 

Fan.  And  in  that  loved  name  pray  fiir  the 
kingdomt  Kood : 

FuL  Count  Macbvile. 

[MACHviLE/roai  behind  the  kangiMgL 

Aler.  Let 't  away. 

[Exeunt :  wmnet  Machttil 
Heart,  wilt  not  burst  with  rage,  to  see  these  slaves 
Fawne  like  to  whdpet  on  youg  Antooio, 
And  fly  from  me  as  from  infection  ?    D^tfa, 
Confiisiou,  and  the  list  of  all  deseases,  waite 

upon  your  lives 
Till  you  be  ripe  for  bell ;  which  when  it  g^pes 
May  it  devoure  jrou  all :  stay  Macbvile, 
lieave  this  same  idle  chat,  it  becomes  vroaan 
That  has  no  strength ;  but  what  her  tongue 
Makes  a  monopoly,  be  more  a  man, 
Thinke,  thinke ;  in  thy  braines  minte 
Coyne  all  thy  thoughts  to  mischiefe : 
That  may  act  revenge  at  full. 
Plot,  plot,  tumultious  thoughts,  incorporate ; 
Beget  a  lumpe  bow  e're  defbrm*d,  that  may  at 

length. 
Like  to  a  cub  lick'd  by  the  carefull  dam. 
Become  like  to  my  wishes  perfect  vei^eaace. 
Antonio,  I  Autonio;  nay  all. 
Rather  then  loos?  my  will,  shall  bead-iotig  ftA 
Into  etemall  mine ;  my  thoughts  are  high. 
Death  sit  upon  my  brow ;  let  every  frowoe 
Banish  a  soule  that  stops  me  of  a  crowne.  [ExH. 

Enter  Evadne  and  Nurse, 

Evad.  The  taylor  yet  retum*d,  nurse  ? 

Nur.  Madam,  not  yet. 

Evad.  I  wonder  wfiiy  be  makes  gowoes  so  im* 

Jerfect 
so  many  sayes. 

ifur.  Truely,  in  sooth,  and  in  good  deed  law 
madam 
The  stripling  is  in  love  deepe,  deepe  io  love. 

Evad.  Ha ! 
Does  his  soule  shoote  with  an  eqnall  dart 
From  the  commanding  bow  of  loves  £reat  god, 
Keepe  passionate  tmie  with  mme  ?  oi^s  [Aside. 
She  spy*d  my  errourto  reflect  with  eager  beames 
Of  thirsty  love  upon  a  taylor;  being  my  aelfe 

Borne  high? 1  must  know  more. 

lu  love,  good  nurse ;  with  whom  ? 

Nur,  Hev-hoe!  troely,  madam, 'tis  a  forttoe, 
CupkJ^  good  lad,  prais*d  be  bis  godMiead  far  \ 
Has  throwne  upon  me,  and  I  am  proad  oo  't; 
O  'tis  a  youth  joccoad  at  sprightly  May, 
One  that  will  doe  diacreetiy  with  a  wife, 
BONl  her  witlioot'directioB  from  the  aian» 
Or  counsell  from  the  moone  to  doe  for  pbysicke; 
No,  be 's  a  backe;--0  'tia  a  backe  indeed ! 

Evad.  Fye,  thb  becomes  you  noC 

Nuf.   Besides,  he  it  of  all  that  cooqoeriflg 
calling, 
A  ta^Jor,  nadim;  O  'tis  a  taking  trade ! 
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Vhat  chambecHBaid,  wkh  reviefciice  maj 
speake  of  those  lost  maiden^xads, 
)onld  long  bold  oot  a^ust  a  tajlor? 

Evad,  Y*  are  uncivill. 

Nur.  What  aged  fSemaley  for  I  must  coafcsse 
lam 
Vorae  threed-bare, 

¥oaId  not  be  torn'ri,  and  Uve  a  marriage  life. 
To  porchate  keaven  ? 

Evad.  Heaven 

Nur,  Yes,  my  deare  madam,  heaven;  whi- 
ther, 
tfy  most  sweet  lady,  but  to  heaven  ?  hell 's  a 
raylors  ware4ion9e ;  he  has  the  keyes,  and  sits 
[n  triumph  crosse  legged  o're  the  mouth : 
[t  is  no  place  of  borronr, 
rhere  's  no  flames  made  blew  with  brimstone; 
But  the  bravest  silkes,  so  fashionable : 
D I  doe  long  to  weare  such  properties ! 

Evad.  Leave  your  talke, 
Ooe  knocks,  goe  see.  [Knockei  within. 

Nur.  0  'tis  my  love !     I  come.  [Eiii. 

Evad,  A  taylor;   fye,  blush  my  too  tardy 
soule. 
And  00  my  brow  place  a  becomming  scome. 
Whose  fatall  sight  may  kill  his  mounting  hopes. 
Were  be  hut  one  that  when  'twas  said  bee's 

borne, 
Had  bin  borne  noble,  high, 
Sqoall  in  blood  to  that  our  house  boasts  great; 
I  ue  fty  into  bis  armes  witb  as  much  speed. 
As  an  ayre  cutting  arrow  to  the  stake. 
But  0  lie  comes !   my  fortitude  is  fled. 

Enter  Nuru  tmd  Giov^nho  with  a  Oomne. 

Oio.  Yonder  she  is  and  walkes,  ytt  in  sence 

strong  enough  to  mainline  argument :   she  's 

nndermy  cloake;  for  the  best  part  o^  a  lady, 

^  this  age  goes,  is  her  clothes;  m  what  reckon- 

iBSooghtwe  taylers  to  be  esteem'd  then,  that 

*fe  the  master  workeroen  to  correct  nature! 

YoQ  shall  have  a  lady  in  a  diol(^e  with  some 

gwlant,  touching  liis  suite,  the  better  part  of 

''^f  so  sucke  the  breath  that  names  the  skilfuU 

J^yler  as  if  it  nourisht  her.    Another  Dona  fly 

ffom  the  close  imbracements  of  her  lord,  to  be 

«'  over  measur'd  by  her  tayler.    One  will  bee 

*^!^  forsooth,  and  bid  her  maid  deny  her  to 

ihis  don,  that  earle,  the  other  roarquesse,  nay  to 

^  we ;  yet  let  her  taylor  lase  and  unUse  her 

^V^i  so  round  the  skirts  to  fit  her  to  the  far 

*™on :  here  's  one  has  in  my  sight  made  many  a 

noble  don  to  hang  the  head,  dukes  and  marques- 

H^  three  in  a  morning  breake  their  fasts  on  her 

^wdls;  yet  I,  her  tayler,  blest  bee  the  kind- 

^^  of  my  loving  stare,  am  nsher*d ;  she  smiles 

^  sayes  I  have  staid  too  lone,  and  then  findes 

.^olt  with  some  slight  stitch,  that  eye^let  hole  's 

<Jocloie,  then  must  I  use  my  bodkin,  'twill  ne- 

j^P'!«»e  else;  all  will  not  doe,  I  must  take  it 

^**.  ">r  no  cause  but  to  bring  it  her  againe  next 

^^^  Wee  taylors  are  the  men,  spight  o*  the 

I'^erbe,  ladies  cannot  live  without.    Is  it  wee 


That  please  them  best,  in  their  comnodify  r 
There  's  magick  in  our  habits,  taylors  can 
Prevaile  *bove  him,  honour  stiles  best  of  mtm. 
Evad.  Bid  him  draw  neere. 
Nur.  Come  hither  love,  sweet  chucke 
My  ladye  calb. 

Gio,  What  meanes  this  woman?   sure  she 
loves  me  too, 
Taylors  shall  speed  had   tliey  no  tongues  to 

wooe: 
Women  woo'd  sue  to  them. 
Evad.  What,  have  you  done  it  now  f 
Gio.  Maddam,  your  gowne  by  my  industry 
Is  purg'd  of  erroun. 
Evad.  Lord  what  a  neate  methodicall  way 
you  have 
To  vent  your  phrases ;  pray  wbe»  did  yea  com^ 
mence? 
Gio.  What  meane  you,  madam  f 
Evad.  Doctor  I  meane,  you  speake  so  phy^ 

sicall. 
Nur.  Nay,  madam,  'tis  a  youth,  I  praise  my 
Starrs 
For  their  kind  influence,  a  woman  may  be 

proud  on, 
And  I  am. 

0  'tis  a  youth  in  print,  a  new  Adonis, 

And  I  could  wish,  although  my  glasse  tells  me 

1  'me  wondrous  fiure,  I  were  a  Venus  for  him. 

Gio.  O  lady,  you  are  more  fairer  by  hare^ 
Nur.  La  you  there,  madam. 
Gio.  Where  art  thou,  man }  art  tboa  trans* 
form'd? 
Or  art  thou  growne  so  base  that 
This  rediculous  witch  should  thinke  I  love  her? 
Evad.  Leave  us. 
Nur.  I  goe. 
Ducke,  He  be  here  anon; 
I  will,  dove.  [Exit. 

Gio.  At  your  best  Icasure. 
Protect  me  man-hood,  least  my  glutted  sence. 
Feeding  with  such  an  ea^r  appetite  on 
Your  rare  beauty,  breaking  the  sluces. 
Burst  into  a  flood  of  passionate  teares; 
I  must,  I  will  enjoy  her,  though  a 
Destroying  dap  firom  Joves  artillery  were  there- 
ward: 
And  yet  duU-daring  sir  by  your  favour  no, 
He  must  be  more  than  savage  can  attempt 

[Aiidt. 

To  injure  so  much  spotlesse  innocence : 

Pardon,  great  powers,  the  thought  of  such  offence. 

Evad.  When  Sebastiano,  clad  in  conquering 

Steele, 

And  in  a  phrase  able  to  kill,  or  from  a  cowards 

heart 
Banish  the  thought  of  feare ;  wo'd  me, 
Won  not  so  much  upon  my  captive  soule 
As  this  youths  silence  does :  [Atide. 

Heipe  me  some  power  out  of  thb  tangling  maze, 
I  shall  be  lost  else.  ^ 

Gio.  Feare  to  the  breast  of  women. 
Build  thy  throne  on  their  soft  hearU; 
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Mine  nmst  not  be  thy  slave. 
Your  pleasure,  madam. 

Evad,  I  have  a  question  must  be  directly  an- 
8wer*d ; 
No  excuse,  but  from  tby  heart  a  truth. 

Gio.  Command  me,  madam ;  were  it  a  secret 
On  whose  binges  hung  the  casements  of  my  life, 
Yet  your  command  shall  be  obey'd ;  to  the  least 
Scruple. 

Evad.  I  take  your  word: 
My  aged  nurse  tells  me  you  love  her : 
Answer;  is  *t  a  truth? 

Gio.  She  's jealous,  lie  try; 
As  oracle. 

Evad.  Ha ! 

Gio.  Tis  so,  ile  further;  I  love  her,  madam, 
With  as  rich  a  6ame  as  anchorits 
Doe  saints  they  offer  prayers  too : 
I  hue  her  memory  as  I  wou'd  embrace 
The  oreath  of  Jove,  when  it  pronounced  me 
Happy ;  or  prophet,  that  should  speake  my 
After  life  great,  even  with  adoration  deified. 

Evad.  My  life,  like  to  a  bubble  i'  th*  aire. 
Dissolved  by  some  uncharitable  winde, 
Denyes  my  body  warmth :  your  breath 
Has  made  me  nothing  [She  faints, 

Gio.  Rather  let  me  lose  all  external  1  being. 
Madam,  good  madam. 

Evad,  You  say  you  love  her. 

Gio,  Madam,  I  doe. 
Can  any  love  the  beauty  of  a  stone. 
Set  by  some  curious  artist  in  a  ring, 
But  he  must  attribute  some  to 
The  file  that  addes  unto  the  lustre  ? 
You  appeare  like  to  a  jemme,  cut  by  the 
Steddy  hand  of  careful!  nature,  into  such 
Beautious  tablets,  that  dull  art. 
Famous  in  skilfull  (lattery,  is  become 
A  novice  in  what  fame  proclaim'd  hira  doctor ; 
He  cann*t  expresse  one  sparke  of  your  great  lus- 
tre. 
Madam,  those  beauties  that,  but  studied  on 
By  their  admirers,  are  deifi*d,  serve 
But  as  spots,  to  make  your  red  and  white 
£nvy*d  of  doisterd  saints. 

Evad,  Havel,  ungratefull  man,  like  to  the  sun, 
That  from  the  heavens  sends  downe  his 
Cherishing  beames  on  some  religious  plant. 
That  with  a  bow,  the  worship  of  the 
Thankfull,  payes  the  preserver  of  his  life, 
And  groth :  but  thou,  unthankfuU  man, 
In  scome  of  me,  to  love  a  callender  of  many 
Yeares. 

Gio.  Madam,  upon  my  knees,  a  superstitious 
rite 
The  Heathens  us'd  to  pay  their  gods,  I  offer  up 
A  life,  that  untill  now  nere  knew  a  price ; 
Made  deare  because  you  love  it. 

Evad,  Arise ;  it  is  a  ceremony  due  unto  none 
but  Heaven. 

Gio.  Here  Ile  take  roote,  and  grow  into  my 
grave, 
Unlesse^  deare  goddesse,  you  forget  to  bee 


Cruell  to  him  adores  yoa  with  a  i 
Equall  to  that  of  hermits. 
Evad,  1  beleeve  you,  and  thus  ezdiaBge  a  de- 
vout vow, 
Humbly  upon  my  knees,  that  though  the 
Thunder  of  my  brothers  rage  shmdd  force  di- 
vorce. 
Yet  in  my  soole  to  love  yon ;  witnetae  all 
The  wing'd  inhabitants  of  the  higlwat  heavea. 
Gio,  If  suddaine  lightniog,  racb  as  venge^ 
Jove 
Cleares  the  infectious  ayre  with,  tfareatn*d  to 
Scorch  my  daring  soole  to  cynders,  if  I 
Did  love  you,  lady,  I  wo*d  love  you,  spight 
Of  the  dogged  fates,  or  any  power 
Those  curst  hagges  set  to  oppose  me. 

To  them  enter  Nur$e, 

Evad.  Be  thy  selfe  againe. 
'  Nur.  Madam,  your  brother. 
Evad,  Fye,  you  have  done  it  ill ;  oar  brother, 
say  you  ? 
Pray  you  take  it  home  and  mend  it. 
Gio,  Madam,  it  shall  be  done ;   I  take  mj 
leave. 
Love,  I  am  made  thy  envy ;  I  am  be 
This  votresse  prayes  unto,  as  onto  thee: 
Taylers  are  more  than  men;    and  here  's  the 

odds, 

Ther  make  fine  ladyes ;  ladyes  make  them  gods: 

And  so  they  are  not  men,  but  farre  above  then : 

This  makes  the  tailers  proud ;  then  ladies  love 

them.  [£jil. 

Antonio  meets  him. 

Ant.  What  *s  he  that  past? 
Evad.  My  tailer. 

Ant.  Theres  something  in  his   face  I  sare 
should  know. 
But,  sister,  to  your  beads;   pray  for  distras'd 

Scivel ; 
Whilst  I  mount  some  watch  tower. 
To  o*re-looke  our  enemies,  religious  lawes 
Command  me  figlit  for  my  lov'd  countries  canse. 

[EnL 
Evad.  Love  bids  me  pray,  and  on  his  alun 
make 
A  sacrifice,  for  my  lov'd  taylers  sake.        [Exit. 

Alarum.    Enter  Rathono,  Philippa,  Lioiiis, 
GiLBBRTT,  and  Fibs  vie 

Ray.  Stand. 

Leo.  Stand. 

Gil.  Stand. 

Fir.  Give  the  word  through  the  army,  stand 
there. 

Within.  Stand,  stand,  stand,  stand,  hoe. 

Ray.  Bid  the  drum  cease,  whilst  we  enfaiacf 
our  iov^ : 
Come,  my  Philippa,  like  the  twins  of  warre, 
Lac*d  in  our  steely  corslets,  we're  become 
The  envy  of  those  braine  begotten  gods, 
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Mouldy  antiquity  lifted  to  beaTen: 

Thus  we  excliange  our  breath.  [Kisses, 

Pku  My  bonour'd  lord, 
Dq^  comiBftiids,  I  fNiy  it  backe  againe. 
Twill  waste  cue  into  smoake  else. 
Can  my  body  retaine  that  breath,  that  won'd 
Consume  an  army,  drest  in  a  rougher  habit  ? 
Pray  deliver  (come  V  me  a  gentle  thiefe) 
The  breath  yoa  stole. 
JUy.  Restore  back  roine-^— ^^,  goe  pitch 

onr  teot,  we  Me 
Have  a  combate  i*  th*  field  of  love,  with  thee 
Philippa,  'ere  we  meet  the  foes  thou  art 
A  friendly  enemy.     How  say  you,  lords, 
Does  not  my  love  appeare 
Like  to  the  issue  of  the  braine  of  Jove, 
Goveroesse  of  armes  and  arts,  Minerva? 
Or  a  selected  beauty  from  a  troop  of  Amazons? 
lards.  She  is  a  mine  of  valour. 
PkL  Lords  spare  your  praises  till,  likeBrada- 

ment, 
The  mirrour  of  our  sexe,  I  make  the  foe 
Of  Fnnce  and  us,  crouch  likea  wbelpe, 
Aw'd  by  the  heaving  of  his  masters  hand ; 
My  heart  runnes  through  my  arme,  and  when  I 

deale 
A  blow,  it  sinkes  a  soule : 
My  sword  fiiet  nimbler  than  the  bolts  of  Jove, 
And  wounds  as  deepe:  Spaine,  thy  proud  host 

shall  feele 
Death  has  bequeath*d  his  office  to  my  Steele. 
B^.  Come  on,  brave  lords,  upon  your  gene- 

ralis  word, 
Pbiiippa  loyes  no  parley,  like  the  sword. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  GiovAVifO,  Old  Taylor,  ViiiiiiNE,  and 
Two  more, 

Oio,  Come  bullies,  come;  we  must  forsake 
the  use  of  nimble  sheeres,  and  now  betake  us  to 
our  Spanish  needles,  stelletto  bUdes,  and  prove 
we  proverbe  lyes,  lyes  in  his  throat :  one  tayler 
P«n  erect  sis^teene,  nay  more,  of  upstart  gentle 


men,  knovme  by  their  cloathes,  and  leave  enough 
materialls  in  hell  to  damne  a  broker. 
O.  Toy,  We  must  to  the  wars,  my  boyea, 
Vir,  How,  master,  to  the  warres? 
O.  Toy,  I,  to  tlie  warres,  Virmine;  what  saysl 

thou  to  that? 
Fir,  Nothing,  but  that  I  had  rather  stay  at 
home:  O  the  good  penny  bread  at  breakrasts 
that  I  shall  lose !   Master,  good  roaster,  let  me 
alone,  to  live  with  honest  John ,  noble  Johu  Black  e. 
^  Tay,  Wilt  thou  disgrace  thy  worthy  call- 
ing, Virmine  ? 
Vir,  No,  but  I  am  afraid  my  calling  will  dis- 
grace roe:  I  shall  be  gaping  for  my  mornings 
loafe,  and  drammeof  ale;  I  shall ;  and  now  and 
then  look  for  a  cabbich  leafe,  or  an  odde  remnant 
to  cloath  roy  bashfull  buttocks. 
O,  Tay.  Yon  shall. 

Vir,  Yes  marry ;  why  I  hope  poor  Virmine 
roust  bee  fed,  and  will  be  fed,  or  Fie  torroentyou. 
Gio,  Master,  I  take  prtviledge  from  your  love 
to  hearten  on  my  iellowes. 

O.  Toy,  I,  I ;  doe,  doe  good  boy.  [Exit. 

Gio,  Come,  roy  bold  felTowes,  let  us  etemi^. 
For  our  countries  good,  some  noble  act, 
That  mi^  by  thne  be  regest^  at  full : 
And  as  the  yeare  renewes,  so  shall  our  fame 
Be  firesh  to  after  tiroes :  the  taylers  naroe. 
So  much  trod  under,  and  the  scome  of  all, 
Shall  by  this  act  be  high,  whilst  others  fall. 
Sd  Tay.  Come,  Virmine,  come^ 
Vir,  Nay,  if  virmine  slip  from  the  backe  of  a 
tayler,  spit  him  with  a  Spanish  needle  t  or  torr 
ment  him  in  the  louses  engin :  your  two  thurobe 
nailes.  [&it  ail  hut  Giovakno* 

Gio.  The  city  seig'd,  and  thou  thus  chained 
In  ayrie  fetters  of  a  ladies  love ; 
It  must  not  be :  stay,  'tis  Evadne^s  love ; 
Her  life  is  with  tlie  city  ruined,  if  the 
French  become  victorious : 
Evadne  must  not  dye,  her  chaster  name 
That  once  made  cold,  now  doth  my  blood  inr 
flaoie,  [Exit, 


ACT  n. 


SCENE  L 

A  Table  and  Ckaires, 

Enter  rafter  a  shoute  crying  Antonio,^  the 
Governour  and  Count  Macuvk-e. 

Gov,  Hell  take  their  spacious  throates !  we 
>^  shall  e're  long 

«  pointed  as  a  prodige; 
Anu)nio  if  the  man  they  loade  with  praise, 
^nd  we  sund  as  a  cypher  to  advance 
*^»  by  a  number  higher. 
JWocA,  Now,  Machvilc,  plot  his  ruine.  [Ajiide. 
( IS  uot  to  be  borne;  are  not  you  our 

VOL.  in. 


Masters  subsitude?  then  why  should  he 
Usurpe  a  priviledee,  without  your  leave. 
To  preach  unto  the  people  a  doctriue 
They  ought  not  heare  ? 
He  incites  'em  not  to  obey  your  charge, 
Unlesse  it  be  to  knit  a  friendly  league 
With  the  opposing  French,  laying  before  'em 
A  troope  of  fained  dangers  will  insue. 
If  we  doe  bid  'em  battle. 

Gov,  Dares  he  doe  this? 

Mack,  Tis  done  already ; 
Smother  your  anger  and  you  shall  see,  here 
At  the  counsell  ^arde  he  'le  break  into  a 
Passion : which  Tie  provoke  him  to. — [Aside. 
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To  them  Aktohio,  Alerzo,  Fulcewtio,  and 
Pandolpho  :  tkey  sU  in  counulL 

Got.  Never  more  neede,  my  worthy  partnen  in 
The  dangerous  brunte  of  iron  warre,  bad  we 
Of  counsell :  the  hoi  raiii'd  French,  led  by  that 
Haughty  Moore,  (upon  whose  sword  sits 
Victory  inthron'd,)  daily  increase; 
And,  hke  the  army  of  another  Xerxes, 
Make  the  oVe  burthen'd  earth  groane  at  their 

weight. 
We  cannot  bug  hold  out;  nor  have  we  hope 
Our  royall  master  can  raise  up  their  seige 
EVe  we  be  forc't  to  yeeld  : 
Wy  lord,  your  counsell?  »tis  a  desperate  griefe. 

Mach.  And  must  my  lord  fiude  undelaid  re^ 
lease? 
Noble  commanders,  since  that  warres  grim  god 
After  our  sacrifice  of  many  lives,  * 

Neglects  our  olierings,  and  repayes  our  service 
With  losse;  'tis  good  to  deale  with  policy. 
He  's  no  true  souldier  that  denies  heedlesse 

blowes 
With  the  indangeringof  his  h'fe;  and  may 
Walke  in  a  shade  of  safety,  yet  o'rethrow 
His  towering  enemy. 

Great  Alexander  made  the  then  knowne  world 
Slave  to  his  powerful!  will,  more  by  the  belpe 
Of  polliticke  wit,  "^ 

Than  by  the  ruaPe  compultion  of  the  sword, 
Troy,  that  indur'd  the  Grecians  ten  yearessieffe. 
By  pollicy  was  fiFd,  and  became 
}ike  to  a  lofty  beacon  all  on  flame. 

Gov,  Hum,  hum. 

Mach.  Suppose  the  French  be  markt  for  con- 
querers : 
Starrs  have  bin  crost,  when  ata  natnrall  birth 
They  dart  prodigious  beames;  their  influence, 
Like  to  the  flame  of  a  new  lighted  tapor, 
Has  with  the  breath  of  polljcy  bin  blowue 
Out,  even  to  nothing. 

Ful.  Hum,  hum. 

Jler.  This  has  bin  studied. 

Pan,  He  's  almost  out. 

Gov,  Good, 
But  to  the  matter ; 
Your  counsell  ? 

Mach.  Tis  this,  my  lord ; 
That  straight  before  the  French  have  pitcht  their 

tents. 
Or  raised  a  worke  before  our  city  walls; 
As  yet  their  ships  have  not  o're  spread  the  sea. 
We  send  a  regiment  that  may  with  speed 
lAnd  on  the  marshes,  and  begirt  their  backes. 
Whilst  we  onen  our  gates,  and  with  a  strong  as- 

Force  'em  retreat  into  the  armes  of  death : 
So  «he  revengefujl  earth  shall  be  their  tombe. 
That  <1»H  ere  while  trample  her  teeming  wombe. 

Oov.  Machvtle  speak^s  oracle : 
What  saves  Antonio? 

4A^  Nothing. 


Gov.  How? 

Ant.  Notliing. 

Mach,  It  takes :  revence, 
I  hugge  thee ;  yong  lord  £ou  art  lost     [AMtde. 

Gov,  Speake  Antonio  your  coansell. 

Ant.  Nothing. 

Gov.  How? 

Ant.  So; 
And  could  rov  wish  obtaine  a  sudden  grmnt 
From  yoB  tribanall,  I  would  crave,  my  aeocct 
Might  be  all  steept  in  Lethe,  to  foivet 
What  Macfavile  has  spoken. 

Mach,  Ha,  it  uket  imto  my  wish.       lAiidi. 
Whv,  Antonio?  ^ 

Ant,  Because  you  speake 
Not  like  A  man,  that  were  possett  with  a 
Meere  aoukKere  heart;    uracb  lease  a  soak 

snarded 
With  subtle  sinewcs :  O  roadnesse !  can  there  be 
In  oatnre  such  a  prodegie  so  seocelessc^ 
So  much  to  be  wondrea  at, 
As  can  applaad  or  iend  a  witting  eiire 
To  that  my  Uiishet  doe  betray  f  Ve  bin 
Tardy  to  beare?  yoor  childish  poHicy. 

Gov.  Antonio,  you  're  too  bold;  this  osnrpt 
liberty  '^ 

To  abase  a  man  of  so  nnch  merit,  is  not 
Seemely  in  you :  nay,  Pie  terme  it  sawdncne. 

Ant.  Nay,  then,  my  lord,  I  clairae  the  privv 
ledge  *^ 

Of  a  ootmsetler,  and  will  object, 
^k  my  prapheticke  feares  whispcr'd  my  heart : 
When  from  a  watch  tower  I  beheld  the  French 
Erect  their  speares ;  which,  like  a  mi^  grove, 
Denied  my  eyes  any  other  object : 
The  tops  sbowd  by  a^tolen  reflection  from 
The  son  like  diamonds,  or  as  the  glorious 
Guilder  of  the  dav,  should  daine  a  lower  visit 
Then  my  wamie  blood,  that  ns'd  to  play  like 
Summer,  felt  a  change;  sray-bearded  winter 
Froie  my  very  soule,  till  I  became, 
Like  the  Pyrenian  hills,  rapt  in  a  roabe  of  ice: 
My  atticke  feares  froze  me  into  a  statue. 

Aler,  Cowardly  Antonio. 

Ful,  I  have  lost  my  faith. 
And  can  behold  him  now  without  a  wonder. 

Gov.  Antonio,  y'are  too  long,  and  wracke  oar 
patience; 
Your  counsell  ? 

Ant.  I  fear'd,  but  what?  not  our  proud  ed- 
roies: 
No,  did  they  burthen  all  our  Spanbh  world; 
And  I,  poore  I,  onely  surviv'd  to  threat  defiance 
In  the  niounsiera  teeth,  and  stand  defendant 
For  my  countries  cause;  naked,  unarmed, 
Ide  through  their  bragging  host,  and  pay  ny 

life 
A  sacrifice  to  death,  for  my  lov'd  countries  safety. 

A/er.  Fulgentio,  thou  hast  not  lost 
Thy  faith? 

Ful,  Noe,  Fme  reformed,  he  's  valiiint. 

Gov.  Antonio,  your  counsell  ? 

Mach.  I,  your  counsell  ? 
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AtU.  Opr  foes  uicraMe  to  m.anpgckim'd  wa^ 
ber; 
We  lesse  theo  nothing,  since  w«  have  do  hope 
To  arrire  a  Bumher,  that  may  cope  witli 
Halfie  their  army. 

Tis  my  coahMli  lire  strike  a  league  i 
lis  wisedome  to  sue  peace^  wbm  powerfoll  fiite 
Threatens  a  mine  t  least  repent  too  late. 
FuL  Tis^ god-like  comiselL 
Aler.  And  becomeathetoogoeof  yoBgAnto&io. 
Gov.  Antonio,  let  roe  tell  you,  yoa  have  lost 
Your  Taliant  heart;  I  can  with  sa&ty  now 
Terme  yoo  a  coward. 
Ant.  Ha ! 
Gov.  Naj^more, 
Stnce  by  your  oratory  you  strive 
To  rob  yonr  eoantry  of  a  glorioas  conquest; 
That  may.  tm  afler  times  b^t  a  feare. 
Even  with  the  thought  should  awe  the  tfem* 

bliog 
World:  you.  are  a.  tray  tor.  - 
Ant,  Ha !  my  lord  f  coward  and  traytor !  'tis 
a  damned  lye. 
And  in  the  heart  of  him  dares  say  't  againe 
rie  write  his  erioar. 
Mach.  Tis  as  I  wou'd  hay  't. 
Fui.  Noble  Antoaio. 
Aler^  Brare  spirited  lord. 
Ful,  The  inirrour  of  a  souldier. 
Gov,  O !   are  you  moy'd^  sir?  has  the  de« 
served  name 
Of  traytor  prickt  yon? 
Ant.  Deserv'd? 
Gov.  Yes. 
Mack.  Yes. 

Ant.  Machvile,  thoa  lyest;    hadst  thou  a 
heart 
Of  harden'd  Steele,  my  powerfoll  arnie 
Shoald  pierce  it. 

[They^fight  aU  ma  cm^iued manner :  An- 
tonio kilU^  the  Qovernour^  Macuvile 
falU. 
Akr:  Tbegovemoar 
^ne  by  Antonio's  band  ? 
FuL  No,  by  the  hand  of  justice ;  fly,  fly,  viy 

lord  f 
Akr.  Send  for  a  cbiroi^eon  to  dresse  count 
Machvile, 
He  must  be  now  our  govemour;  the  king 
digued  it  in  the  dead  govenioors  commission. 

[Exeunt. 
Ant.  Now  I  repent  too  latemy  rash  contempt : 
The  horroar  of  a  murtherer  will  still 
Follow  my  guSty  thoughts,  fly  where  I  will. 

[Exit  Antonio, 
MineA.  Tme  wounded,  else,  coward  Antooio, 
^u  shouldst  not  fly  from  my  revengefiill  arme : 
^  may  my  curses  fall  upon  thy  head 
Heavy  as  thunder !  matst  thou  dye 
^Mtben'd  with  ulcerous  sins,  whose  very 
^ight  may  sinke  thee  downe  to  hell, 
^^i^tb  the  reach  of  smooth-foc*d  mercies  anjae ! 
[A  ifumte  within,  crying  AntosT lo. 


GonfiMaon  choake  your  rash  officious  tfaroates ! 
And  may  that  breath  that  speakes  his  loathed 

name 
Beget  a  plague,  whose  hbt'inlbctious  aire 
May  scald  ^ou  up  to  blisters,  which  foretell 
A  purge  of  life :  up,  Machvfle, 
Tfao'st^thy  will,  bow  ere  crosse  fate 
Divert  the  peoples  hearts ;  they  must  perforce 
Sue  to  that  shnne  our  liking  shall  erect. 
The  govemour  is  dead,  Antonio's  lost 
To  any  thing  but  death ;  'tis  our  glad  fkte 
To  gripe  the  sta£Ee  of  what  wee  look't  for,  state* 
My  bloods  ambitbos,  and  raos  through  my 

veines 
Like  nimble  water  through  a  leaden  pipe 
Up  to  souwebanen  mobntaine;  I  most  have 

more ; 
All'irealth,  in  my  thoughts,  toa  crowne is  poore« 

Bnter  Giotanifo^  £rA?>NE,  and  Nur^  ' 

Gio.  'Tis  a  neftte  gowne,  and  foshioiiable. 
Madam  ;  is 't  not,  love  f 

Nur.  Upon  roy^  virginity  wouder^l  hand- 
some : 
Deare,  when  we  are  inarried  lie  hate  stK:h  a 

one ; 
Shall  T  not,  chicken  ?  ha.     * 

Gio.  What  else,  kind  nurse  ? 

Nur.  Triiely  you  taylers  are  the  most  sancti- 
fied nsembers 
Ofakingdome:- 

How  many  crooked  and  untoward  bodies  have 
You  set  upright,  that  they  goe  now  so  straight  in 

their 
Lives  and  conversation,  as  the  proudest  on  them 
all? 

Gio.  That 's  certaioe,  done  prouder* 

Evad.  How  meane  you,  sir? 

Gio.  Faith,  madam,  your  crooked  moveables 
in  artificiall  bodies,  that  rectifie  the  deformity  of 
natures  over-plus,  as  bunching  backes,or  scarcity, 
as  scanty  shoulders,  are  the  proudest  creatures ; 
you  shall  have  them  jet  it  with  an  undaunted 
boldnesse ;  for  the  truth  is,  what  they  want  in 
substance  they  have  in  ayre : 
They  will  scouid  the  tayler  out  of  his  art, 
And  impute  the  defect  of  nature  to  bis  want 
Of  skill,  though  his  labour  make  her  appearance 
Pride  worthy.       • 

JViBr.  Well  said,  my  birds-eye,  stand  for  the 
credit  of 
Taylers  whilst  thou  livest ;  wilt  thou  not,  chucke  ? 
Ha,  sayst  thou,  my  deare  ? 

Gio.  i  were  ungrateiull,  else. 

Evad.  Nurse,  pray  leave  us,  your  presence 
makes  your 
Sweetheart  nepli^nt  of  what  be  conies  about ; 
Pray  be  won  to  leave  us  here; 

Nur.  Madam,  your  will 's  obey'd : 
Yet  I  can  hardly  passe  from  thee,  my  love. 
At  such  a  suddaine  warning. 

Gio.  Your  eager  love  may  be  termed  dotage; 
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Fbr  thtme,  oontese  your  wtiSt  to  lette  expre»- 

tioiisi 
Leave  my  lady. 

Nur,  A  kisie,  and  then  I  goe;  90 :  farewell^ 

my  duck.  *       [Exk. 

Gio,  Death,  she  has  leftaaoeot  to  poison  me; 

Love  her,  said  she  ?  is  any  oian  so  mad,  to  hngge 

a  disease, 
Or  imbraee  a  colder  image  then  Pigmalions, 
Or  pUy  with  the  bird  of 
Frosty  antiquity  ?  not  I : 
Her  i^aouns  stioke  worse  then  a  pest-house, 
And  more  danger  of  inlecting. 
As  I  'me  a  mortall  tayler,  and  your  servant, 

madam, 
Her  breath  has  tainted  me  t  I  dare  not  salatc 
Your  ladisfaip. 
Ewid.  Come,  you  are  kMtfa  to  part  with  % 

'tis  so  sweet. 
Gio.  Sweet,  say  yoa,  madam?  a  muster  of 
diseases 
Can*t  smell  worse,  than  her  rotten  teeth. 
Excuse  my  boldnesse,  to  deferre  your  longing; 
Thus  I  am  new  created  with  your  breathi 

[Kma. 
My  paping  poi^  uriU  ne^re  be  satisfied* 
Againe  — —  they  still  are  hungry. 

Evttd.  My  dearc  Inaad,  1^  not  tbj  lovdy 
person 
March  with  the  sconlding  peace  afiri^ting  dcmn : 
War  is  too  croell :  oome^  I'le  chaine 
You  here,  here  in  my  armes ;  and  stitte  yon 
With  kisdes ;  you  sha'  not  goc-  ■     by  this  yon 
sha'  not  goe^ 
Gio,  By  this  I  must. 
Mfood.  rie  smother  that  harsh  breath. 

[Thof  kiiMc 
Gio,  Again  I  coonler-chedEe  it 

Enter  Antonio  atpur$uedf  he  sees  them,  and 
stands  aniazed. 

Ant.  O  sister!  hal 
What  killing  sight  is  this !  cannot  be  sbe«^ 
Sister. 

Evad.  O  my  deare  friend,  my  btotber,  w'  are 

undone. 
Ant,  Degenerato  girle,  lighter  than  wind  or 
ayre; 
Canst  thou  foiget  thy  birth  ?  or,  'cause  thou  'rt 

fiiire, 
Art  priviledg'd,  dost  thinke,  with  such  a  ceale 
To  graspe  an  under  shrub  ?  dare  you  exchange 
Breath  with  your  taylers,  without  leare  of  ven- 
geance 
From  the  destnrbed  ghosts  of  our  dead  parents, 
Por  their  bloods  injury  }  or  are  your  favours 
Growne  prostitute  to  all  ?  mv  unkind  fate 
Grieves  me  not  balfe  so  much,  as  thee  fbrgetfull. 
Gio.  Sir,  if  on  me  this  language,  I  must  tell 
yon. 
You  are  too  rash  to  censure.  My  unworthinesse, 

that  makes 
Her  seeme  so  ugly  in  your  eyes,  perhaps  . 


Haags  in  these  «U«ais;  and  *%  shifted  off  with 

them. 
I  am  as  noble,  b«t  that  I  bate  to  make 
Comparisons,  as  any  you  can  thinke  wcvtl^ 
To  be  caird  her  husband. 

Ant.  Shred  of  a  slave,  thou  lyest ! 

Gio.  Sir,  I  am  hasty  too;  yet  in  the  presence 
of  my 
Mistris  can  use  a  temper. 

Ant.  Brave !  your  mistris  ! 

Enter  Macbvilb  with  Oficeru 

Mack,  JjBLj  hold  on  him  ; 
Ere  we  presume  toroeete  the  enemy 
Weele  purge  the  city ;  lest  the  wrath  of  Heatcn 
Fall  heavy  on  us:  Antonio,  I  arreat  thee 
Of  capitall  treason  'gainst  the  king  aad  reafane. 
To  prison  with  him. 

Evad,  O  my  lost  brother ! 
Gio.  Tis  but  an  errour ;  treason  d*  ye  caU  il^ 
to  kill 
The  govemour  in  heate  of  blood,  and  not  in- 
tended? 
For  my  Evadne's  sake,  somethii^  I'le  «loe 
Shall  save  his  life.  [ExU. 

Mmch.  To  prison  with  him. 
Ant.  Farewell  Evadne,  as  thoa  lovesi  tiie 
peace 
Of  our  dead  ancestors^  cease  to  late 
So  loath'd  a  thing ;  a  Uyler ! 
Why,  'tis  the  scome  of  all;  therefMY  be  fidVI 
By  thy  departing  brother,  doe  not  mixe 
With  so  much  basenesse : 
Come,  officers,  beare  me  e'ne  where  yov  please. 
My  opprest  cionscience  no  where  can  have  ease. 
[ExiiwithOjl^ctr^ 
Mack.  Lady,  we  here  enjoyne  you  to 
Your  chamber  as  a  prisoner,  to 
Wtute  a  further  censure ;  yoltr  brothers 
Fault  has  puFd  a  pnoishment  upon  yoor  head. 
Which  you  must  suffer. 

Evad.  'Ene  what  you  please,  your  tyraaay 
can*t  beare 
A  shape  So  bad  to  make  Etadne  feare : 
Strong  innocence  shall  guard  my  aflElieted  soole^ 
Whose  constancy  shall  tyranny  contronle. 

[Eitumi, 

[A  noise  wilhiHt  cryimg  Rescue^  resrve/ 

Enter  Antonio  and  Guard ;  to  ikem 

GiovANNO  and  Taylers,  and  rescue  him  ; 

and  heate  tkem  uff. 

Enter  an  Officer ^  meeting  Macrtilk^ 

Of,  A  troope  of  taylers  by  force  have  tane 
Antonio  from  os^  and  liave  home  him  (spight 
Of  the  best  resistance  we  oould  make)  uato  ssaoe 
Secret  place}  we  can  not  finde  him. 

Mack.  Screech-owle,  dost  know  what  tboa 
hast  said? 
Deatli,  finde  liira,  or  yon  dye!  O  my  cfUMT 
starres! 
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r  I  worthy  tajrler,  'tis  a  gift  lyes 
ive:   aske  someUnng  ds«y  'tis 


le  most  not  live  to  torture  our  ytiM  seDce> 
9«t  dye;  though  he  bad  no  fault  hot  innocence. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Gioy avvo,  Antonio^  and  the  Old  Tayler, 

Ci0,  Can  this  kiDdnesse  merit  your  love? 
Do  I  deserve  your  sister? 

ilal.  MysM 
Dot  in  me  to  ^ive 

tfaioe)  although  it  bee  gain'd  with  the  quite  e^i- 
unrajshiag  of  this;,  this  breath  yon  gave  mee. 
Gio,  I&ve  not  I     ■ 

Ant,  Speake  do  furtber^  I  confesse  yon  have 
bin  all  unto  me,  life,  and  being ;  I  breath  but 
with  your  licence :  will  no  price  buv  out  your 
interest  in  me,  but  her  love  ?  I  tell  thee,  tayler, 
I  have  blood  runs  in  mee,  Spaine  cannot  match 
for  greatnesse,  next  her  kin^    Yet,  to  requite 
thy  love.  Fie  call  thee  frieud,  be  thou  Antonio*8 
frieod;  a  iavoar  nobles  have  thirsted  for:  will 
this  requite  thee? 
G0.  Sir,  this  may,  but— — 
Ant,  My  sister,  thou  wouldst  say,  most  wor- 
thy tayler;  shee  is  not  mine  to  give;  honour 
spake  m  my  dying  father,  'tis  a  sentence  that's 
legistred  here,  in  Antonio's  heart,  I  must  not 
wed  ber^  but  to  one  in  blood  calls  honour  father: 
petbee  be  my  friend,  forget  I  have  a  sister;  in 
love  I'le  be  more  than  a  brother;  tho'  not  to 
mingle  blood. 
Gio,  May  I  not  call  her  mistresse? 
Ant.  As  a  servant,  far  from  the  thoughts  of 

wedlocke. 
Gio,  I  'me  yours,  friend  I  am  proud  on  't; 
you  shall  finde, 
'^t,  though  a  tayler,  I  'ave  an  honest  mind. 
^Jf  master,  helpe  my  lord  unto  a  suite,  his  life 
Lyes  at  your  mercy. 
Ut  Tav.  I'le  warrant  you. 
Ant.  But  for  thy  men. 

Ut  Tay,  O  they  are  proud  in  that  they  res* 
cued  you, 
And  my  blood  of  honour;  since  yon  are  pleas'd 
To  grace  the  now  declining  trade  of  taylers^ 
By  being  shrouded  in  their  homely  cloaths^ 
And  decke  a  shop-board  with  your  noble  person ; 
The  tauatiiig  scomes,  the  foule  mouth'd 
Worid  can  throw  upon  our  needfull  calling, 
™11  be  answered : 

^y  injure  honour,  since  your  honour  is  a 
Noble  practitioner  in  our  mistery. 

^io.  Cheere  up  Antonio,  take  him  in, 
^  rest  will  make  him  merry ;  I'le  goe  try 
^  temper  of  a  sword  upon  some  shield 
That  guards  a  foe. 

l^wy  for  my  good  suocesse.  [Exit, 

1*'  Tay.  Come,  come,  my  lord,  leave  melan- 
_,  choly 

To  hired  slaves,  that  murther  at  a  price : 

I  ours  was 

•4«t,  No  more,  flatter  not  ray  sin. 
^Tay.  Youaretoostriktaconvertite;  let's 
m.  [Exit. 


After  a  confuted nome  mitkin,  etUe^  Raymond, 
IIeohis,  Uilbertt,  hastily. 

Ray,  What  meanes  this  capering  ecclio  ? 
Or  from  whence  did  this  so  lively  counterfeit 
Of  thunder  bteake  out  to  liberty  f 

Gil.  *Tis  finom  the  city. 

Ray.  It  cannot  be,  their  voyce  should  out^ 
roare  Jove; 
Our  armv^  like  a  bassiliske,  has  strocke 
Death  through  their  eyes;  our  number,  like  a 

wiud 
Broke  from  the  icy  prison  of  the  north. 
Has  froze  ttie  portalls  to  their  shivering  beartft; 
They  scarce  have  breath  enough  to  speake  't : 
They  live.  [A  shoute  within. 

Gil.  Vis  certainely  from  thence. 

Leo,  Y'  are  deceived,  poore  Spaniards  feare 
Has  chang'd  their  elevated  gate  to  a  dejection: 
Their  planet  strooke. 

Ray,  Tift  from  our  jocond  fleet,  my  genius 
prompts  me ; 
Ther  have  already  ploughed  the  unruly  seas, 
Alto  with  their  breasts,  proofe  'gainst  the  bat* 

tering 
Waves,  daslit  the  bigge  billowes  into  angry  firotb. 
And,  spight  of  the  contentious  full  mouth'd  |ods 
Of  sea  and  wind,  have  reach't  the  citty  frontiers. 
And  begirt  her  navigable  skirts. 
Againe :  'tis  so.  [Againe,  within. 

Oil,  My  creeds  another  way ; 
I  have  no  faith  but  to  the  city. 

Alarum.    Enter  a  Souldier  bloody, 

Leo,  Here  's  one, 
Now  we  shall  know :  ba !  he  appeares 
Like  one  compos'd  of  borrour. 

J{ay.  What  speakes  thy  troubled  front? 

Leo.  Speak,  crimson  metor. 

Ray.  Speake,  prodigy,  or  on  my  sword  thou 
follst. 

Sol.  The  bold  Spaniards,  setting  aside  all  cold 
acknowledgment 
Of  any  oddes,  or  notice  of  the  number  our  army 
Is  made  proud  with,  sends  from  their  walls 
More  lightning,  than  great  Jove  afrights 
The  trembling  world  with,  when  the  aire 
Is  turned  to  muteny. 

Ray.  Villaine,  thou  lyest ; 
Twere  madnesse  to  beleev^  thee. 
Foolish  Spaine,  may  like  those  giants,  that 
Heapt  hill  on  hill,  mountaine  on  roountaine, 
To  plucke  Jov^  from  heaven,  who  with 
A  hand  of  vengeance  flung  'em  downe  beneath 
The    oentnre,    Vnd     th^    cloud-contemning 

mounts, 
Heav'd    by  the   strength   of  their  ambitious 

armes. 
Became  their  monuments :  so  Spatnes  rash 
Folly,  from  this  anne  of  mine,  shall  find  their 
Graves  amongst  the  rubbish  of  their 
Ruin'd  cities. 
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Enter  a  mcand  8cMkr. 

What,  another!  thy  hasty  newes? 
%d  Mc$s,  The  daring  enemies  hare  through 
their  i^ates 
Made  a  victorioos  salleT :  all  our  troopes 
Have  joyutly,  like  the  dust  before  the  wind^ 
Made  a  dishonoured  flight :  Harke ! 

[Ahirum  within. 
The  conquering  foe  makes  hitherward. 

ii^y.  Konne  to  my  tent,  fetch  my  Philippai 
Slave,  why  mov'st  thou  not  ? 
2d  Mm.  The  enemy's  upon  us. 
£ay.  Shall  I  send  thy  coward  soule  down  the 
Vaults  of  horrour  ?  flye^  TiUaine^  or  thou  dyest ! 

[Strike*  iUai. 

Alarum,  Enter  Machvilc,  Alerzo,  f  ulgen- 
Tio,  Pandolpho,  with  PiiiLippA  Prisoner, 
GiovANNO  with  Taylert, 

Mach,  Let  one  post  to  my  castle,  and  con- 
duct my  lady ; 
Tell  her  I  have  a  prisoner  wou'd  become  proud 
In  her  fore 't  captivity  to  waite  upon  her  beauty; 
Flye,  let  not  the  tardy  clouds  out-saile  thee. 
Phi.  Canst  tbou^  proud  mao,  thinke  that 
Philippa's 
Heart  b humbled  with  her  fortunes?  no,  didst 

thou 
Briog  all  the  rough  tortures. 
From  the  worlds  child-hood  to  this  boure  in- 
vented. 
And  on  my  resolute  body,  proofe  against  paine, 
Practis'd  Scicilian  tyranny. 
My  gyant  thoughts  should,  like  a  cloud  of  wind, 
Contemning  smoak,  mingle  with  heaven : 
And  not  a  looke  so  base,  as  to  be  pittied,  shall 
Give  you  cause  of  triumph. 
Aler,  Tore  heaven,  a  fiery  girle. 
FuL  A  masculine  spirit. 
Pan,  An  Amaion. 

Rap,  See  my  Philippa,  her  rich  colour's  fled, 
and  like  that  aoule 
The  furrow  fronted  fates  have  made  an  anviil 
To  forge  diseases  on,  she  's  lost  her  selfe 
With  her  fled  beauty;  yet,  pale  as  she  stands, 
She  addes  more  glory  to  our  churlish  foe, 
Than  bashfull  Tytan  to  the  easteme  world. 
Spaniards,  she  is  a  conquest,  Rome, 
When  her  two-neckt  eagles  aw'd  the  world, 
Would  have  swum  through  their  owne  blood  to 

purchase: 
Nor  must  you  enjoy  that  jemme,  the  supersti- 
tious gods 
Would  quarrell  for,  bat  through  my  heart. 
Courage,  brave  friends,  th^re  valiant  that  can 
Ave  [dye. 

r  til'  mouth  of  danger;  'tis  they  winne,  tUbugh 

Gio,  This  Moore  speakes  truth, 
Wrapt  hi  a  voyce  of  thunder. 
Ray,  Speake,  my  Philippa,  what  untutor'd 
slave 
Durst  lay  a  rugged  hand  upon  thy  soitnesse  ? 


Phi.  Twaa  tbe  epitome  of  Hefcolei : 
No  bigge  Colossus,  yet  for  streni^tb  facre  b%gtr: 
A  little  person,  great  with  matchlesse  ralour. 

Jtoy.  What  paines  thou  takest  to  praise 
Thine  enemy. 

Phi,   1  were  sinne  to  rob   faun,    that   has 
wasted  so 
His  Uood  for  praise  t  thia  noble  aoQldieT,  he 
Twas  mude  me  captive;  nor  can  lie  beast 
rTwaa  in  an  easie  combate;  for  my  good 
Swordy  now  ravish'd  from  mine  arme,  feic'd 

crimson 
Drops,  that,  like  a  goary  sweat,  burycd 
His  manljr  body  in  oblivion :  those  that  were 
Skild  m  his  effigies,  as  dranke  with  Letbe,  had 
Foigot  'twas  hee;  till  by  the  drawing  of  the 
Euefkill  cnrtaine  tliey  saw  in  bim  their  sntwr. 

R^,  A  common  souldier  owner  of  a  strength 
worthy 
Such  praise?  Dares  be  cope  with  the 
French  generall  single  ? 

Phi,  My  lord,  you  most  strike  tjnick  and  tun. 

Rf^,  Why  pause  you  ?  my  Philippa  most  not 
stay, 
Captivity's  infoction. 

Mnch,  We  have  the  day.  [arme 

Ray,  Not  till  you  conquer  roe ;  which  if  my 
Be  not  by  witch-craft  rob  d  of  his  late  strength^ 
Shall  sptaoe  your  labour  to  an  ample  length. 

Maeh,  Upon  him  then. 

Gio.  0(b  is  dishonourable  combate  :  my  ladiy 
Lets  one  to  one;  I  am  for  tbe  Moore. 

AUr,  Thee! 

Ful,  Tayler,  you  are  too  sawcy. 

Gio,  Sawcy? 

Aler,  Vntntor'd  groome,  mechanicke  slave. 

Gio,  You  have  protection,  by  the  govenioon 
presence. 
Else  my  plumed  estrages,  'tis  not  your  featben. 
More  waighty  than  your  heads,  should  stop ' 
My  vengeanoe,  but  I'de  text  my  wrong 
In  bloody  characters  upon  your  pamperd  flesh. 

FuL  You  wou'd? 

Gio,  By  Heaven  I  would. 

FuL  You'd  be  advis'd,  and  render  up  your 
lifo  a  sacrifice  to  patience. 

Gio,  Musk-cat,  I'de  make  your  ctretwonhip 
stinke  first  in  your  perfumed  bnfie. 

Aler,  Phlegmaticke  slave. 

Gio.  Bloudlesse  commanders. 

FuL  1 

Pan.  SHow? 

Aler.S 

Gio.  So. 

FuL  ■) 

Pan.  >Let  *8  reward  his  boldnesse. 

Aler.  3  [ThcyfaU  upon  GiovaWO. 

Mach,  Whence  this  rashness**  ? 
Ray,  Blest  occation !  lets  on  *em. 

[The  French  wUtper. 
[TheFrenchJiyeupom'em:  theyturiit 
to  their  Guard,  and  hcate  'em  tf. 
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ACT  m. 


SCENE  I. 

inter  Macbvile,  FmLOENTio,  Pavoolpho, 
Alxazo,  Giovanho  with  Ratmovd  PrUoncTf 
nd  the  rat  qf  the  Taylort, 

AU  the  Toy.  A  Ujler,  a  tayW,  a  tajler ! 
Gio.  Raymondy  y*  are.  now  my  prisoner : 
Blind  chance  hat  faroar'd  where  your  tbougbta, 
And  hope  she  meant  to  mine 
From  oar  discord^  which  Heaven  has  made  vie* 

torionsy 
Yoa  metnt  to  strike  a  harmony  should  glad  you. 
AUr.  Tm  not  to  be  hornet  a  taylerl 

[Whisper. 
FuL  Twas  an  affront  gales  me  to  thinke  on 't : 
Besides,  his  sawcy  valoar  might  have  ruin*d  all 
Oor  forward  lbrtunes»  had  the  French  heen 
Stronger:  let  him  be  banish'd. 

Mach,  It  shall  be  so ; 
My  feares  are  built  on  grounds 
Stronger  than  Atlas  shoulders :  this  same  tayler 
Retimes  a  spirit  like  the  lost  Antonio ; 
WlKMe  sister  we  will  banish,  in  pretence  of 
I<>ve  to  justice ;  'tis  a  cood  snare,  to  trap  the 
VotiEir  hearts :  his,  and  her  goods,  to  guild  my 
Lawlesie  doings.  He  give  the  poore,   whose 

tongues 
Are  i*  their  bellies ;  which  being  full, 
I»  tipt  with  heartlesse  prayers ;  but  empty, 
A  fidling  planet  is  lesse  dangerous;  they  He 

downe  to 
Hell  for  curses.    You  tayler. 
Gio.  My  lord. 

Mach.  Deliver  up  your  prisoner. 
Gio.  r  are  obey'd. 

^fack.  So:  now  we  command,  on  forfeit  of  thy 
liie,  you  be  not  seene  in  any  ground  our 
Masters  title  circles,  within  three  daies. 
Sach  a  factious  spirit  we  must  not  nourish : 
I^Mt,  like  the  fables  serpent,  growne  warme 
In  yoor  conceited  worth,  you  sting 
Your  countries  breast,  that  nurst  your  valour. 
Gh,  This  my  reward  ? 
Aler,  More  then  thy  wortK'deservcs. 
Gio,  Pomander  boxe,  thou  lyest. 
fui  Goe  purge  yoor  selfe;  yoor  country  vo- 
mits you. 
Gio.  Slaves,  y'  are  not  worth  my  anger. 
JW.  Goe  vent  your  spleene  'mongst  satyres, 
pen  a 
Pamohlet,  and  call 't  the  sconrge  of  greatnesse. 
^•fr.  Or  Spaines  ingratitude. 
Gio.  Yee  are  not  worth  my  breath, 
«•«  I  should  curse  you ;  but  I  must  weepe, 
^ot  that  I  pan  from  thee,  unthankfull  Spaine, 
Bttt  my  Evadne :  well,  it  must  bee  so : 
"«w,  kcepe  thy  still  tough  temper  spight  of  woe. 

[Exit. 


Mach.  My  house  shall  be  your  prison. 
Attend  'em,  colonell. 

[Exeunt  Ratmohd,  Philippa,  Alsezo, 
FjjLGumo,  Pavdolpho;  iMiim^  Tdjf* 
ten. 
FuL  Please  you  walke. 
lit  Toy.  My  servant  banisht  ? 
Sd  Tay.  Famist,  master?  nay,  faith  and  a 
tayler 
Come  to  be  famisht,  'tis  a  hard  worid : 
No  bread  in  this  worid  here  hoe,  to  save 
The  renowned  corps  of  a  taller  finom  fhmishing? 
Tis  no  matter  for  drinke,  give  me  bread. 

3d  Tay.  Thou  hast  a  gut  would  swallow  a 

pecke  Joafe. 
Sd  Tay,  I,  marry  wou'd  it,  with  vantage;  I 
teU  truth. 
And,  as  the  proverbe  sayes,  shame  the  divell ; 
If  oor  heU  aftbrd  a  diveU :  but  i  see  none 
Unlesse  he  appeare  in  a  delicious  remnant  of 
Nim'd  sattin,  and  by  mv  faith  that  *s  a  courteous 
Diviil,  that  suffers  the  brokers  to  hang  him 
In  their  n^ed  wardrobe ;  and  us*d  to  sell  his 
Divelship  for  money :  I  tdl  truth ;  a  tayler 
And  lye,  faith  J  scome  that. 
Ut  Tay.  Leave  your  discovery, 
dd  Tay.  Master,  a  traveller  yon  know  is  fa- 
mous for  lying ; 
And  having  travelled  as  farre  as  hell. 
Mar  not  I  make  description  of  the  unknowne 
land? 
\$t  Tay.  }A.j  braine  is  basic, 
Sebastiano  must  not  tread  an  unknowne  land 
To  finde  out  a  grave ;  unfortunate  Sebastiano ! 
First  to  lose  thy  selfe  in  a  disguise,  unfitting  for  thy 
Birth,  and  then  thy  country  for  thy  too  much 

vallour :  I 

There 's  danger  in  being  vertuous,  in  this  age 
Led  by  those  sinfoU  actors,  the  plunged  stage. 
Of  this  vice-bearing  world,  would  head-long  fall, 
But  charitable  vertue  beares  up  all. 
I  must  invent,  I  ha't,  so  t 
As  he  's  a  tayler,  he  is  banisht  Spaine, 
As  Sebastiano,  'tis  revokt  againe.  [ExU  eum  suis* 

Enter  Machvsle  solus, 

Mach.  How  subrile  are  my  springes!  they 
take  all 
With  what  swift  speed  unto  my  chaffie  baite 
Doe  all  fowles  fly,  unto  their  hasty  ruine  ? 
Clap,  clap  your  wing^,  and  flutter,  greedy  fooleS| 
Whilst  I  laugh  at  your  folly ;  I  have  a  wier 
Set  for  the  Moore,  and  his  ambitious  consort ; 
Which  if  my  wife  wo'd  second,  they  are  sure. 

Enter  Aitristella. 

Auris.  What  must  she  second? 
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Mack,  Art  thoo  there,  my  lore  ?  we  're  io  a 

path 
That  leades  as  to  a  height,  we  may  confront 
The  sue,  and  with  a  breath  extinguish  common 
Starres;  be  but  thou  nil'd„  the  light 
That  does  cr^e  day  to  this  city 
Must  be  derived  from  us. 

Aurii.  Yoo  fire  my  soole,  and  to  my  aiij 
Wines  add  quicker  feathers :  what  taske 
Wo*d  not  I  run,  to  be  cald  queene  ? 
Did  the  life-blood  of  all  oar  family. 
Father  and  mother,  stand  a»  a  quicke  wall 
To  stop  my  pastage  to  a  throne, 
I'de  with  a  puniard  ope  their  azore  veines, 
And  squeese  their  actnre  blood  up  into  clods, 
Till  they  becooie  as  cold  as  winters  snow ; 
And  as  a  bridge  upon  their  truokes  Fdegoe. 
Mack.  Our  soules  are  twinnes,  and  thtfst  with 

equall  heat 
For  deity :  kings  are  in  all  things  gods, 
Saving  mortality. 
Auri$,  To  be  a  queene,  what  danger  wo'd  I 

ran! 
rde  spend  my  life  like  to  a  bare-foot  non, 
So  I  might  sit  above  the  lesser  Starrs 
Of  small  nobility,  but  for  a  day. 
Mach,  Tis  to  be  done,  sweet  love,  a  nearer 

way: 
I  have  already,  with  the  suger*d  baites 
Of  justice,  liberallity,  and  all 
The  foxe  like  ginns,  that  subtile  statse-men 
Set  to  catch  tito  hearts  o'  th*  giddy  multitude : 
Which,  if  it  faile,  as  cautious  policy 
Forbids,  I  build  too  strongly  on  their  dmnke 
Uiicertatne  votes,  I'de  have  thee  breake  with 
My  great  prisoners  wife,  as  I  will 
Doe  with  him ;  promise  the  states  equall 
Devided  halfe  himselfe  shall  rule : 
So  that  if  need  compell  us  to  take  armes, 
We  may  have  forces  from  the  realme  of  France, 
To  seate  us  in  the  cbaire  of  government. 

Aurii,  I  never  shall  indure  to  waike  as  equall 
With  proud  Pbilippn,  no;  my  ambitious  soule 
Boyles  in  a  thirst?  flame  of  totall  glory : 
I  must  be  all,  withoat  a  second  flMue 
To  dim  our  luster. 

Mack,  Still  my  very  soule,  thinkest  thou  I 

can  indure 
Comptditor,  or  let  an  Ethiope  sit  by  Macbvils 

side. 
As  partner  in  bis  honour  f  no,  as  I  have  scene 
I'  the  commoo-wealtb  of  players,  one  that  did 

act 
The  Thebane  Creon's  part ;  with  such  a  life 
I  became  ravisht,  and  on  Raymond  meane 
To  plot  what  he  did  on  the  caveling  bbyes  of 

Oedipus, 
Whilst  we  graspe  the  whole  dignity. 
Auris,  As  how,  sweet  Machvile  ? 
Mach,  It  is  not  ripe,  my  love  : 
The  king  I  heare  applauds  my  justice; 
Wherefore   I    have    sent    order,    that    count 

Antonio 


Once  beii^  takaa,  be  sent  to  Fill-fofd  mill; 
There  ground  to  death. 

Auri$.  What  for  his  sister? 

Mach,  Thy  envy:  she  I  have  banislit; 
And  her  goods,  to  guard  a  shower  of  corsea 
From  my  head,  I  *ave  given  the  poore. 

AmtU.  Good  poUicy,  let 's  bone  to  onr  <if> 
signes: 
I  hate  to  be  officious,  yet  my  frowne 
Shall  be  dissolv'd  to  flattery  foracrowoe.  [Iiit, 

Mack,  Attend  your  lady so  lier  hnmii 

tpleene, 
Tickled  with  thought  of  greatnesse  makes  tike 
scene  attempts  ruu  smooth:  the  haogb^  Mmpb 
shall  bee  the  lader,  on  whose  servile  back  He 
mount  to  greatnesse. 
If  calm  peaoe  deny  me  easie  way. 
Bough  war  shall  force  it;  which  dkme,  Rayeml 
And  his  Philippa  must  goe  seeke  an  empire  in 
Elizinm ;  for  to  rule,  predominance  belongs 
Alone  to  me :  slaves  are  unworthy  role. 
What  state  wo'd  set  a  crowne  apon  a  male? 

AifTOvio  dugm^d  sUtiwg  im  a  CUm^. 

Ant,  My  soule  is  heavy,  and  my  eje-lids  foek 
The  weighty  power  of  laxy  Morpheus : 
Each  element  that  breathes  a  liie  within  me 
Rons  a  contrary  course,  and  oooapire 
To  counterfeit  a  chaos :  whilst  the  (tame 
And  weake  supporters  of  my  inward  man 
(Cracke)  as  beneath  the  weight  of  Atlas  bvrtfieii: 
A  suddaine  change,  how  my  blear'd  eyeiidsstmc 
To  force  a  sleepe  'gainst  nature.    O  too  powns 
That  rule  the  better  thoughts,  if  you  nave  ought 
To  act  on  my  fraile  body,  let  it  be  with  eagles 
Speed;  or  if  your  wills  so  please. 
Let  my  fore  past  and  undejested  wrongs 
O're  whelme  my  thoughts,  and  tinke  me  to  tbs 

ground 
With  their  no  lesse  then  deaths  remembrance. 
Cease,  bastard  slave,  to  dog  my  sencea 
With  the  leaden  weights  of  an  unwiUii^  skepe; 

unlesse 
Thy  raw-bon'd  brother  joyne  his  force,  and  make 
A  seperation  twixt  my  aiery  soule 
And  my  all  earthly  body ; 
I  am  o're  come,  Heaven  worke  your  wiHa^  my 

breath   * 
Submits  to  this  as  'twould  submit  to  deadu 

Soft  Mutkke ;  Lofte  detcends  kalft  Koy,  tkn 
tpeaka. 

Law,  Sleepe,  intranced  man,  but  be 
Wakefull  in  thy  fancy ;  see  '' 

Love  hath  left  his  pallace  fauv, 
And  beates  his  wings  against  the  ayre. 
To  ease  thy  panting  breasts  of  ill : 
Love  's  a  phisitian,  our  will 
Must  be  obey'd :  therefore  with  hast 
To  Flanders  fly,  the  ecchoing  blast 
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Of  fime  shaU  usher  Uiee  along, 
And  leave  tbee  pestered  io  a  throng 
Of  searcbing  tronbiea,  which  shall  he 
JBot  biig-beares  to  th/  constancy. 

J^aUerfram  one  Side  Dwtky  and  from  ike  other 
Side  Aurelia;  Deaih  strikes  three  times  at 
Ahtovio,  and  Au&elia  diverts  it,  Eieunt 
sejoeralfy. 

What  thn  same  shadow  seemes  to  be. 
In  FUnders  thoo  shalt  reall  see ; 
The  maid  that  seem'd  to  conquer  deaths 
And  give  thee  longer  lease  of  breath, 
X>otes  on  thj  aire;  report  hath  bin 
Ijavish  in  praysing  tbee  nnseene. 
Make  hast  to  Flanders ;  time  will  be 
Accns*d  of  slothfiilnesse,  if  she 
Be  longer  tortnr'd :  doe  not  stay. 
My  power  shall  guide  thee  on  the  way. 

lAmended. 

Emier  Giovawvo  and  the  Old  Tayler. 

Cio.  He  is  aaleepe. 

0. 2V^.  See  howhe  strngles,  as  if  some  visions 
Had  asaumM  a  shape  fuller  of  horroor 
Then  his  troubled  thoughts. 

Gio»  His  conscience  gripes  liim  to  purpose : 
see  he  wakes; 
Let  OS  observe. 
Ant,  Stay,  gentle  power,  leave  hostage  that 
thy  promise 
Thou  *lt  penbrmey 
And  I  will  offer  to  thy  deity 
More  then  my  lazy  heart  has  offered  vet. 
Bot  stay,  Antonio,  can  thy  easie  faith 
Give  credit  to  a  dreame  ?  an  aiery  vision, 
Fram*d  by  strangling  fancy,  to  delude  weake 
Seoce  with  a  gay  nothing  ?  recollect  thy  selfe. 
Advise  thee  by  thy  feares,  it  may  force  hence 
This  midni|^ts  shade  of  griefe. 
And  goiid  it  with  a  mome  as  full  of  joy. 
As  do*8  bright  Phoebus  to  our  easterne  worid. 
When  blushing  he  arises  from  the  lap 
Of  sea-greene  Thetis  to  sive  a  new  day  birth. 
Gao.  Why,  how  now,  friend  ?  what,  talking  to 

thy  selfe  f 
Ant,  O,  Giovanno,  'tis  my  unpartiaJl  thoughts, 
That  rise  in  war  against  my  guilty  conscience ; 
0  it  stingy  me ! 
O.  Toy,  Be  more  a  man,  shrinke  not  beneath 
a  weight 
So  light,  a  child  may  beare  it ;  for  beleeve  me, 
If  my  propheticke  feare  deceive  me  not, 
Yon  Imd  done  an  act  Spaine  should  for  ever 

pnuse 
Had  yon  kild  Machvile  to^ 

Ant.  As  how,  good  master  ?  I  must  call  you  so-; 
TWs  is  your  livery. 
0.  Tay,  O  y*  are  a  noble  tayler.     But  to 
Machvile. 
It  was  my  ehance,  being  sent  for  by  his  wifb 
To  take  the  measure  of  their  noble  prisoner; 

VOL.  Ill, 


WIjo  when  I  came  was  busie,  being  plac'd 
Into  a  roome,  where  I  might  eapily  beare 
rbeoi  talke  of  crownes,  and  kingdomes ; 
And  of  two  that  should  be  partners  in  this 
End  of  Spame. 

Gio,  Who  were  they  ? 

O.  Tay,    Machvile  and  Raymond:   at  last 
Machvile  laught. 
Saying,  for  this  I  made  the  govemour 
To  crosse  Antonio  at  the  coonsell  bord ; 
Knowingthat  one  must,  if  not  both  sho'd  dye. 

Jffl^  Didbesay  this? 

O.  Toy,  He  did,  and  added  more  under  a 
feigned  show 
Of  lore  to  justice,  banisht  your  sister. 

G^.  Is  Evadne  banisht? 

O.  Toy,  She  is;  and,  as  I  ghesse,  to  Flanders ; 
lier  woman  too  has  left  her. 

Ant.  Nay,  droope  not  friend :  host,  pray  tell 
proud 
Machvile,  J  have  a  sword  left  to  chastise 
A  traitor  e  come,  let 's  goe  seeke  Evadne. 

Oio.  O,  Antonio !  the  suddaine  griefe  almost 
distracts 
Thy  friend ;  but  come,  let 's  goe  each  severall. 
And  meete  at  Fill-ford:  ifthoufindest  Evadne, 
Beare  her  onto  the  castle.  L"^**' 

Ant.  Farewell,  good  master.  lExit. 

0.  Tay,  O,  you  honour  roe. 
Bootelesse  were  all  perswasions,  they  'le  not  stay, 
rie  to  the  king;  this  treason  may  become. 
Like  a  disease,  out  of  the  reach  of  phisicke, 
And  may  infect  past  care  if  let  alone.       [Erit, 

Enter  Raymond  and  Pbilippa. 

PhL  Erect  thy  head,  my  Raymond;  be  more 
ull 
Then  daring  Atlas,  bot  more  safely  wise : 
Sustaine  no  burthen  but  the  politicke  care 
Of  being  great :  till  thou  atchieve  the  cities 
Aieltree,  and  wave  it  as  thou  list.  [hits 

Ray,  Hast  thou  no  skill  in  roagick,  that  thou 
Sojustupon  my  thoughu?  thy  tongue  is  tipt 
Like  natures  miracle,  that  drawes  the  Steele 
With  unresisted  violence :  I  can  not  keepe 
A  secret  to  my  selfe,  but  thy  prevailing 
Rhetoricke  ravishes  and  leaves  my  breast 
Like  to  an  empty  casket,  that  once  was  blest 
With  keeping  of'^a  Jewell  I  durst  not  trust  the 
Ayre  with,  'twas  so  precious :  pray  be  carefulL 

Phi,  You  doe  not  doubt  me  ? 

Ray.  No,  were  you  a  woman  made  of  such 
course  ingrediance  as  the  common,  which  in  our 
triveall  phrase  we  call  meere  women ;  I  wou*d 
not  trust  thee  with  a  cause  so  weighty,  that  the 
discovery  did  indanger  this,  this  haire;  that 
when  'tis  gone  a  linxes  cannot-  misse  it :  but 
you  art — I  want  eipressions,  'tis  not  common 
words  can  speake  you  truely,  you  are  more  than 
woman. 

Phi,  My  lord,  you  know  my  temper,  and 
how  to 
Win  upon  my  heart. 
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Hoy.  I  most  be  gone^  and  post  a  mesBengery 
France  must  supply  what  waDts  to  malie  tbee 

greut ; 
An  nrmy,  my  Philippa,  whicli  these  people 
Snorini;  in  pride  of  their  last  victory, 
Doe  not  so  much  as  dreame  on  : 
l^or  shall,  till   they  be  forced  to  yeeld  their 

vovces 
At  our  election ;  which  will  be  ere  long. 

Phi,  (>  *tis  an  a^e,  I*de  rather  have  it  sed, 
Phiiippa  then  a  prisoner  were  dead.         \_Exit, 

Enfer  a  Crimenall  Judge  and  Officer*^  with 
Antonio,  Petruchio  and  Aurelia  mctte 
him^  with  Servants, 

Jud.  Captalne  Petruchio,  take  this  condemned 
mnn 
Into  your  charge ;  it  is  Antonio,  once  a 
Spanish  count,  till  his  rash  folly,  with  his 
Life  made  forfeit  of  his  honour;  he 
Was  found  travelling  to  your  castle ; 
'  Fwas  Heavens  will  that  bis  owoe  feet 
Should  with  a  willing  pace  conduct  him  to  his 

mine : 
For  the  morther  be  mast  be  groond  to  death 
In  Filford  mill,  of  which  you  are  the  govemour: 
Here  my  commision  iu  its  end  gives  strength  to 

yours; 
He  *s  your  charee :  farewell, 
His  death  must  be  with  speed.    [Exit  with  hit. 
Ant,    Deceive  me  not,  good  glasses,  your 
lights 
In  my  esteeme  never  till  now  was  precious, 
^Tis  the  same,  I  'tis  the  very  same 
I  sleepmg  saw. 
AureL  Is  this  the  man  fame  speakes  so  no- 
bly of? 
O  love,  Aurelia,  never  untill  now 
Could  say  he  knew  thee;  I  must  desemble  it. 


Pet.  Come,  sir,  to  my  castle. 
AureL  Fie  on  you,  sir ;  to  kill  a  goremotir  it  ■ 
a  fact 
Death  cannot  appeare  too  horrible  to  ponisli. 
Ant.  Can  this  be  truth  ?  O  shallow,  abafiov 
man  ! 
To  credit  aire,  beleeve  there  can  be  substance 
In  a  clood  of  thickned  smoake,  as  tmtb  bid  in  t 

.dreame ; 
Yes,  there  is  truth,  tliat  like  a  scrowlcf  fetcht  fion 
An  orade,  betrayes  the  double  dealipg  of  the 

gods; 
Dreames  that  speake  all  of  joy,. doe  Urnie  to 

griefe. 
And  such  bad  fate  deludes  my  light  beleefe. 
Pet,  Away  with  him.  [Ejrcaii/. 

Aurelia  sola. 

AureL  Oft  hare  I  beard  my  brother  with  t 
tongue 
Proud  of  the  office,  praisM  this  lovely  lord  ; 
And  my  trapt  soule  did  with  as  eager  bast 
Draw  in  tlie  breath ;  and  now,  O  Aaretim  I 
Buried  with  him  must  all  thy  joy  thoo  bast 
For  ever  sleepe ;  and  with  a  pale  consomDCioQ, 
t^ittying  him  wilt  thou  thy  selfe  be  minM  r 
He  must  not  dye;  if  there  be  any  wajr 
Eeveal'd  to  the  distressed,  I  will  find  it: 
Assist  a  poore  lost  virein  some  good  power, 
And  lead  her  to  a  path,  whose  secret  tract 
Mav  guide  both  him  and  me  unto  our  safety. 
Be  kind,  good  wits,  I  never  untill  now 
Put  you  to  any  trouble ;  'tis  your  office. 
To  belpe  at  nc^  thb  little  world  you  live  by : 
Not  yet !  O  dulnesse !  doe  not  make  me  mad-* 
I  hav  't,  blest  braine  !  now  shall  a  womaas  «< 
Wrestle  with  fate,  and  if  my  plot  hot  bit. 
Come  off  with  wreaths :  my  duty,  nay  my  s&i 
I  must  forsake,  lest  my  Antonio  fiill.         [JU- 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Giovanno  mad,  solus. 

Not  finde  Evadne !  sure  some  wanton  wind 
lias  snatcht  her  from  the  earth  into  the  aire ; 
Smooth  Zephers  faines  the  tresses  of  her  haire. 
Whilst  shcke  fiivonions  playes  the  fawning  slave; 
And  hoorely  dyes,  making  her  breasts  his  grave: 
O  false  Evadne !  is  Giovauno*s  love. 
That  has  out-done  all  merrit  for  thy  sake. 
So  light,  that  winde  out-weighs  it  ? 
No,  no,  no ;  Evadne  is  all  vertue. 
Sweet  as  the  breath  of  roses ;  and  as  chast 
As  virgin  lillies  in  their  infancy : 
Downe,  YOU  deluding  ministers  of  ayre; 
Evadne  is  not  light,  though  she  be  faire : 
Dissolve  tliat  counterfeit:  lia,  ha,  ha,  ha. 


See  how  they  sbrinke :  why  so,  now  I  wifl  lovr 

you: 
Goe  search  into  the  hollowes  of  the  earth. 
And  finde  my  love,  or  I  will  cbaine  yon  op 
To  eternity :  see,  see,  who  's  this  ?   O  I  kao» 

him  now. 
So,  bo,  ho ;  so,  ho,  ho,  not  beare? 
Tis  Phseton :  no,  'tis  an  heire  got 
Since  his  fathers  death,  into  a  cloake  of  goU 
Out-shines  the  sunne ;  the  head-strong  honas 
Of  licentious  youth  have  broke  their  reines 
And  drawne  him  through  the  signet  of  all  S^ 

nousnes ; 
See,  from  the  whorish  front  of  Cnpra, 
He  's  tumbling  downe  as  low  as  bemry. 
O,  are  vou  come,  grimme  Tartor?  KadiuuWK* 
Goe  aske  of  Pluto  if  he  have  not  tant 
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EvidM  to  bis  smoky  Gommon-wetltiii 
Aodratisht  her?  Beji^on,  why  stiite  yon  not? 
Ha, ba»  bn, the devillisafniid. 

Evad.  Ueipe,  a  rape !  [Within. 

Ban,  Stop  her  mouth. 

Gio,  Who  calls  for  heipe  ?  tis  my  Evadne ;  I, 
It  was  her  voyce  that  |pve  the  eccno  life, 
That  cry'd  a  rape.    Divell,  dost  love  a  weuch  ? 
Who  was  thy  pander,  ha  ?  What  saucy  fieud 
Dorst  lav  his  uiipard  fangs  on  my  Evadne  ? 
Come,  I  le  swiroroe  unarmed  o're  Acheron, 
And  sinke  {^rimme  Charon  in  his  fiery  boate. 

Evad,  Murther !  a  rape !  [Wiihin. 

Gia.  I  coine,  I  come.  [EjpH, 


Enter  the  Bandetos  dragging 
haire :  she  drope  a  Scar^ 


Eyadnb  by  the 
.    Exeunt, 


Enter  Oiotanno  againe* 

Gio,  I  cannot  finde  her  yet ; 
The  king  of  flames  protests  she 
Is  not  there :  bat  hang  him,  rogtie, 
They  say  hele  lye.    O  how  my  glutted  spleene 
TieUes  to  thinke  how  I  have  payd  the  slave? 
I  made  him  lead  me  into  every  hole : 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  what  crying  was  ther  there? 
Here  on  a  wbeele,  tomM  by  a  furies  hand. 
Hangs  a  distracted  states-man,  that  had  spent 
The  little  wit  Heaven  to  strange  purpose  lent 

him. 
To  suppresse  right,  make  beggers,  and  getroeanes 
To  be  a  traytor.'    Ha,  ha,  ha,  and  here 
A  vsurer,  fat  with  the  curses  of  so  many  heires 
His  extortion  had  undone,  sate  to  the  chin 
In  a  warme  bath,  made  of  new  melted  gold; 
And  now  and  then  a  draught  past  through  his 

throat: 
He  fed  upon  his  god ;  but  be  being  angry 
Scalded  his  chops.    Right  against  him 
Stood  a  fool'd  gallant,  chain^l  unto  a  post. 
And  lasbt  by  folly  for  his  want  of  wit. 
The  reeling  drunkard  and  plumpe  glutton  stood 
Making  oflRices,  dose  by  Tantalus : 
Bat  dranke  and  Ted  on  aire. 
The  whore>master  tyed  to  a  painted  punke, 
Was  by  a  fury  termed  insatiate  lust, 
Whipt  with  a  blade  of  fire.    And  here— 
What  's  here  ?  'tis  my  Evadues  vale ;  'tis  hers, 

I  know  't : 
Some  slave  has  ravish'd  my  Evadne !  Well, 
There  breaths  not  such  an  impious  slave  in  hell: 
Nay,  it  is  hers,  I  know  it  too  too  plaine : 
Your  breath  is  lost,  'tis  hefs,  you  speake  in 

vaine.  [Exit, 

Thunder  and  Lightning,    Enter  the  Bandetot 
with  Evadne  6y  the  haire. 

Capt,  Come,  bring  her  forward,  tye  her  to 
that  tree, 
Eac^  man  shall  have  his  tume :  Come,  minion. 
You  must  squench  the  raging  flames  of  my 
Coacupisence :  what,  doe  you  weep,  you 
Poriianicall  punke?  I  shall  tickle  mirth 


Into  you  by  and  by :  Trotter,  good  Trotter  post 
Unto  my  cell,  make  compounaof  muskadine 
And  egges ;  for  the  truth  is,  I  am  a  (;yant  in  my 
Promises,  but  in  the  act  a  pigmy :  J  am  old,  and 
Cannot  doe  as  I  have  done ;  good  Trotter, 
Make  all  convenient  ^peed. 

Drot,  Faith,  master,  if  you  cann't,  here  's 
them  that  can  ferrit  in  a  cunny  hurrotv  without 
a  provocative,  Vie  warrant  you :  good  mastef,  let 
me  beginne  the  health. 

Capt,  No  more,  I  say:  it  is  a  percell  of  ex- 
cellent mutton  :  lie  cut  it  op  mv'selfe:  Com* ,' 
minion.    ,  [Exif  Trottck. 

[The  Captaine  takes  his  dagger  and  winder 
it  about  her  haire,  and  sticks  it  in  the 
ground :  Thunder  and  Lightning, 

Evad.  Kill  me !  Oh  kill  me !  Ratlier  let  me 
dye, 
Than  live  to  see  the  Jewell  that  adomes 
The  soules  of  vertuOos  Virgins  ravisht  from  me. 
Doe  not  adde  sinne  to  sinne,  and  at  a  price 
That  mines  me,  and  not  enriches  you. 
Purchase  damnation :  doe  not,  doe  not  do  't : 
Sheath  here  your  sword,  and  my  depnrtiug  soule, 
Like  your  good  angell,  shall  solicit  Heaven 
To  dash  out  your  offences :  let  my  flight 
Be  pure  and  spotlesse :  doe  not  injure  that, 
Man-hood  wou'd  blush  to  thinke  on :  it  is  all 
A  maidstlivinity !  wantmg  her  lifb 
She 's  a  faire  coarse:  wanting  her  chastity, 
A  spotted  soule  of  living  infamy. 

Capt.  Hang  chastity. 

Sd  Ban.  A  very  voyce. 

Enter  Trottbb. 

TVot.  G  captaine,  captaine !  yonder  's  the 
mad  Orlando  the  furious,  and  I  thinke  he  takes 
me  for— What  doe  you  call  him  ? 

Capt.  What,  Meder  ? 

Trot.  I,  I,  Meder :  the  divell  Meder  him,  he 

has  so  nudled  me O  here  he  comes :  Tie 

begone.  [Exit, 

Enter  Giovakno. 

Oio.  Stay  satyre,  stay ;  you  are  too  light  of 
foote, 
I  cannot  reach  your  paces,  prethee  stay. 
What  goddesse  have  you  there?  sure  'tis  Evndne ! 
Are  you  the  dragons  that  ne*re  sleepe,  but  watcii 
The  golden  fruit  of  the  Hisoerides? 
Ha,  then  I  am  Hercules ;  fiye  yee  ? 
Sure  that  face  dwelt  on  Evadnes  shoulders. 

[He  beates  them  off,  and  unbindes  EvADxr. 

Evad.  O  thou  preserver  of  iieare  lost  Evadnt* ! 

What  must  my  weaknesse  pay  ?  [niaf?. 

Gio.  Tis,  'tis  she;   she  must  not  know  riiw 

Evad.  Assist  me  some  good  power,  (it  is  my 

friend,) 

Mnke  me  but  wise  enough  to  resolve  my  selfr. 

Gio.  It  may  he  'tis  not  she;  Tie  aske  her  name. 
What  are  vou  cald,  sweet  goddesse  ? 

Evad.  they  that  know  me  mortall,  terme  me 
Evadne. 
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Gio.  Tib  she:  I,  I,  'tis  she. 

£tad.  Pray  yau,  sir,  uuto  the  bond  of  what  I 
owe  you, 
Which  is  a  poore  distressed  virgins  life,  adde 
This  one  debt :  what  are  you  f 

Gio»  Not  worth  your  knowledge:   I  am  a 
poore, 
A  Tery,  very  poore  despised  thine :  but  say, 
I  pray,  are  you  sore  yoor  name  %  Evadne? 

Evad,  Tis  qoestionlesse  my  tayler.   I  am  she, 

geceive  roe  to  your  armes,)  not  altered 
m^  heaFt,  though  in  my  cloaths. 
Gw.  I  doe  beheve  you,  indeed  I  doe>  but 
stay,  I  don't. 
Are  yon  a  maid,  a  virgin,  prav  tell  me  ? 
For  rov  Evadne  could  not  tell  a  lye  ;  speak, 
I  shall  bve  yon,  though  that  Jewell 's  gplie^ 
Evad,  I  am  as  spoSesse,  thanke  your  happy 
selfe 
That  savM  me  from  those  robbers,  as 
The  child  which  yet  is  but  a  jelly,  'tis  so  joi 
Gio,  No  more,  no  more,  trust  me  I 
lieve  you. 

So  man^  slaves,  whose  flaming  appetites, 
Wou'd  in  one  night  ravish  a  throuj^  of  virgins. 
And  never  feele  degression  in  their  heate.r 
I'le  after  and  murt^r  all* 
Evad,  How  doe  you? 
Gio,  Well,  very  well  i  belike  you  thinke  IW 

mad. 
Evad.  You  looke  djstraetedTy. 
Gio.  Tis  but  your  thoughts,  indeed  Fme  won- 
drous well. 
How  faire  she  lookes,  after  so  foule  a  dieede! 
It  cannot  be  she  should  be  fidse  to  me : 
No,  thou*rt  mad  to  thinke  so.    Foole,  O  fbole ! 
Thinkst  thou  those  slaves,  having  so  fieiire  a 

mavke,^ 
WouM  not  be  shooting?  Yes,  they  wou'd,  they 

have. 
Evadne  is  flve-blowne,  t  cannot  love  her. 
Evad,  What  say  yon,  sweet? 
Gia,  The  innocence  that  sits  upon  that  face 
Sayes  she  is  chast,  the  guilty  cannot  speake 
So  evenly  as  she  does :  guilty,  said  I  ? 
Alas  I  it  were  not  her  fault,  were  she  ravish't. 
O  madnesse,  madnesse,  whither  wilt  thou  beare 
me? 
Evad,  His  sencesareunsetled;  Flegoeseeke 
Some  hol^  man  to  rectifie  his  wits. 
Sweet,  will  you  goe  unto  some  hermit»  cell  ? 
You  looke  as  you  lackt  rest. 

Gio,  She  speaks  like  to  an  angel,  she  's  the 
same 
As  when  I  saw  her  first,  as  pure,  as  chast. 
Did  sheretaine  the  snbstance  of  a  sinner. 
For  she  is  none,  her  breath  wo'd  then  be  sower, 
And  betray  the  raukenesse  of  the  act:  but 
Her  chast  sigbes  beget  as  sweet  a  dew 
Afl  that  of  May. 

Why  weepes  Evadne,  truely  I  'me  not  mad. 
See,  I  am  tame,  pray  leade  me  where  you  please. 

[Exeunt, 


A  Banquefii  ieifitrth :  EtUer  PFrmvcHio^  Av 
KELiA,  with  tmo^Servantt  hrimging  Awtomio 
a$Uepe  in  a  Chaire,  and  tet  him  to  the  TMe. 

Pet.  The  drinke  has  done  its  part  effa^oftOy; 
Twas  a  strong  powder  that  could  bold  hbaeneef 
So  fest,  that  this  removing,  so  ftiU  of  noise. 
Had  not  the  power  to  wake  him. 

AureL  Good  father,  let  Amelia,  your  daiig|iter. 
Doe  this  same  act  of  justice;  let  me  tread  the 

pin: 
The  fact  of  his  being  so  foule,  so  hatefbll. 
Has  lent  me,  though  a  maid,  such  fortitude. 

Pet.  Thou  hast  thy  wish,  do 't  bokUj;  'tis  a 
deed 
That,  in  the  ignorance  of  elder  ages^ 
Wou'd  be  thoueht  full  of  merit: 
Be  not  daunted. 

Aurel.  Ihaveathoughttelsnieitbrd%io«i^ 
To  sacrifice  a  murtherer  to  death; 
Especially  one  that  did  act  a  deed 
So  generally  accounted  odious. 

ret.  By  holy  (^Jaquet)  Tme  a  goverBonr, 
And  should  my  life  (though  by  the  band  of  kioi 
My  duty  does  call  king)  he  stroke  i''th'  aire; 
My  injorM  corps  should  not  forsake  the  earth 
Till  I  did  see 't  reveng'd :  be  resolute,  thy  foot 
Is  guided  by  a  power,  that,  though  noseene^ 
Is  still  a  furtherer  of  good  attempts. 

JureL  Prav,  sir,  lend  me  the  key  of  ^  backa 
ward, 
For  th^tigh  my  conscience  tells  me  'tis  an  act 
I  may  hereafter  boast  off-,  yet  Fie  passe  unto  ov 
Ladies  cliappell  when  'tis  done,  to  be  confiest 
Ere  I  am  seene  of  any. . 

Pet,  I  am  proud  to  see  thee  so  weD  giveo. 
Take  ^em,  girle,  and  with  'em  uke  my  prayers. 

Aurel,  He  wakes;  pray  leave  me.  sir. 

[£jr»/P£T&VCHKIt 

So  Pie  make  fast  the  dooret 
Goodnesse  beare  witnesse  'tis  a  potent  power 
Out-weighs  my.duty. 
Ant,  Amaiementf  on  what  tentors  doe  yov 
stretch? 
O  how  this  alteration  wracks  my  reason !  V  me 
To  find  the  axeltree  oo  which  it  hangs  ? 
Am  I  asleepe  ? 
Aurel.  Shake  thy  wonder  off,  and  leave  that 
seate, 
'Twas  set  to  sinke  thy  body  for  ever 
From  the  eyes  of  humane  sight ; 
To  tell  thee  bow,  woa'd  be  a  fatall  meanet 

To  both  our  mines briefly,  my  love 

Has  broke  the  bands  of  nature  with  my  &ther, 
To  give  you  being. 
Ant,  Happy,  happy  vision !  the  blest  piepft- 
rative 
To  this  same  houre ;   my  joy  wo'd  bunt  Be 
else. 
AureL  Receive  mc  to  diy  armes. 
Ant.  I  wou'd  not  wish  to  live  but  for  thee^ 
life  were 
A  trouble ;  welcome  to  my  soule. 
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AurtL  Stand;  I  have  a  caremony  to  offer  to 
our 
Safety  ere  we  goe, 

[She  takes  a  Dagge  and  tyes  it  to  the  Chaire : 
tkee  itampes :  the  Chaire  and  Dogge  <2e- 
seend  ;  «  Pittoll  shot  within :  a  noise  of  a 
Mill. 
Had  not  my  love,  like  a  kiod  branch 
Of  some  o're  lookiog  tree,  catcbt  thee, 
Thoa  'cist  faUen,  never  to  looke  upon  the  world 
againe. 
Ant.  Wmit  shall  I  offer  to  my  lifes  preserver  f 
Aurtl,  Ouelj  thy  hearty  crown'd  with  a  wreath 
of  love, 
Which  I  will  ever  keepe ;  and,  in  exchange, 
I>eliver  mine. 
Ant.  Thus  I  deliver,  in  this  kisse  receive 't. 
Aurel.  In  the  same  forme  Aurelia  yeelds  up 
hers. 
.  Ant*  What  noise  is  that?  [A  noin. 

AureL  I  feare  mv  father. 
Ant.  What  ^s  to  De  done? 
AureL  Through  the  backe  ward,  of  which  I 
have 
The  key;  weele  suddainly  make  scape. 
Then  in  two  gownes,  of  which  I  am  provided, 
Weele  doath  our  selves  till  we  be  past  all  feare« 
Ant.  Be  't  as  you  please,  'tb  my  good  genioos 
will 
Thee  I  obey :  command,  lie  follow  stilL  [Ejeunt. 

Enter  Petrucrio  with  Servants, 

Pet.  She  's  gone  unto  her  prayers;  may  every 
bead 
Draw  dowiie  a  blessing  on  her,  that  like  seed 
Hay  grow  into  a  harvest:  'tis  a  girle 
Mr  age  is  proud  of;  she  *s  indeed  the  modell 
Of  her  dead  mothers  vertoes,  as  of  shape. 
Beare  hence  this  banquet.  [Exit  with  the  banquet. 

GiovAHSO  is  discovered  sleeping  in  the  laf  of 

EVADNE. 

£vad.  Thou  silent  god,  that  with  the  leaden 
mace 
Arresteth  all  (save  those  prodigious  birdes) 
That  are  fates  heraulds,  to  proclaime  all  ill ; 
^Deefe  Giovanno,  let  no  fancied  noyse 
Of  orainons  screech-owles,  or  ni^ht  ravens  voyoe, 
Aflfiright  his  quiet  sences :  let  his  sleepe 
Be  me  from  horrour,  or  unruly  dreames; 
That  may  beget  a  tempest  in  the  streames 
Of  his  calme  reason :  let  'em  run  as  smooth. 
And  with  as  great  a  silence,  as  those  doe 
That  never  tooke  an  injury ;  where  no  wind 
Had  yet  acquaintance:    but,    like  a  smooth 

cristall. 
Dissolved  into  a  water  that  never  firown*d, 
Or  knew  a  voyce  but  musicke. 

-   Enter  Antonio  and  Avrelia  in  Hermits 
Gownes. 

Holy  hermits,  for  such  your  habits  speake  you, 
Joyne  your  prayers  with  a  distressed  virgins; 


That  the  wits  of  this  distracted  yong  man 
May  be  setled. 
Ant.  Sure  'tis  my  sister,  and  that  sleeping 
man 
Giovanno.    She  loves  him  still.        [Hee  wakes. 

Gio.  O  what  a  blessednesse  am  I  bereft  of! 
What  pleasure  has  the  least  part  of  a  minute 
StoUen  from  my  eyes  ?  me  thought  I  did  imbrace 
A  brother  and  a  friend ;  and  both  Antonio. 
Evad,  Blest  be  those  gentle  powers  that— - 
Gio,   What,  Evadne— — have  deceived  my 
eyes, 
Take  heede,  Evadne,  worship  not  a  dreame, 
Tis  of  a  smoaky  substance,  and  will  sbrinkc 
Into  the  compasse  of  report;  that 't  was: 
And  not  reward  the  labour  of  a  word 
Were  it  substantiall :  could  t  now  but  see 
That  man  of  men ;  I  Me  by  my  practice 
Of  religious  prayers,  add  to  the  kalender 
One  holy-day,  and  keepe  it  once  a  yeare* 
Ant.  Behold  Antonio* 

Evad.  Brother.  [To  Antokio, 

AureL  Brother.  [lb  Giovanno. 

Ant.  What  earth-quake  shakes  my  heart! 
With  what  a  speed  she  flew  into  his  armes ! 
Evad.  Some  power^   that  hearkens  to  the 
prayer  of  virgms. 
Has  bin  distiird  to  pitty  at  my  fortunes. 
And  made  Evadne  happy. 
AureL   Now  my  longing,  that  was  growne 
big, 
Is  with  your  sight  delivered  of  a  joy. 
That  will  become  a  dant;  and  overcome  me. 
Welcome,  thrice  welcome,  brother.  ^ 

Ant.  Ha,  her  brother  1  Fortune  has  bound  me 
So  much  in  their  debts,  I  must  dispaire  to  pay 

'em : 
Twice  has  my  life  bin  by  these  twins  of  gpod- 

nesse 
Pluckt  from  the  hand  of  death;    that  fatall 

emnity 
Betweene  our  bouses  here  shall  end. 
Though  my  fbther  at  hb  death  commanded  me 
To  eternity  of  hatred : 
What  eye  binds  stronger  then  reprieve  firom 

death? 
Come  hither^  fnend ;  now  brother,  take  her, 
Thou  hast  bin  a  noble  tayler. 

Gio.  Be  moderate,  my  joyes,  doe  not  o're 
whelme  me : 
Here  take  Aurelia,  may  you  live  happy : 
O  Antonio !  this,  this  was  the  cause  of  my  dis* 

guise; 
Sebastine  could  not  win  Evadne's  love. 
But  Giovanno  did;  come  now  to  our  fathers 
castle. 
Ant,  Pardon  me;  there  is  a  barre  that  does 
Conceme  my  life  forbids  you  as  a  friend, 
To  thinke  on  going  to  any  place 
But  to  the  taylers  house,  which  is  not  farrre. 
Come,  as  we  goe  I  will  relate  the  cause. 
AureL  Doe,  good  brother. 
Evad,  Goe,  gpod  Sebastiaoo. 
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Gio.  Sebftstine  is  yonr  page,  and  bound  to 
follow : 
lipade  on. 

Ant  O  noble  teraper,  I  admire  tbee !  may 
The  world  bring  forth  such  taylers  everj  day. 

[Exeunt, 
Enter  three  Tayler$  on  a  Shop-board, 

Ui'Tay,  Come,  come  let  *8  worke; 
For  if  my  guesses  point  the  right,  we  sha'nt 
Worke  long. 

Sd  Tay,  I  care  not  how  soonei  for  I  have  a 
notable 
Stomacke  to  br^id. 

2d  Tat/,  Dost  lieare,  I  suspect  that  courtier 
my  master 
Brought  in  last  night,  to  be  the  king^ 
Which  if  it  be,  bullies,  all  the  bread  in  the 
Towne  sha'nt  satisfie  us,  for  we  will  eate 
Cum  privilegio, 

1st  Tay,  Come,  let 's  have  a  device^  a  thing,  a 
song,  boy. 

3d  Toy,  Come,  an 


THE  SONG. 

1st  Tay.  ^Tis  a  merry  Itfe  me  live^ 
All  our. worke  i$  brought  unto  ut; 
Still  are  getting,  never  give. 
For  their  cloath$  all  men  do  woe  ut : 
Yet  unkind  they  blast  our  names, 
With  aspertions  of  dishonour : 
For  wheh  we  make  bold  with  their  dames. 
When  we  take  our  measure  on  her. 

All  Tay.  For  which  wee,  SfC. 

Enter  Aktokio,  Giovanno,  and  the  Old 
Tayler, 

O.  Tay,  You  see  the  life  we  live;  cease. 

Ant,  O  'tis  a  merry  one. 

Gio,  It  is  no  newes  to  me,  I  have  bin  us*d  to*t. 

O.  Toy,  Now  for  discovery;  the  king  as  yet 
Is  ignorant  of  your  names,  and  shall  be 
Till  your  merits  beg  your  pardon. 
My  ford,  you  are  for  Machvile ;  take  this  gowne. 

Ant,  Pray  for  successe.         [fijriV  Antoi^io. 

O.  Tay,  You,  in  this  French  disguise,  for  proud 
Philippa; 
This  is  her  garment.    I  heare  the  king,  be  gone : 
The  French  mans  folly  sit  upon  your  tongue. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  the  King,  Evadve,  and  Aurelia. 

King.  Beleeve  me,  tayler,  you  have  out-stript 
the  court, 
For  such  perfections  live  no^  every  where ; 
Nature  was  vext  as  she's  a  very  shrew. 
She  made  all  others  in  an  angry  mood ; 
These  onely  she  can  boast  for  master-peeces  i 
The  rest  want  somethioe  or  in  mind  or  forme, 
These  are  precisely  made:  a  critdcke  jury. 
Of  caveHing  arts  cannot  condemne  a  scruple. 

Aurel,  But  that  your  entrance  in  this  fonnall 
speech 


Betra/d  yoo  are  a  cotirtler,  I  bad  bin  ai^ry 
At  your  ranke  flattery. 

AtR^.  Can  you  say  so  ? 

Evad,  Sir,  she  has  spoke  mynieaniog. 

King.  Friend,  what  are  those  bieaaCles  caM  * 

[Astdc 

0.  Tay.  Your  graces  pardon. 

King.  Are  they  oracle,  or  is  the  kliowfadtt 
fatftll?  ^ 

Bnt  that  I  know  thy  fahh,  this  daiTall 
Wou'd  conjure  a  suspition  in  my  breast; 
Vse  thy  prerogative ;  'tis  thy  owne  house, 
In  which  you  are  a  king;  and  I  your  gpeiL 
Come  ladies.  \Exe9U, 

Enter  Amtoitio  disguised  lUcea  PkytkmL 

Ant.  This  habite  wilt  doe  well,  and  lese  tM- 
pected; 
Rapt  i'  this  cover  lives  a  kingdomes  pb^oe; 
They  kin  with  licence ;  Ma<£viles  proud  (teie 
Tis  fiim*d  is  sicke :  upon  my  sonle,  how  erv 
Her  health  may  be  the  aguesh  commons  cfj ; 
She 's  a  disease  they  groane  for:  this  disgtn* 
Shall  sift  her  ebon  soule,  and  if  she  be 
Infectious,  like  a  meagrome,  or  rot  limbe, 
The  sword  of  jdstice  must  devide  die  joynt 
That  holds  her  to  the  states  indanger*d  body. 
She  comes. 

Emter  Machvile,  with  Aukistella  leawMT 
on  his  arme,  with  two  Scrvantt. 

Mach.  Looke  up,  my  Auristella; 
Better  the  sun  forsake  his  course  to  blease. 
With  his  continuing  beames  the  Antipodes; 
And  we  grovell  for  ever  in  eternal!  night, 
Then  death  ecclipse  thy  rich  and  stronger  %bt. 
Seeke  some  physitian :  horrour  to  my  soAt ! 

she  faints; 
Fde  rather  lose  the  issue  of  my  hopes,  ifaafl 
Auristella. 

Ant.  Issue  of  his  hopes ;  strange.         [Jti^- 

Mach,  The  crownes  iojoyment  can  yedd  oo 
content. 
Without  the  presence  of  my  Auristella. 

Ant.  Crownes  injoyment !  O  villaine ! 

Mach,  Why  stirre  you  not  ?  fetch  me  sobk 
skilfull  man, 
My  kingdome  shall  reward  hhn ;  if  bis  art 
Cbaine  lier  departing  sonle  unto  her  flesh, 
But  for  a  day,  till  she  be  crown*d  a  queeoe  : 
Fly,  bring  him  unto  thb  walke. 

Ant.  Stay, 
Most  honouPd  connt,  (now  for  a  fbi^ged  liak^ 
Of  flatter]^  to  chaine  me  to  his  love ;)      [AaOs* 
Having  with  studious  care  gone  o're  the  art 
Folly  tearmes  magick,  which  more  sublime  Siiries 
Skird  i'  the  Starrs,  know  is  above  that  misckieic; 
I  finde  you  *re  borne  to  be  liove  vuleer  sreacaese. 
Even  to  a  throne :  but  stay,  let 's  mch  thtslw^ 

Mach.  All  greatnesse  without  her  is  slavcrr* 

Ant,  Vse  modest  violence. 

Aiiris.  Oh ! 

Ant,  Stand  wider;  give  her  aire. 
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Mack.  God-)i)(e,p)i79itiap,  I  and  all  that  'a 
mine, 
Will  at  ^y  fe^  offer  a  sacrifice. 

A.ni,  Fore  fend  it  goodnesse ;  I,  nay  all, 
ISTiVi.ioanv  boureB  mAe  the  now  yong.d^y 
A  type  or  sparkeling  yooth|  shall  on  their  knees 
Praj  for  your  highoesee. 

M^itk,  Looke  up,  my  AuristeUa,  and  he  great; 
Hime  with  the  von,  hot  n^ver  to  decline, 
^tcrif .  What  haTe  you  done  ? 
Maeh.  Wak'd  thee  to  he  a  i|ueene. 
jlacrif. ; A  queene I  O  don't. dissemble;  you 
have  roVd  me 
Of  ^^eater  fdeaaure,  than  the  fiincied  hlisse 
ISIinum  ownes :  O  for  a  pleasure  reall,  that 
WoMiippeare  in  all  untp  my  .dreame:  that  I 

may 
Frowoe,  andthtin  kill ;  sotiile,  and  create  againe. 
Were  there  a  bell,  as  doting  i%ge  wo'd  have, 
To  fright  from  lai^lesse  courses  heedle^se  youth : 
For  such  a  short  liv'd  happinesse  as  that, 
I  wo*d  be  lost  unto  eternity. 

MacL  The  day  growes  old  in  houres : 
Come,  Auristella,  to  the  capitall ; 
The  gray-beard  senate  shall  on  bumble  knees 
Pay  a  relieious  sacrifice  of  praise 
Unto  thy  demy  deity :  the  starrs^ 
Have  in  a  gen^rall  senate  made  thee  queene 
Of  this  our  world.    Great  master  of  thy  art, 
Confirn^  my  K>ve. 
Ant.  Madam^—* 

Mack  Nay  heare  him,  love,  beleeve  me  he 's 
a  roan 
That  may  be  secretary  to  the  gods ; 
He  is  alone  in  art,  'twere  sin  to  name 
A  secono ;  all  are  dunces  to  him. 

Ant.  How  easie  is  the  &ith  of  the  ambitious ! 
Mack,  Follow  me  to  the  counsell.       [Exit. 
Aurts*  Are  you  the  man  my  husband  speakes 
so  high  of? 
Are  you  skiU'd  i*  the  sti^res  ? 
Ant.  Yes,  madam. 

Aurit.  Your  habit  sayes,  or  you  abuse  the 
custorae, 
Too  Ve  a  physitian,? 

Ant.  Madam,  Froe  both. 

Aun$.  And  dee'  find  no  let  that  stops  niy 

rysing? 
Ant,  Not  any. 

Anris.  Away,  your  skill  is  dull,  dull  to  diri- 
sion. 
There  is  a  star  fixt  i'  the  heaven  of  greatnesse, 
That  sparkles  with  a  rich  and  fresher  liglu. 
Than  our  sicke  ^nd  defective  taper. 

Ant.  It  mav  be  so,  the  horiscope  is  troubled. 
Aurii*  €k>nnision  take  yourhoriscope  and  yon! 
Can'you  with  all  your  art  advise  my  feares, 
Uow  to  confound  this  constellation  ? 

Ant.  Death,  bow  she  conjures ! 
Madam,  I  must  search  into  the  planets. 

Aurit.  Planet  me  no  planets ;  be  a  physitian, 
And  from  your  study  of  industrious  poisons, 
fetch  me  your  best  experienc'd  speedy  one, 


And  bring  it  to  me  straight : .  what  'tis  to  doe. 
Like. unresolved  riddles  bid  from  yuu.       [Exit. 
Ant.  PUnet,  said  I?  upon  uiy^  life  no  planet 
Is  so  swiH  as  her  ncre  resting,  f  viil, 
That*^  her  tongue:  ^ell,  Tte  put -question 
What  the  poisons  for;  it  for  her  svlfe, 
The  common  hapg^an  's  eas'd  the  labour  of  a 

blow; 
For  if  she  live,  her  head  must  certaine  off; 
The  poison  Tie  goe  get,  aud  give  it  her, 
Then; to  the  king: 
If  3ebastiano's  Irenchified  disguise 
Purchase  the  like  discovery,  our  eyes 
Will  be  too  scanty ;  we  liad  n^ed  to.be 
All  eye,  to  watch  such  liaughiy  viilaoy.    [Exit. 

Enter  Giovanko  and  Pbilippa. 

Gio.  Qegare,  madam,  me  make  de  gowne  so 
brave ;  O,  de  bole  vorke  be  me  patron ;  me  ha 
vorke  for  le  grand  duches  le  Sbevere,  le  ruyne 
de  Francia,  Spanea  de  Angleter,  an  all  d'  fine 
madamosiels. 

Fki.  Nay,  monsier,  to  deprive  desert  of  praise, 
is  unknown  language;  troth  I  use  it  not;  nay, 
it  is  verry  well. 

Gio.  Be  me  trot  a  madam  me  ner  doe  ill,  de 
English  man  do  ill,  de  Spauere  due,  de  Ducli^ 
de  all  doe  ill,  but  vour  Frauch  man,  and  begare 
he  doe  incomparable  brave. 

Tki.  Y'  are  too  prqud  on  't. 

Gio.  Begare  me  noe  proud  ide  vor]e,niespeake 
be  me  trot  de  trut,  ang  pie  nge  iye :  inetra, 
madam,  begare  you  have  de  find  bode  a  de  vorle, 
0  de  fine  brave  big  ting  me  Irnve  ever  measure, 
me  waire  fit  it  so  pat. 

Enter  Raymond. 

Phi.  Welcome,  my  lord  ! 
Shall  I  still  long,  yet  lose  my  longing  still  ? 
Is  there  no  art  to  mount  the  lofty  seat } 
No  engin  that  may  make  u»  ever  great  ? 
Must  we  be  still  stilM  subjects,  and  for  fenre 
Our  closest  whispers  reach  the  awing  eare. 
Not  trust  the  wind  ? 

Ray.  Be  calme,  my  love ; 
Ha  !  who  have  we  here,  an  eues  dropper } 

Gio.  Me,  signior,  be  pover  a  jentle  homa  a 
Franch 
A  votre  commandeiuent. 

Phi.  My  tayler. 

Gio.  We,  monsier  de  madam  tayler. 

Ray.    Some  happy  genius  does  attend  my 
wishes. 
Or  spirit  like  a  page  conducts  unto  me 
The  ministers,  whose  sweet  must  seat  me  eosia, 
Come  hither  French  man,  canst  thou  rule  tiiy 

tongue  ? 
Art  not  too  much  a  woman  ? 

Gio.  No  bei^ar  me  sIkiw  someting  for  de  man. 

Ray.  Or  c;inst  thou  be  like  a  perverse  on, 
profesie  dogednes  ? 
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Be  as  a  dead  man  dumbe,  briefly  be  this : 
A  friend  to  Fiance,  and  with  a  silent  speed. 
Post  to  onr  now  approaching  armed  friends : 
Tell  them  that  Raymond,  e*re  the  hasty  sand 
Of  a  short  hoore  be  spent,  shail  be  impal'd. 
And  on  his  brow,  a  depnty  for  France, 
Support  a  golden  wreath  of  kingly  cares : 
Bid  'era  make  hast  to  plncke  my  partner  dowoe 
Into  bis  grave ;  be  cone,  as  thon  nnrsest 
In  thy  breast  thoognts  that  doe  thirst 
For  nohlenesse:  w  secret  and  thon*rt  made; 
If  not,  thou'rt  nothing.    Marke,  'tis  Raymond 

sayes  it : 
And,  as  I  live,  I  breath  not,  if  my  deedes 
Appeare  not  in  a  horrour  'hove  my  words. 

uio.  Begar  me  no  ned  de  threaten,  me  be  as 
close  to  Toar  secret,  or  my  ladyes  secrets,  as  de 
Ykin  to  de  flesh ;  de  flesh  to  de  bone :  if  me  tell, 
call  me  de — vat  de  ye  call  de  moder  o  de  dog, 
de  bicfa;  call  me  de  son  o  4t  bich. 


£ii/«rFuLGBirTio. 

FmL  Count  Machrile  waites  tout  boiKrar 

i'  th'  baiU 
Ray.  Do  %  and  be  more  then  ccwnmon  ia 

our  favoar ; 
Here  take  this  ring  for  thy  more  credit : 
Farewell,  be  qnicke  and  secret.  {Exetmt. 

Gio.  Folly  goe  from  my  tongue,  the  French 

so  nigh,  [provided ; 

And  tlion,   hidfe>-mroM  Spaine,  so  wretchedly 
Strange,  yet  not,  all  countries  have  bread  moo- 

sters  t  pcis  both : 

'Tis  a  proverbe  as  plaine  as  true,  and  ^ed  as 
One  iahUed  $keepe  wmra  a  mhdkfiocke, 
Machvile,  that  tainted  beast,  whose  spreading 

ills 
Infecteth  all;  and  by  infecting  kills, 
lie  to  the  French,  what  he  intends  to  be 
Our  ruinei  shall  confound  their  villaDy.     [J&dS* 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  the  King,  Antomio,  Old  Taylor,  EyADNE, 
AuRELiA,  the  King  and  Antokio  whisper. 

King,  For  this  discovery  be  still  Antonio ; 
The  frowning  law  may  with  a  furrowed  face   . 
Hereafter  looke  upon,  but  nere  shall  touch 
Thy  condemned  body.    Here  from  a  kings  hand 
Take  thy  Aurelia;  our  command  shall  smooth 
The  rising  billowes  of  her  fathers  rage. 
And  charme  it  to  a  calme :  let  one  be  sent 
To  certifie  oar  pleasure,  we  wo'd  see  him. 

O.  Tay.  Your  graces  wil  shall  be  in  all  obeyed. 

King,  Tby  loyall  love  makes  thy  king  poore. 

O.  Tay.  Let  not  your  judgement,  royal!  sir, 
be  question'd, 
To  terme  that  love  was  but  a  subjects  duty. 

[Exit. 

King,  You  sent  the  poyson,  did  you  ? 

Ant,  Yes,  and  it  like  your  grace;  the  apo- 
thecary 
Cald  it  a  strong  provocative  to  madnesse. 

King.  Did  not  he  question  what  you  ns'd  it 
for? 

Ant,  O !  my  disguise  saved  him  that  labour, 
sir; 
My  habit,  that  was  more  physitian  than  my  selfe, 
Told  him  'twas  to  dispatch  some  property 
That  had  beene  torter'd  with    five    thousand 

drugges 
To  try  experiment :  another  man 
Sha'nt  buy  the  quantity  of  so  much  rats-bane 
Shall  kill  a  flea,  but  shall  be  had  forsooth 
Before  a  justice,  be  question'd;  nay,  perhaps 
Confin*d  to  peepe  throw  an  iron  grate : 
When  your  physitian  ma^  poyson,  who 
Not,  cum  privUegio :  it  is  nis  trade. 


Enter  Giovahxo. 

Evad,  O  my  Sebastine ! 

Gio.  Peace,  my  Evadne^  the  king 

yet  know  me* 
Evad,  My  brother  has  already  made  yoo 

knowne. 
Gio.  Wil 't  please  your  higbnesse  ? 
Xtfi^.  What,  SelMMiano,  to  be  stiU  a  king 
Of  oniversall  Spaine,  without  a  rivall  ? 
Yes,  it  does  please  me,  and  you  ministers 
Of  my  still  grovring  ^reatnesse,  shall  e*re  long 
Find  I  am  pleas'd  with  you,  that  boldly  durst 
Plucke  from  the  fixed  arme  of  sleeping  justice 
Her  long  sheath*d  sword,  and  whet  the  rusty 

blade 
Upon  the  bones  of  Machvile,  and  his 
Confederate  rebells. 

Gio,  That,  my  lord,  is  yet  to  doe;  kt  lam 
mount  higher, 
That  his  faH  may  be  too  deep  for  a  resurrectioa ; 
They  *re  gone  to  the  great  hall,  whither  wilt 

please  your 
Grace  disguised  to  goe ;  your  person,  by  oor 

care,  shall   be 
Secure.    Their  French  troopes  I  have  sent  as 

uselesse  into 
France,  by  vertue  of  Raymonds  ring,  which  he 

gave 
Me  to  bid  the  ^enerall  by  that  token   . 
To  march  to  this  city.  [n*? 

King.  What  say  the  coloneUs,  will  they  s»il 
Ant.  Doubt  not,  ray  lord. 
King,  Come  then,  lets  goe  guarded,  with  w 
as  you 
Twere  ^inne  to  feare,  were  all  the  worid  untnie. 

[ExtKMt. 
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Enter  Tttfflen. 

O,  Tay,  Now  for  the  credit  of  taylers. 

Sd  l^ay.  Nay,  master,  and  we  doe  not  act  as 
they  say, 
With  aoy  players  in  the  globe  of  the  world, 
Ijet  us  be  baited  like  a  bull  for  a  company  of 
Strutting  coxecombes:  nay,  we  can  act  I  can 
tell  you. 

O.  Tay.  Well,  I  must  to  the  king;  see  you 
be  perfect, 
rie  move  it  to  his  highnesse.  [Exit, 

1st  'tay.  Now,  my  masters,  are  we  to  doe ; 
d  *e  roarKe  me,  doe • 

Sd  Tay,  Doe  ;  what  doe?  Act,  act,  you 
fbole  you :  do,  said  you,  what  doe  ?  you  a 
player,  you  a  plasterer,  a  meere  durt  dawber ; 
ancl  not  worthy  to  bee  mentioned  with  Virmine, 
that  exact  actor :  doe,  I  am  asham*d  on't,  fie. 

2d  Tay,  Well  said,  Virmine,  thou  ticklest  him 
y'  faith. 

Ath  Tay.  Doe,  pha. 

1st  Tay*  Well  play ;  we  are  to  play  a  plav. 

Sd  Tay.  Play  a  play  a  play,  ha,  ha,  ha  f  O 
egredious  nonsensensicall  wigeon,  thou  shame  to 
our  crosse-legg'd  corporation ;  thou  fellow  of  a 
6ound,  play  a  play  ;  why  forty  pound  golding  of 
the  beggers  theater  speakes  better,  yet  has  a 
marke  for  the  sage  audience  to  exercise  their 
dexterily,  in  throwing  of  rotten  apples  whilst  my 
stout  actor  pockets,  and  then  eates  up  the  in- 
junr :  play  a  play ;  it  makes  my  worship  laugh 
y  faith. 

fid  Tay.  To  him  Virmine,  thou  bitst  him  y  faith. 

1st  Tay.  Well,  act  a  play  before  the  king. 

^d  Tay.  What  play  shall  we  act  ? 

Sd  Tay.  To  fret  the  French  the  more,  we  will 
act  Strange  but  True,  or  the  Stradling  Moun- 
sieur,  with  the  Neopolitan  gentleman  between 
his  le^es. 

2rf  Tay.  That  wo*  not  act  well. 

Sd  Tay.  O  giant  of  incomperable  ignorance  ! 
that  wo*  not  act  well,  ha,  ha !  that  wo'  not  doe 
well,  you  asse  you. 

fid  Tay.  You  bit  him  for  sayuig  doe :  Virmine, 
leave  biting;  you*d  best. 

1st  Tay.  What  say  you  to  our  Spanish  Bilbo? 

SdTay.  Who,  Jeronimo  ? 

1st  Tay.  I. 

Sd  Tay.  That  be  was  a  mad  rascall  to  stab 
.    bimselfe. 

1st  Tay.  But  shall  wee  act  him  ? 

^d  Tay.  I,  let  us  doe  him. 

Sd  Tay.  Doe  againe,  ha. 

S(/  Tay.  No,  no,  let  us  act  him. 

Sd  Tay,  I  am  content. 

1st  Tay.  Who  shall  act  the  ghost  ? 

Sd  Tay.  Why  marry  that  will  I,  I  Virmine. 

1st  Tay.  Thou  dost  not  looke  like  a  ghost.     . 

Sd  Tay,  A  little  players  deceite:  flower  will 
doe  't.    Marke  me, 
I  can  rehearse,  make  me  rehearse  some : 
**  When  this  eternall  substance  of  the  soule 

VOL.  Ill, 


Did  live  imprisoned  in  my  wanton  flesh, 
I  was  a  tayler  in  the  court  of  Spaine.*' 

fid  Tay,    Courtier  Virmine  in  the  court  of 

Spaioe. 
3rf  Tay.  I,  there  *s  a  great  many  courtiers 
Virmine  indeed: 
Those  are  tiiey  beg  pooi*e  mens  livings ; 
But  I  say,^tailer  Virinine  is  a  court  tailer* 
ad  Tay.  Who  shall  act  Jeronimo? 
3d  Tay.  That  will  I : 
Marke  if  I  doe  not  gape  wider  than  the  widest 
Mouth*d  fowler  of  them  all,  hang  me: 
*'  Who  calls  Jeronimo  from  his  naked  bed  ? 

haughr 
Now  for  the  passionate  part — 
"  Alas!  it  is  my  soune  Horatio." 

ist  Tay.  Very  fine :  but  who  shall  act  Horatio  ? 

id  Tay.  I,  who  shall  doe  your  sonne  ? 

Sd  Tay.  What  doe,  doe  againe :  well,  I  will 

act  Horatio. 
id  Tay.  Why,  you  are  his  father. 
3d  Tay.  Pray  who  is  fitter  to  act  the  sonne, 
than  the  father  ' 

That  begot  him. 

1st  Tay.  Who  shall  act  prince  Belthazer  and 

the  king? 
3d  Tay.  I  will  doe  prince  Belthazer  too  :  and 
for  the  king 
Who  but  I  ?  which  of  you  all  has  such  a  face  for 

a  king. 
Or  such  a  leg  to  trip  up  the  heeles  of  a  traytor  ? 
Qd  Tay.  You  will  doe  all  I  ihinke. 
3d  Tay.  Yes  marry  will  I;  who  but  Virmine? 
yet  I  will 
Leave  all  to  play  the  king : 
Passe  by  Jeronuno. 

Ud  Tay.  Then  you  are  for  the  king? 

3d  Tay.  T,  bully,  I. 

15/  Tay.  Lets  goe  seeke  our  fellowes,  and  to 

this  geere. 
3d  Tay.  Come  on  then.  [Exeunt. 

A  Table  and  Stooles  set.     Enter  Brave. 

Bra,  Men  of  our  needfull  profession,  thnt 
deale  in  such  commodities  as  mens  lives,  had 
need  to  looke  about  'em  're  they  trafficke :  I  am 
to  kill  Raymond,  the  devills  cozen  german,  for 
he  weares  the  same  complexion :  but  there  is  a 
right  devill  that  hath  hired  me,  that 's  count 
Machvile.  Good  table  conceale  me ;  here  will 
I  wait  my  watch-word:  but  stay,  have  I  not 
forgot  it — {Then) — I,  then  is  my  arrae  to  enter. 
I  heare  them  commiug.     [Goes  under  the  table. 

Enter  the  King,  Antonio,  Old  Tayler,  Eva  one, 
AuRELiA,  above.  Machvile,  Raymond, 
Philippa,  Auristei.la,  Giovamno,  the  Co- 
hnells,  with  a  Guard  below, 

Mach,  Pray  take  your  seats. 
IRay.  Not  well?  prethee  retire. 
Flii.  Sicke,  sicke  at  heart. 
Auris.  Well  wrought  poison,  0  how  joy  swells 
me! 

4c 
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Ani.  Von  see,  tny  lord/ the  poison  is  boxt  up, 

[Above, 

Phi.  Health  waite  upon  this  royall  company. 

King.  Knowes  she  we  are  here? 

Ant.  O  no,  niy  lord,  'tis  to  the  twins  of  treason ; 
Machviie  and  Raymond. 

FuL  Royall !  there 's  something  in  't. 

Aler,  It  smells  ranke  o*  th*  trayior^ 

Pan.  Are  you  i'  th'  wind  on  *t? 

Auris,  Will  you  leave  us  ? 

Phi,  I  cannot  stay ;  O  I  am  sicke  to  death ! 

[Exit. 

Avris.  Or  lie  nere  trust  poison  more. 

Mach.  Pray  seate  your  selves, 
Gentlemen ;  though  your  deserts  have  merit, 

[They  sit  about  the  table. 
And  your  worths  have  deservM  nobly ; 
But  ingratitude,  that  shall  be  banisht 
From  a  princes  breast,  is  Philips  favorite. 

King.  Philip,  tray  tor !  why  not  king?  I  am  so. 

Ant,  Patience,  good  my  lord ;  He  dowue. 

[Exit. 

Maeh.  It  lives  too  neere  him : 
You  that  have  venter'd,  with  expence  of  blood 
And  danger  of  your  lives,  to  rivet  him 
Unto  his  seate  with  peace :  you  that  in  war 
He  termed  his  Atlasses,  and  prest  with  praises 
Your  brawny  shoulders ;  cald  you  his  Colossuses, 
And  said  your  lookes  frighted  tall  war 
Out  of  his*  territories:  now  in  peace. 
The  issue  of  your  labour :  this  bad  man, 
Philip  I  meane,  made  of  ingratitude. 
Wo'  not  afford  a  name,  that  may  distinguish 
Your  worthy  selves  from  cowards; 
Civet  cats  spotted  with  rats  dung, 
Or  a  face  like  white  broth,  strew'd  oVe  with  cur- 

rance 
For  a  stirring  caper,  or  itching  dance,  to 
Please  my  lady  Vanity^  shall  be  made 
A  smocke  knight. 

King,   Villaine!   must  our  disgrace  mount 
thee? 

Tul.  To  what  tends  this  ? 

Aier.  What  meanes  count  Machviie? 

Enter  Antonio  below. 

Aurh.  To  be  your  king ;  fie  on  this  circum- 
stance. 
My  longing  will  not  brooke  it :  say. 
Will  you  obey  us  as  your  kings  and  queeoes. 

[Aiide. 

Ful,  My  lord  Antonio ! 

Ant.  Confine  your  selves,  the  king  is  within 
bearing;  therefore  make  show  of  likmg  Mach- 
viles  plot :  let  him  mount  high,  his  fall  will  bee 
the  deeper :  my  life  you  shall  bee  safe. 

Aurit.  Say,  are  you  agreed  ? 

Ray.  If  not,  weele  force  you  to  't : 
Speake,  French  man,  are  our  forces  i*  th'  city  ? 

Gio.  Wee,  moansier. 

Jler."^ 

Ful.  V  We  acknowledge  yon  our  king. 

Pan,  J 


King.  More  traytors ! 

Much.  Why then. 

[The  Brave  ttahs  Ratmo». 
Ray.  Ha,  from  whence  thb  taddnne  mi»- 
chiefe  ? 
Did  you  not  see  a  band  arm'd  with  ^e  fatall 
Ruine  of  my  life? 

Gio.  None  paw>  sicnior. 
Mach.  Ha,  ha,  ha  f  lay  hold  on  those  Fiencb 
aouldiers : 
Away  with  them ! 

[Exeunt  Guard  with  the  French  Cdoneik 
Ray.  Wast  thy  plot,  Machviie  ?  goe  laugfanig 
to  thy  grave.  [Stmb$  kirn. 

Aurii.  Alasse  1  my  lord  is  wounded. 
Rny.  Come  hither,  French  man,  make  a  dying 
man 
Bound  to  thy  love ;  goe  to  Philippa, 
Sickly  as  she  is  bring  her  unto  me ; 
Or  my  flying  soule  will  not  depart  in  peuc 

else: 
Prethee  make  hast :  yet  stay,  I  bave  not  brealii 
To  pay  thy  labour. 
Shnnke  yee,  you  tweeoe^ borne  AtHiases,  that 

beare 
This  my  neere  ruin'd  world;    hare  yoo  noi 

strength 
To  beare  a  curse,  whose  breath  may  taint  the 

aire. 
That  this  globe  may  feele  a  oniversall  plague? 
No,  yet  beare  up,  till  with  a  vengefuO  eye 
I  out^stare  day,  and  from  the  dogged  sky 
Plucke  mj  impartiall  star :  O,  my  blooa 
Is  firozen  in  my  veines — ^farewell  revei^e— me-* 

[Dyti. 
Aler,  Tliey  need  no  law, 
Ful.  Nor  hang-man. 

Pan.  They  condemne  and  execule  witboat  ft 
jury. 

Enter  Puilippa  mad. 

Phi.  I  come,  I  come;  nay,  fly  not,  for  l»y 

hell 
lie  plucke  thee  by  the  beard,  and  drag  thee 

thus 
Out  of  thy  fiery  cave.    Ha !  on  yonder  biH 
Stand  troopes  of  divills  waiting  for  my  soole: 
Bntrie  deceive  'em,  and,  instead  of  mine, 
Send  this  same  spotted  tygers. 

[Stabs  AuRiSTiUA. 
Auris,  Oh ! 

Phi.  So,  whilst  they  to  hell 
Are  posting  with  their  prize,  I'le  steale  tohea^ 

yen : 
Wolfe,  dost  thon  grin  ?  ha !   is  my  Raymo"" 

dead? 
So  ho,  so  ho  t  come  backe 
You  sutty  fiends  that  have  my  Raymonds  soole, 
And  lay  it  downe,  or  I  will  force  you  do  't: 
No,  won't  yon  stir?    by  Stix   lie  baitc  JQ^ 

for  't: 
Where  is  my  crowne?  Phflippa  was  a  quecoc, 
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"Was  she  not,  ba?  Why  so,  where  is  my  crowne? 

0  jou  have  hid  it— ha,  wa'st  thou 

[Ozfertkrowes  the  table. 
Xbat  roVd  Phiiippa  of  her  Raymonds  life? 
ISTay,  I  will  oip  your  wingfl,  yqu  sluill  not  fly  ;     - 
Pie  plucke  yon  by  the  guarcied  front :  and  thus 
Sioke  yoa  to  beH  before  n»e.    [Stabs  the  Brave. 
£rave.  Ob,  oh ! 
^kU  What,*downe,  bo,  ho,  ho : 
]jR«i^  laugh,  yon  sooles  that  fry  in  endlesse 

flames; 
Ha,  whence  this  cbilnesse — must  I  dye — nay 
then, 

1  come,  I  come ;  nay  weepe  not,  for  I  come : 
^eepe,  iojnr'd  shadow ;  O  death  strikes  duuibe ! 

Ann$.  Machvile  thy  hand,  X  can't  repent, 
fiurewelt : 
Mjr  bartbened  conscience  sinkes  me  downe  to 
bell.  [%«. 

JUori.  I  cannot  tarry  long,  fiirewell;  weele 
meet 
Wheffe  we  shall  never  part :  if  here  be  any 
.  My  lile  has  injured,  let  your  charity 
Forgive  declining  Machviie :  I  am  sorry. 

Ant»  His  penitence  workes  strongly  on  my 
temper. 
Off  disguise;  see,  falling  count:   Antonio  for- 
gives thee. 
Mach.  Antonio !  O  my  shame ! 
Can  yon  whom  I  have  injur*d  most  pardon  my 
guilt? 
,  Give  me  l^y  hand  yet  nearer,  this  imbrace 
Betrays  thee  to  tby  death :  ha,  ha,  ha.  [Stabs  him. 
So  weepes  the  Egyptian  monster  when  it  kills, 
Wash't  in  a  floud  of  teares ;  could'st  ever  thinke 
Madbriles  repentance  could  come  from  bis  heart  ? 
No,  downe  Colossus  author  of  my  sin, 
And  beare  the  burthen  mingled  with  thine  owne. 
To  flnish  thy  damnation. 

Enter  the  King,  Aurelia,  Evadne,  Old 
Tayler. 

King,  Accursed  villaine !  thou  hast  murther*d 
him 
That  holds  not  one  small  drop  of  loyall  blood, 
Buc  what  is  worth  thy  life. 
Evad,  O  my  brother  ! 
Cio.  Give  him  some  ayre,  the  wound  cannot 

bemortall. 
Aurel,  Alas !  he  faints,  O  my  Antonio ! 
Curst  Machviie,  may  thy  soule— — 
Ant,  Peace,  peace  Aurelia ;  be  more  merci- 
full: 
Men  are  apt  to  censure,  and  will  condemne 
Thy  passion,  call  it  madnesse,  and  say  thou 
Wantst  religion :  nay,  weepe  not,  sweet, 
For  every  one  must  dye :  it  was  thy  love. 
For  to  deceive  the  law,  and  give  me  life : 
But  death  you  see  has  reacht  me,  O,  I  dye ; 
Blood  must  have  blood,  so  speakes  the  law  of 
heaven : 


I  slew  the  govemour;  for  which  rash  deed, 
Heaven,  fete,  and  man,  thus  make  Antonio  bleed. 

[t>2/€S. 

Mach,  Sleepe,  sleepe  great  heart,  thy  vertue 
made  me  ill 
Authors  of  vice,  'tis  fit  the  vitious  kill : 
But  yet  forgive  me :  Oh  !  my  great  heart 
Dissolves  like  snow,  and  lessens  to  a  rhuroe. 
Cold  as  the  envious  blasts  of  notheme  wind : 
World,  how  I  lov'd  thee,  'twere  a  sin  to  boast ; 
Farewell,  I  now  must  leave  thee ;  my  life 
Growes  emptv  with  my  veines :  I  cannot  stand, 

-my  breath 
Is  as  my  strength,  weake;  and  both  seazM  by- 
death: 
Farewell  ambition ;  catching  at  a  crowne. 
Death  tript  me  up,  and  head-long  threw  me 
downe.  [Dycf, 

King.  So  falls  an  exhalation  from  the  sky, 
And  's  never  mist,  because  unnaturall; 
A  birth  begotten  by  incorporate  ill ; 
Whose  usher  to  the  gazing  world  is  wonden 

Enter  Petbuchio. 

Alas !  good  man,  thou  'rt  come  unto  a  sight 
Will  try  thy  temper,  whether  joy  or  eriefe 
Shall  conquer  most  within  thee ;  joy  lyes  here 
ScateFd  in  many  heapes :  these,  when  they  liv*d, 
Threatned  to  teare  this  bal&ome  from  our  brow, 
And  rob  our  majesty  of  this  elyxar : 

[Points  to  his  crowne. 
Is  't  not  my  right?  was  I  not  heire  to  Spaine  ? 

Pet,  You  are  our  prince,  and  may  you  live 
Long  to  injoy  your  nglit. 

King.  But  now  looke  here,  'tis  plame  griefe 
has  a  hand 
Harder  than  joy.;  it  presseth  out  such  teares. 
Nay,  rise. 

Pet.  I  doe  beseech  your  grace  not  to  thinke 
me 
Contriver  of  Antonio's  scape  from  death, 
n^was  my  disloyall  daughters  breach  of  duty. 

King.  That 's  long  since  pardon'd. 

Pet,  You  're  still  mercifuU. 

King,  Antonio  was  thy  sonne,  I  sent  for  thee 
For  to  confirm e  it,  but  he  is  dead : 
Be  roercyfuU,  and  doe  not  curse  the  hand 
That  gave  it  him,  though  it  deserve  it. 

Aurel.  O  my  griefes,  are  you  not  strong  enough 
To  breake  my  heart  ?  pray  tell  me,  tell  me  true : 
Can  it  be  thought  a  sin  ?  or  is  it  so. 
By  my  owne  hand  to  ease  my  breast  of  woe? 

King.  Alas !  poore  lady ;  rise,  thy  father's  here. 

Pet.  Looke  up,  Aurelia;  ha!   why  doe  you 
kneele  ? 

Gio.  For  a  blessing. 

Pet.  Why  she  is  not  Aurelia,  doe  not  mocke 
me. 

King,  But  he  is  Sebastiano,  and  your  sonne ; 
Late  by  our  hand  made  happy  bv  injoying 
The  faire  Evadne,  dead  Antonio*^  sister : 
For  whose  sake  he  became  a  tayler, 
And  so  long  liv'd  in  that  meane  disguise. 
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Pet.  My  joy  had  bin  too  great  if  he  had  liv*d ; 
The  thrifty  heavens  mingle  our  sweets  with  gall; 
Least  being  (glutted  with  excesse  of  eood, 
We  should  forget  the  giver.     Rise,  Sebastiano, 
With  thy  happy  choise ;  mayst  thou  live  crown'd 
With  the  injuyinent  of  those  benifits 
My  prayers  shall  beg  for :  rise,  Aurelia, 
And'  in  some  phtce  blest  with  religious  prayers, 
Spend  thy  left  remnant. 

Aurel.  You  advise  well :  indeed  it  was  a  fault 
To  breake  the  bonds  of  duty  and  of  law; 
But  love,  O  love!   thou  whose  all  conquering 

power 
Builds  cnstles  on  the  hearts  of  easie  maides, 
And  makes  'em  strong  unto  attempt  those  dan- 
gers; 
That,  but  rehearst  before,*wo*d  fright  their  soules 
Into  a  jelly.     Brother,  I  fnust  leave  you ; 
And,  father,  when  I  send  to  you  a  note,  that 

shall 
Desire  a  yearely  stipend  to  that  holy  place 
My  tyred  feet  lins  found  to  rest  them  m; 
Pray  confirme  it. 

And  now,  great  king,  Aurelia  begs  of  you. 
To  grace  Antonio  in  the  mournefiill  march 
Unto  his  grave,  which  be  where  you  thinke  fit: 
We  need  not  be  inler*d  both  in  one  vault. 

King.  Blest  virgin,  thy  desires  I  will  performe. 

AureL  Then  I  leave  you,  my  prayers  shall 
still  attend  you ; 
As  I  hope  yours  shall  accompany  roe. 
Father,  your  blessing,  and  ere  long  expect 
To  heare  where  I  am  entertain'd  a  nunne. 
Brother,  and  sister,  to  you  both  adue ; 
Antonio  dead,  Aurelia  marries  new.  ["Exit, 

Pet.  Farewell,  girle ;  when  I  remember  thee, 
The  beades  I  drop  shall  be  my  teares. 

Enter  Virmtne  in  a  Cloakefor  the  Prologue, 

Kingf  She  's  to  all  virgips  a  true  mirror; 


They  that  we'd  behold  true  lore,  reflect  on  ber : 
There  *t  is  ingro6s*d. 

3rf  Toy,  Great  king,  our  grace 

0.  Tny,  The  king  is  sad,  yoa  most  not  act. 
■  Sd  Toy.  How  ?  not  act  ? 
Shall  not  Virmine  act  ? 

O.  Toy.  Yes,  you  shall  act,  but  not  now ; 
The  king  is  indispos*d. 

3rf  Tay,  Well  then,  some  other  time;  I  Vir- 
mine 
The  king  will  act  before  the  king. 

O.  Tay,  Very  good,  pray  make  your  exit. 
Zd  Tay,  rie  muster  up  all  the  taylers  in  tiie 
Towne,  and  so  tickle  their  sides. 

VThe  King  and  Giovakvo  wldtper. 
0,  Tay,  Nay  thouTt  a  right  Virmine;  goe, 
he  not 
Troublesome.  [Exit  Virmiite. 

Gio,  Upon  my  truth  and  loyalty,  great  king, 
What  they  did  was  but  fain*d,  meerely  words 
Without  a  heart :  'twas  by  Antonio's  coooteO. 
King,  Thou  art  all  truth :  rise. 

\The  Colonelii  kneele. 
Omnet.  Long  live  king  rhilip  in  the  calme  of 
peace. 
To  exercise  his  regall  clemency. 

King.  Take  up  Antonio's  body,  and  let  the 
rest 
Finde  Christian  boriall :  mercy  befits  a  king. 
Come,  trusty  tayler, 

And  to  all  countries  let  swift  fame  report, 
King  Philip  made  a  taylers  house  his  court. 
0.  Tay.  Your  grace  much  honours  me. 
King,  We  can't  enough  pay  thy  alone  deserts ; 
Kin^s  may  be  poore,  when  subjects  are  like  thee, 
So  firuitfull  in  all  loyall  vertuous  deeds : 
March  with  the  body,  we  Me  performe  all  rites 
Of  sable  ceremony :  that  done, 
We  'le  to  our  court,  since  all  oar  owne  is  woo. 

[Esami, 
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The  following  lingular  play  xsoat  discovered  in  MS.  by  Mr  Isaac  Reed,  Editdf'  of  the  last  edition 
of  Steexfenii  Shakspeare,  and  of  DodsleyU  Collection  of  Old  Plays,  and  hy  him  printed  and  distri" 
buted  among  his  friends.  By  the  observations  of  Mr  Malone,  in  his  Chronology  of  theplays  qfShak" 
speare,  and  of  Mr  Steevens,  it  would  appear  that  The  Witch  was  anterior  to  Macbeth,  and  that 
consequently  the  scenes  of  the  Witches  in  the  latter,  similar  to  those  which  occur  in  the  former,  were 
imitated  by  Shakspeare,  or  at  least  suggested  to  him  by  the  performance  of  Middleton*  The  songs 
beginning,  Come  away,  SfC,  and  Blackspirits,  Sfc,  of  which  only  the  two  first  words  are  printed  in 
Macbetby  arc  found  at  full  length  in  The  Witch. .  Thefollowing  dedication,  from  an  apparent  alltk^ 
sion  to  King  Jameses  act  against  Witches,  which  passed  into  a  law  in  1603,  appears  to  have  been 
written  soon  after  that  period,  Middleton  there  speaks  of  his  production  as  written  long  before  : 
and  that  he  found  great  difficulty  in  recovering  it ;  the  superior  merit  of  Macbeth  having  probably 

caused  it  to  be  thrown  aside. 

The  plot  of  The  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Ravenna  is  taken,  with  great  alterations  in  the  catastrophe, 
from  the  history  of  Albovene,  King  of  Lombardy,  related  in  a  novel  ofBandello,  and  afterwards 
formed  into  a  tragedy  by  Sir  W,  Davenant, 

The  present  edition  is  printed  from  the  one  mentioned  above  and  printed  in  1778.     Theorthih 

graphy  is  reduced  to  the  present  standard,  and  directions  are  added  to  the  uveral  scenes. 


TO  THE   TRULY  WORTHY   AND   GENEROUSLY   AFFECTED 

THOMAS  HOLMES,  ESQUIRE. 

NOBLE  SIR, 

As  a  true  testimony  of  my  ready  inclination  to  your  service,  I  have,  merely  upon  a  taste  of  your 
desire,  recovered  into  my  hands,  though  not  without  much  difficulty,  this  iguorantly  ill-fated  labour 
of  roe.  .   . 

Witches  are,  ipso  facto,  by  the  law  condemned ;  and  that  only,  I  think,  hath  made  her  lie  so  long 
in  an  imprisoned  obscurity:  for  your  sake  alone  she  hath  thus  far  conjured  herself  abroad,  and 
bears  no  other  charms  about  her,  but  what  may  tend  to  your  recreation ;  nor  no  other  spell  but  to 
possess  you  with  a  belief,  that  as  she^  so  he  that  first  taught  her  to  enchant,  will  always  be 

Your  devoted 

Tuo.  Middleton. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 


Duke. 

Lord  Ocyvemor, 

Sebastian,  contracted  to  Isabella,  disguised 

as  a  Servant  under  the  name  ofCELio. 
Feunakdo,  his  Friend, 
Amovio,  Husband  to  Isabella. 
Abberzames,  a  Gentleman,  neither  honest,  wise, 

nor  valiant, 
Alm ACHiLDESy  afantosticol  Gentleman. 

u'^uio'  \  •Scnwi»'«  ^«  Aktonio. 


FiRESTovSy  the  Clomn,  Heccate*s  Sam* 

Duchess. 

Isabella,  Niece  to  the  Governor, 
Francisca,  Antonio's  Sister. 
Amoretta,  the  Duchess's  Womass, 
Florida,  a  Courtezan. 
Heccate,  the  chief  Witch. 

Hop^r  !«''''*«• 

Other  Witches  and  Servants,  Mutes. 


SCENE— Ravekka,  mid  the  Neighbourhood, 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

A  Room  in  Antonio's  House. 

Enter  Sebastian  and  Fernando. 

Seb,  My  three  years  spent  id  war,  have  now 
undone 
My  peace  for  ever. 

Fer.  Good,  be  patient,  sir. 

Seb.  She  is  ray  wife,  by  contract  before  Heaven 
And  all  the  aneels,  sir. 

Fer.  I  do  bdieve  you ; 
But  where 's  the  remedy  now  ?  You  see  she  's 

gone; 
Anotbei:  has  possession. 

Seb,  There 's  the  torment. 

Fer,  This  day,  being  the  first  of  your  return 
XJulucky,  proves  the  first  too  of  her  fastening 
Her  uncle,  sir,  the  governor  of  Ravenna 
Holding  a  good  opinion  of  the  bridegroom. 
As  he 's  foir  spoken,  sir,  and  wondrous  mild-*— 

Seb.  There  goes  the  devil  in  a  sheepskin. 

Fer.  With  all  speed 
Clap  it  up  suddenly;    I  cannot  think,  sure, 


That  the  maid  overloves  him :  tho'  being  marned, 
Perhaps,  for  her  own  credit,  now  she  iateods 
Performance  of  an  honest  duteous  wife. 
iSe6.  Sir,  I  Ve  a  world  of  business ;  qoesdoo 

nothing: 
You  wiir  but  lose  your  labour.    Tb  not  fit 
For  any,  hardly  mine  own  secresy 
To  know  what  I  intend.     I  take  my  leave, sir; 
I  find  such  strange  employments  in  myself, 
That  unless  death  pity  me,  and  lay  me  down, 
I  shall  not  sleep  this  seven  years ;  that 's  the 

least,  sir.  [Exit* 

Fer.  That  sorrow  's  dangerous  can  abide  do 

counsel, 
Tis  like  a  wound  past  cure :  wrongs  done  to  Wre 
Strike  the  heart  deeply :  none  can  truly  judge 

on't 
But  the  poor  sensible  sufferer  whom  it  racks 
With  unuelieved  pains,  which  men  in  health 
That  enjoy  love,  not  possibly  can  act. 
May  not  so  much  as  think.    In  troth  I  pit^  bim ; 
His  sighs  drink  life-blood  in  this  time  of  feasts 

ing: — 
A  banquet  tpwards  too  ?  Not  yet  hath  riot 
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Pky'd  out  ber  last  scene?  At  sacb  entertain- 
ments still 

Forgetfblness  obeys  and  sarfeit  governs. 

Eia«  '8  marriage  sweetly  honoar'd  in  gorg*d  sto- 
machs 

Kod  overflowing  cups. 

Enter  Gaspero  and  Servant. 

Ga$,  Where  is  she,  sirrah? 
Serv.  Not  far  off. 

Gat.  Pr'ytbee,  where  ?  go  fetch  her  hither. 
I  'U  rid  bim  away  straight.     The  king  's  now 
risen,  sir, 
Serv.  I  am  a  joyful  man  to  hear  it,  sir. 
It  seems  he  's  drunk  the  less :  tho'  I  think  he 
That  has  the  least  has  certainly  enough.    \J^t. 
Gas.  1  have  observed  this  fellow  all  the  feast- 
time; 
He  bath  not  pledg'd  one  cup,  but  lookM  most 

wickedly 
Upon  ^ood  Malego;  flies  to  the  black  jack  stiU, 
And  sticks  to  small  beer  like  a  water-rat. 

Enter  Florida. 

Oh  here  she  comes ;    alas,   the  poor  whore 

weeps, 
Tis  not  for  gmce  now,  all  the  world  roust  judge; 
It  is  for  spleen  and  madness  'gainst  this  mar- 
riage: 
I  do  but  think  how  she  could  beat  the  vicar  now, 
Scratch  the  man  horribly  that  gave  the  woman, 
Tke  woman  worst  of  all,  if  she  durst  do  it.— — > 
Why,  bow  now,  mistress  ?  This  weeping  needs 

not,  for  tho' 
My  master  marry,  for  his  reputation. 
He  means  to  keep  you  too. 
Fb.  How,  sir? 
Gat.  He  doth,  indeed : 
He  swore 't  to  me  last  night :  are  you  so  simple, 
(And  have  been  five  years  traded,)  as  to  think 
One  woman  would  serve  him  ?    Fy ;  not  an  em- 
press! 
Why  he  '11  be  sick  o'  th'  wife  within  ten  nights. 
Or  never  tmst  my  judgement 
Flo.  Will  he,  think'st  thou? 
Gat.  WiUhe? 

Flo.  1  find  thee  still  so  comfortable; 
Beshrew  my  heart,  if  I  knew  how  to  miss  thee. 
They  talk  of  gentlemen,  perfumers,  and  such 

things: 
Give  me  the  kindness  of  the  master's  man 
In  my  distress,  say  I. 

Gat.  Tis  your  great  love,  forsooth ; 
Please  yoo  withdraw  yourself  to  yond  private 

parlour ; 
I  ^U  send  you  venison,  custard,  parsnip-pie  : 
For  banquetting-stuff,  as  suckets,  jellies,  sirrups, 
I  will  bnng  in  myself. 
Flo.  I  'II  take  'em  kindly,  sir.  [Exit. 

Gat,  She  has  your  grand  strumpet's  comple- 
ment to  a  tittle. 
Tis  a  fair  building :  it  had  need :  it  has 
^«>t  at  tbb  time  some  one  and  twenty  inmates ; 


But  half  of  'eoi  ire  vOnng  merdiants;  tfaey  11 
depart  shortly. 

They  take  but  roooss  for  summer,  and  away  they 

When 't  grows  foul  weather.  Marry,  then  c»me 
the  termers, 

And  commonly  they  're  well-booted  for  all  sea- 
sons. 

Enter  AlmachIldes  and  Amoretta. 

But,  peace:  no  word.    The  guests  are  coming  in. 

Ahna.  The  fates  have  bless'd  me.    Have  I 
met  you  privately  ? 

Amor.  Why,  sir !  Why  AlmachiidesS 

Alma.  Not  a  kiss? 

Amor.  1  '11  call  aloud,  i'  faith. 

Alma.  I  '11  stop  your  mouth. 

Amor.  Upon  my  love  to  reputation 
rie  tell  the  duchess  once  more. 

Alma.  Tis  the  way 
To  make  her  laugh  a  little. 

Amor.  She  '11  not  think 
That  you  dare  Use  a  maid  of  honour  thus. 

Alma.  Amsterdam  swallow  thee  for  a  puii- 
tan,  and  Geneva  cast  thee  up  again,  like  she  that 
sunk  at  Charing-cross,  and  rose  again  at  Queen- 
hithe. 

Amor.  Aye,  these  are  the  silly  firuits  of  the 
sweet  vine,  sir. 

Alma.  Sweet  venery  be  with  Uiee,  and  I  at 
the  tail  of  my  wish !  I  am  a  Iktle  headstrong^ 
and  so  are  roost  of  the  company.  I  will  to  the 
witches.  They  say  they  have  chaxms  and  tricks 
to  make. 

Enter  Duke^  Duchett,  Lord  Governor,  Anto- 
nio, Isabella,  and  Francisca. 

A  wench  fidl  backwards,  and  lead  a  man  bersdf 
to  a  country-house  some  mile  out  of  the  town, 
like  a  fire-drake.  There  be  such  whoreaoa  kind 
girls,  aiid  such  bawdy  witches,  and  I  *11  try  con- 
clusions. 

Duke.  A  banquet  yet !  Why  surely,  my  lord 
governor, 
Bacchus  could  ne^er  boast  of  a  day  till  now. 
To  spread  bis  pow'r.  and  make  his  glory  known. 
Duck.  Sir,  you  've  done  nobly;  tho' in  mo* 
desty 
You  keep  it  from  us,  know  we  ooderstand  s^ 

mnch, 
All  this  day's  cost  'tis  yom*  great  love  bestows^ 
In  honor  of  the  bride  your  virtuous  niece. 
Gov.    In  love   to  goodness,  and  your  pse- 
sence,  madam ; 
So  understood,  'tis  rightly. 

Duke.  Now  will  I 
Have  a  strange  health  after  all  these. 
Gov.  What 's  that,  my  lord  ? 
Duke.  A  health  in  a  strange  cop,  and  't  shall 

go  round. 
Gov.  Your  grace  need  not  doubt  that,  sir; 
havmg  seen 
So  many  pledg'd  already :  this  fair  company 
Cann6t  shrink  now  for  one;  so  it  end  there. 
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Duke.  It  sbally  for  ail  ends  here.    Here 's  a 
full  peried. 
[Taking  out  a  cup  farmed  of  a  tkulL 

Oov.  A  skuUy  my  lord  ? 

Duke,  Call  it  a  soldier's  cup,  man. 
Fj  !  how  you  fright  the  women  !  I  ha?e  sworn 
It  shall  go  round ;  excepting  only  you,  sir. 
For  your  late  sickness,  and  the  bride  hersslf, 
^bose  health  it  is. 

lia.  Marry,  I  thank  Heaven  for  that. 

Duke,  Oar  ducbessy  I  know,  will  pledge  us, 
tho'  the  cup 
Was  onoe  her  father's  head ;  which,  as  a  trophy. 
We  'U  keep  till  death,  in  memory  of  that  con- 
quest. 
He  was  the  greatest  foe  our  steel  e*er  struck,  at, 
And  he  was  bravely  slain.    Then  took  we  thee 
Into  our  bosom'a  love:  tbou  mad*st  the  peace 
For  all  thy  country  :  thou ;  that  beauty  did. 
We  are  dearer  to  thee  than  a  father ;  are  we  not  ? 

Duch,  Yes,  sir,  by  much. 

Duke,  And  we  shall  find  that  straight. 

Ant,  That  *8  an  ill  bride-cup  for  a  marriage 
day; 
I  do  not  like  the  face  on't. 

Gov,  Good  my  lord, 
The  duchess  looks  pale :  let  her  not  pledge  you 
there. 

Duke,  Pale? 

Duch,  Sir,  not  I. 

Duke,  See  how  your  lordship  fails  now ; 
The  rose  not  fresher,  nor  tlie  sun  At  rising 
More  comfortably  pleasing. 

Duch,  [Drinks.]  Sir,  to  you. 
The  lord  of  this  day's  honour. 

Ant,  All  first  moving 
From  your  grace,  madam,  and  the  duke's  great 

favour; 
Since  it  must. 

JFVaii.  This  the  worst  fright  that  could  come 
To  a  conceal'd  great  belly :  I'm  with  child, 
And  this  wilt  bring  it  4>ot,  or  make  roe  come 
Some  seven   weeks  sooner  than   we  maidens 
reckon.  [Aside, 

Duch.  Did  ever  cruel  barbarous  art  match 
this  ?  [Aside, 

Twice  hath  his  surfeits  brought  my  father's  me- 
mory 
Thus 
And 


s  spigbtfnliy  and  scornfully  to  mine  eyes, 
1 1  '11  endure  't  no  more;  'tis  in  my  he: 


heart 
since, 
ni  be  reveng'd  as  far  as  death  can  lead  one. 

Alma.  Am  I  the  last  man  then  ?  I  may  deserve 
To  be  first  one  day. 

Gov,  Sir,  it  has*  gone  round  now. 
Duke,  The  round  ?  An  excellent  way  to  train 
up  soldiers ! 
Where  's  bride  and  bridegroom  ? 
Ant,  At  your  happy  service. 


Duke.  A  boy  to  night  at  least :  I  cfaarEe  yoa 
look  to 't,  ^    ^ 

Or  I'll  renounce  you  for  industrious  subjecu. 

Ant,   Your  grace  speaks  hke  a  worthy  and 
tried  soldier.  [Exeunt. 

Gat,  And  you  '11  do  well,  for  one  that  neet 
tossed  pike,  sir.  [Exit. 


SCENE  n. 

The  Witches*  Habitation. 

Enter  Heccate,  Hoppo,  Stadltn,  and  other 
Witdies,  with  Properties  and  Habits  fitting. 

Hec,  Titty  and  Tiffin,  Suck  in 

And  Pidgen,  Liard  and  Robin  ! 
White  spirits,  black  spirits,  red  apirits  : 
Devil-Toad,  Devil-Ram,  Devil-Cat,  and  Deril- 

Dam, 
Why  Hoppo  and  Stadlin,  Hellwayn  and  PrickJc! 

Stad.  Here,  sweating  at  the  vosael. 

Hec.  Boil  it  well. 

Hop,  It  gallops  now. 

Hec,  Are  the  flames  fadoe  enough? 
Or  shall  I  use  a  little  '  seeten  more? 

Stad,  The  nips  of  fairies  upon  maids'  white 
hips. 
Are  not  more  perfect  azure. 

Hec,  Tend  jt  carefully. 
Send  Stadlin  to  oie  with  a  brazen  dish. 
That  I  may  fall  to  work  upon  these  serpentv 
And  squeeze  'em  ready  for  the  secoinl  hour. 
Why,  when  ? 

Stad,  I{ere  's  Stadlin,  and  the  dish. 

Hec,  There,  take  this  unbaptized  brat: 
Boil  it  well ;  preserve  the  fat. 
You  know  'lis  precious  to  transfer 
Our  'nointed  flesh  into  the  air. 
In  moon-light  nights,  on  steeple-tops,       [stopt. 
Mountains  and  pine-trees,  that  like  pricks,  or 
Seem  to  our  height :  high  towei-s,  and  rooft  of 

princes. 
Like  wrinkles  in  the  earth :  whole  provioces 
Appear  to  our  sight  then,  even  *  leek 
A  russet-mole  upon  a  lady's  cheek. 
When  hundred  leagues  in  air  we  feast  and  sing. 
Dance,  kiss,  and  coll,  use  every  thing; 
What  young  man  can  we  wish  to  pleasure  us 
But  we  enjoy  him  in  an  Incubus; 
Tbou  know'st  it,  Stadlin. 

Stad.  Usually  that 's  done. 

Hec,    Last  night  tliou  goii'st  the  mayor  of 
Whelply'sson; 
I  knew  him  by  his  black  cloak  lin'd  with  yellow. 
I  think  thou  'st  spoiled  the  youth.     He's  bat 

seventeen ; 
I  '11  have  him  the  next  morning.    Away;  ia! 
Go,  feed  the  vessel  for  the  second  hour. 


Coi\}ecttired  to  be  suet. 


Like^  to  suit  the  rhyme. 
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Stad.  Where  be  the  magical  herbs? 
Hec,  They  Ve  down  his  throat. 
-His  moaih  cramm'd  full;  bis  ears  and  nostrils 

stufTd. 
I  thrust  in  eleoselinum — lately 
Aconituniy  frondes  populeus,  and  soot, 
You  may  see  that,  be  looks  so  black  i'  th'  moutb : 
Then  sium,  acharum,  volgaro  too, 
Dentaphillon,  the  blood  of  a  flittermouse, 
Solanum  somnificum  et  oleum. 
Stad.  Then  there  's  all  Heccat? 
Hee,  Is  the  heart  of  wax 
Stuck  full  of  magic  needles? 
Stad»  Tis  done  Heccat. 
Hec,  And  is  the  farmer  s  picture  and  his  wife's 
Lay'd  down  to  th*  fire  yet  ? 
Stad,  They  are  roasting  both  too. 
Hec.  Good; 
Then  their  marrows  are  a  melting  subtilely, 
And  three  months*  sickness  sucks  up  life  in  'em. 
They  denied  me  ohen  flour,  barm,  aud  milk, 
Goose-grense,  and  tar,  when  I  ne'er  hurt  their 

churnings. 
Their  brew-locks  nor  their  batches^  nor  fore- 
spoke 
An  J  of  their  breedings.    Now  I'll  be  meet  with 

'em. 
Seven  of  their  young  pigs  I  have  bewitch'd  al- 
ready 
Of  the  last  litter ;  nine  ducklings,  thirteen  gos- 
lings, and  a  hog. 
Fell  lame  last  Sunday  after  even>song  too. 
And  mark  how  their  sheep  prosper;  or  what 

soup 
Each   milch-kine  gives  to  th'  pail:    I'll  send 

these  snakes 
Shall  milk  'em  all  before  hand.*    The  dew'd 

skirted  dairy  wenches 
Shall  shake  dry  dugs  for  this,  and  go  home  curs- 
ing. 
I'll  mar  their  syllabubs,  and  swathy  feastings 
Under  cows*  bellies  with  the  parish  youths. 
Where  's  Firestone  ?  our  son  Firestone. 

Enter  Firestone. 

Fire.  Here  am  I,  mother. 

Hec.  Take  in  this  brazen  dish  full  of  dear  ware, 
Tboa  shalt  have  all  when  I  die,  and  that  will  be 
Even  just  at  twelve  o*  clock  at  night  come  three 
year. 

Fire.  And  may  you  not  have  one  o'clock  into 
the  dozen,  mother? 

Hec,  No. 

Fire.  Your  spirits  are  then  more  unconscion- 
able than  bakers : 
You'll  have  liv'd  then,  mother,  six-score  year  to 
the  hundred ;  and  methinks  after-six-scoce  years 
the  devil  rai^ht  give  you  a  cast ;  for  he 's  a  fruit- 
erer too,  and  has  been  from  the  beginning.  The 
first  apple  that  e'er  was  eaten  came  thro'  his 
fingers.  The  costermongers  then  I  hold  to  be 
the  ancientest  trade ;  tlio*  some  would  have  the 
tailor  prick'd  down  before  hira. 

VOL,  III. 


Hec.  Go,  and  take  heed  you  shed  not  by  the 
way: 
The  hour  must  have  her  portion  :  'tis  dear  sir- 

rup; 
Each  charmed  drop  is  able  to  confound 
A  family  consisting  of  nineteen. 
Or  one  and  twenty  feeders, 

Fire,  Marry,  here  *s  stuff  indeed  ! 
Dear  sirrup  call  you  it?  A  little  thing  would 
make  me  give  you  a  dram  on't  in  a  posset,  and 
cut  you  three  years  shorter  [Aside. 

Hec.  Thou'rt  now  about  some  villainy. 

Fire.  Not  I,  forsooth. — ^Truly  the  devil's  in 
her,  I  think.  How  one  villain  smells  out  another 
straight !  There  's  no  knavery  but  is  nos'd  like 
a  dog  and  can  smell  out  a  dog's  meaning.  [Aside.'] 

Mother,  I  pray  give  me  leave  to  ramble 

abroad  to-night  with  the  night-mare,  for  I  have 
a  great  mind  to  overlay  a  fat  parson's  daughter. 

Hec.  And  who  shall  lie  with  me  then  ? 

Fire.  The  great  cat  for  one  ni^ht,  mother ; 
'tis  but  a  night :  make  shift  with  him  for  once. 

Htc.  You  're  a  kind  sonx 
But  'tis  the  nature  of  you  all,  I  see  that : 
You'd  rather  hunt  after  strange  women  still 
Than  lie  with  your  own  mother.  Get  thee  gone! 
Sweat  thy  six  ounces  out  about  the  vessel. 
And  thou  shalt  play  at  midnight.  The  nightmare 
Shall  call  thee  when  it  walks. 

Fire^  Thanks,  most  sweet  mo  titer.        [Exit. 

Enter  Sebastian. 

Hec.  [Sits  down.]  Ul-chins,  elves,  bags,  satyrs, 
Pans,  fawns,  silence!  Kitt  with  the  candlestick; 
Tritons,  centaurs,  dwarfs,  imps,  the  spoon,  the 
mare,  the  man  i'  th'  oak ;   the  Heli-waine,  the 
Fire-drake,  the  Buckle.     A.  Ab.  Hur.  Hus. 
Seb.  Heaven  knows  with  what  unwillingness 
and  hate 
I  enter  this  damn'd  nlace ;  but  such  extremes 
Of  wrongs  in  love,  fight  'gainst  religious  know- 
ledge. 
That,  were  I  led  by  this  disease  to  deaths 
As  numberless  as  creatures  that  must  die, 
I  could  not  shun  the  way.    I  know  what  'tis 
To  pity  mad-men  now ;  they  Ve  wretched  things 
That  ever  were  created,  if  they  be 
OF  woman*s  making,  and  her  faithless  vows. 
I  fear  they  're  now  a-kissing.     What's  a  clock  ? 
Tis  now  but  suppei^time:  but  night  will  come. 
And  all  new-married  couples  make  short  sup- 
pers.  

Whate'er  thou  art,  I  've  no  spare  time  to  fear 

thee; 
My  horrors  are  so  strong  and  great  already, 
That  thou  seem'st  nothing.    Up,  and  laze  not ! 
Hadst  thou  my  business,  thou  couldst  ne'er  sit 

so; 
T would  firk  thee  mto  air  a  thousand  mile 
Beyond  thy  ointments.    I  would  I  were  read   ' 
So  much  in  thy  black  power,  and  mine  own  griefs ! 
I  'm  in  great  need  of  help :  wilt  give  me  any  ? 

4  D 
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Etc,  Thr  boldness  takes  me  bravely.    We  *re 
all  sworn 
To  twett  for  sach  a  spirit.    See  I  regtrd  thee, 
I  rise  and  bid  thee  welcome.    What 's  thy  wish 
now? 
Seb.  Oh,  my  heart  swells  with  *t !  I  most  take 

breath  first. 
Hcc,  Is  't  to  confound  some  enemy  on  the 
seas? 
It  may  be  done  to-night.    Stadlin's  within ; 
She  raises  all  yonr  si^den  rninous  storms 
That  shipwreck  barks,  and  tear  up  growins  oaks, 
Flies  orer  booses,  and  tidces  Anno  Domini 
Oot  of  a  rich  man's  chimney,  (a  sweet  place 

for'tO 
He  would  be  bang'd  ere  be  would  set  his  own 

years  there; 
They  must  be  chambered  in  a  five-pound  pictare, 
A  green  silk  curtain  drawn  before  the  eyes 

on't:*— - 
His  rotten  diseased  years ! — Or  dost  thou  envy 
The  fat  prosperity  of  any  neighbour? 
I  Ml  call  forth  Hoppo,  and  her  incantation 
Can  straight  destroy  the  young  of  all  his  cattle; 
Blast  vineyards,  orchards,  meiulows ;  or  in  one 

ni^ht 
Transport  his  dung,  hay,  corns,  by  reeks,  whole 

stacks, 
Into  thine  own  ground. 

Seb,  This  would  come  most  richly  now 
To  many  a  country  grazier :  but  my  envy 
Lies  not  so  low  as  cattle,  com,  or  vines : 
Twill  trouble  your  best  powers  to  give  roe  ease. 

Hec.  Is  It  to  starve  op  generation  ? 
To  strike  a  barroiness  in  man  or  woman  ? 
Seb.  Ha ! 
Hec.  Ha !   did  you  feel  me  there  ?  I  knew 

your  grief. 
Seb.  Can  there  be  such  things  done  ? 
Hec.  Are  these  the  skins 
Of  serpents  ?  These  of  snakes  ? 
Seb.  I  see  they  are. 

Hec.  So  sure  into  what  house  these  are  con- 
veyed. 
Knit  with  t^ese  charms,  and  retentive  knots, 
Neither  the  man  begets,  nor  woman  breeds ; 
No,  nor  performs  the  best  desires  of  wedlock^ 
Being  then  a  mutual  duty.    I  could  give  thee 
Chirooouita,  Adincantida, 
Archimadon,  Marmaritin,  Calicia, 
Which  I  could  sort  to  villainous  barren  ends. 
Bat  this  leads  the  same  way.    More  I  could  in- 

stance; 
As  the  same  needle  thrust  into  their  pillows 
That  sews  and  socks  up  dead  men  in  their  sheets : 
A  privy  grizzle  of  a  man  that  hangs 
After  sun-set;  good,  exceltent:  yet  all 's  there, 
sir. 
Seb.  You  could  not  do  a  man  that  special 
kindness, 
To  part  them  atterly,  now  ?  Could  you  do  that? 
fiec.  No;  time  must  do  ^t :  we  cannot  di^oin 
wedlock.  I 


Tis  of  heav*n*s  fast*mng.    Well  may  we  rmiae 

Jealousies,  strifes,  and  heart-bummg  disagrat- 

ments. 
Like  a  thick  scurf  o'er  lifo,  as  did  our  master 
Upon  that  penitent  mirade :  but  the  work  itself 
Our  power  cannot  di^oint. 

Seb.  I  depart  happy 
In  what  I  have  then,  being  constraint  to  thia. 
And  grant  you,  greater  pow'rs,  that  dispose  dm*. 
That  I  may  never  need  tbb  bag  again  f     [£»#. 

Hec.  1  know  he  loves  me  not,  nor  there  'a  no 
hope  on  't ; 
Tis  for  the  love  of  mischief  I  do  this, 
And  that  we  're  sworn  to  the  first  oath  we  take. 

Enter  Firestone. 

• 

Fire.  Oh  mother !  mother ! 

Hec.  What 's  the  news  with  thee  now  ? 

Fire.  There  's  the  bravest  voung  gentlemaa 
within,  and  the  fineliest  drunk !— I  thought  be 
would  have  fallen  into  the  vessel.  He  stumbM 
at  a  pipkiu  of  cliild's  grease,  reel*d  against  St«d- 
lin,  overthrew  her,  and,  in  the  tumbling  east, 
struck  up  old  Buckle's  heels  with  the  clothe^ 
over  her  ears. 

Hec.  Hog-day! 

Fire.  I  was  fain  to  throw  the  cat  upon  ber  to 
save  her  honesty :  and  all  little  enough.  I  <toied 
out  still,  I  pray  be  covered. 

Enter  Almacbtldes. 

See,  where  he  comes  now,  mother. 

Altna.  Call  you  these  witches  ?  They  be  tum- 
blers, methinks,  very  flat  tumblers. 
Uec.  Tis  Almachildes:  freth  blood  stirs  n. 

me 

The  man  that  I  have  lusted  to  enjoy, 
I  have  had  him. thrice  in  Incubus  already. 
Alma.  Is  your  name  Goody  Hag  ? 
Hec.  Tis  aiiy  thing. 
Call  me  the  borrid*st  and  unliallowed  things 
That  life  and  nature  trembles  at,  for  thee 
I  '11  be  the  same.     Thou  com'st  for  a  k>v«^- 
charm  now  ? 
Aima.  Why,  thou  'rt  a  witch,  I  think. 
Hec.  Thou  shalt  have  choice  of  twenty,  wee, 

or  dry. 
Alma.  Nay,  let 's  have  dry  ones. 
Hec.  If  thou  wilt  use 't  by  way  of  cop  v»t* 
potion 
I  '11  give  thee  a  reinora  shall  bewitch  herstraigbt 
Alma.  A  remora  ?  Wliat  's  that  ? 
Hec.  A  little  suck-stone. 
Some  call  it  a  stalamprey,  a  small  fish. 
Alma..  And  must 't  be  buttered  ? 
Hec.  The  bones  ofa  green  frog  too:  woodiatta 
precious. 
The  flesh  consumed  1^  pismires. 
Alma.  Pismines?  give  me  a  chamber-pot. 
Fire.  You  shall  see  him  go  ni^h  to  be  soaa^ 
mannerly  be  'Jl  make  water  before  my  uiilitft 
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Alma,  And  now  you  talk  of  frogs,  I  have 
somewhat  here : 
r  come  not  empty  pocketted  from  a  banquet ; 
(I  learnt  that  of  my  Imberdasher^s  wife). 
Look,  goody  witch,  there 's  a  toad  in  marchpane 
for  yon. 

Hec,  Oh,  sir,  you  've  fitted  me. 

Alma.  And  here  's  a  spawn  or  two 
Of  the  same  paddock- brood  too,  for  your  son. 

Fire,  I  thank  your  worship,  sir ;  how  comes 
your  handkercher  so  sweetly  thus  bewrayed? 
sure  'tis  wet  sucket,  sir. 

Alma,  Tis  nothing  but  the  sirrup  the  toad  spit. 
Take  aN,  I  pr'ythee. 

Hec,  This  was  kindly  done,  sir. 
And  you  shall  sup  with  me  to-night  for  this. 

Alma,  How?  Sup  with  thee?  Dost  think  I  'II 
eat  fried  rats 
And  pickled  spiders  ? 


Hec,  No !  I  can  command,  sir, 
The  best  meat  i'  th'  whole  province  for  my 

friends, 
And  reverently  serv'd  in  too. 
Alma.  How  ? 
Hec,  In  good  fashion. 

Alma,  Let  me  but  see  that,  and  1 11  sup  with 
you. 
[Siecomures :  enter  a  Cat, playing  on  a 
JiddUy  and  Spirits  bringing  tit  meat. 
The  cat  and  fiddle  's  an  excellent  ordinary  t  you 
had  a  devil  ouce  in  a  fox-skin. 

Hec,  Ob,  I  have  him  still :  come  walk  with 

me,  sir.  [Exeunt, 

Fire,  How  apt  and  ready  is  a  drunkard  now 

to  reel  to  the  devil  I  Well,  I  '11  even  in,  and  see 

how  he  eats,  and  I  '11  be  banned  if  I  be  not  the 

fatter  of  the  twain  with  laughing  at  him.  [Exit, 


ACT  IL 


SCENE  L 
A  Hoom  in  Antonio*s  House, 
Enter  Antonio  and  G asp auo, 

Cos,  Good  sir,  whence  springs  this  sadness  ? 
Trust  me,  sir, 
Yoo  look  not  like  a  man  was  mslrried  yesterday. 
There  could  come  no  ill  tidings  since  last  night 
To  cause  this  discontent.    I  was  wont  to  kuow 

all 
Before  you  had  a  wife,  sir :  you  ne*er  found  me 
Without  those  parts  of  manhood,  trust  and  se- 
crecy. 
Ant,  I  will  not  tell  thee  this. 
Goi,  Not  your  true  servant,  sir  ? 
Am,  True !  you  '11  all  flout  according  to  your 
talent. 
The  best  a  man  can  keef^  of  you :  and  a  hell  'tis 
For  masters  to  pay  wages  to  be  laught  at. 
Give  order  that  two  cock^be4uMled  to  ielly. 
Goi,  How !  two  cocks  boiled  to  a  jelly  ? 
Ant.  Fetch  half  an  ounce  of  pearl.       [Exit, 
Gas,  This  is  a  cullyse 
For  a  consumption ;  and  I  hope  one  night 
Has  not  brought  you  to  need  the  cook  already, 
And  some  part  of  the  goldsmith :   what,  two 

trades 
In  four  and  twenty  hours,  and  less  time ! 
'Praj  heaven  the  surgeon  and  the  'pothicary 
Keep  out;  and  then  'tis  well.    Yoo  bad  better 

fortune. 
As  far  as  I  see,  with  your  strumpet  aojoomer. 
Your  little  four  nobles  a  week :  i  ne'er  knew  you 
Eat  one  |K>nado  all  the  time  you  've  kept  her. 
And  is  't  in  one  night  now  come  op  to  two  cock- 
broths? 
1  wonder  at  the  alteration  strangely. 


Enter  Frakcisca. 

Fran,  Good-morrow,  Gaspar. 

Gai,  Your  liearty  wishes,  mistress, 
And  your  sweet  dreams,  come  upon  you. 

Fran,  What 's  that,  sir  ? 

Gai,  In  a  ^od  husband;   that  's  my  real 
meaning. 

Fran,  Saw  you  ray  brother  lately  ? 

Gai,  Yes. 

Fran.  I  diet  him  now, 
As  sad  (raethouglit)  as  grief  could  make  a  man : 
Know  you  the  cause  ? 

Gas,  Not  I :  'I  know  nothing ; 
But  half  an  ounce  of  pearl  and  kitcheo-bosiness, 
Which  I  will  see  performed  with  all  fidelity. 
I'll  break  my  trust  in  nothing :  not  in  porridge  I. 

Fran,  I  have  the  hardest  fortune  I  think  of  a 
hundred  gentlewomen : 

Some  can  make  merry  with  a  friend  seven  year. 
And  nothing  seen ;  as  perfect  a  maid  still, 
(To  the  world's  knowledge,)  as  she  came  from 

rocking. 
But  'twas  my  luck  at  the  first  hour,  forsooth, 
To  prove  too  fruitful.    Sure  I'm  near  my  time. 
I'm  yet  but  a  young  scholar:  I  may  fail 
In  my  account;  but  certainly  I  do  not. 
These  bastards  come  upon  poor  venturing  gen- 
tlewomen 
Ten  to  one  fiuter  than  your  legitimate  children. 
If  I  had  been  married.  Til  be  hang'd  if  I  had 
been  with  child  so  soon  now.     When  thev  are 
our  husbands,  tliey  'II  be  whtpt  ere  they  'if  take 
such  pains  as  a  friend  will  do ;  to  come  by  water 
to  the  back-door  at  midnight ;  there  stay  perhaps 
an  hour  in  all  weathers,  with  a  pair  of  reeking 
watermen  laden  with  bottles  of  wine,  cbewiu. 
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and  cumin  t-CQsCards.  I  may  cnrse  those  egg-pies : 
tbey  are  meat  that  help  forward  too  fast.    This 
hath  been  asual  with  me  night  by  night,  (honesty 
foi^ve  roe !)  when  my  brother  has  been  dream- 
ing of  no  such  junket ;  yet  he  hath  fared  the 
better  for  my  sake,  thoucfa  he  Uttlc  tliink  for 
what,  por  most  be  ever.    My  friend  promised  roe 
To  provide  safely  for  me,  and  devise 
A  means  to  save  my  credit  liere  i*  th'  house : 
My  brother  sure  would  kill  me  if  he  knew  % 
And  powder  up  my  firiend,  and  all  his  kindred, 
For  an  East-Indian  voyage. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Imi.  Alone,  sister? 

Fran.  No,  there  's  another  with  me,  tlio*  you 

see  *t  not.  [Aside* 

Morrow,  sweet  sister,  how  have  you  slept  to 

night? 

Jtn,  More  than  I  thought  I  should :  I  have  had 

good  rest. 
Fran.  I  am  glad  to  hear  't. 
Im,  Sister,  tnethinks  you  are  too  lone  alone, 
And  lose  much  good  time  sociable  and  honest. 
Vm  for  the  married  life ;  I  must  praise  that  now. 
Fran.  1  cannot  blame  you,  sister,  to  com- 
mend it; 
You  Ve  happened  well,  noiioubt,  on  a  kind  hus- 

.  band. 
And  that 's  not  every  woman's  fortune,  sister. 
You  know,  if  he  were  any  but  my  brother. 
My  praises  should  not  leave  him  yet  so  soon. 

Isa.  I  must  acknowledge,  sister,  that  my  life 
Is  happily  bless'd  with  him :  he  is  no  gamester, 
That  ever  I  could  find,  or  hear  of  yet. 
Nor  midnight  surfeiter :  he  does  intend 
To  leave  tobacco  too. 

Fran.  Why,  here  's  a  husband ! 
Isa.  He  saw  it  did  ofifend  me,  and  swore  freely 
He'd. ne'er  take  pleasure  iu  a  toy  again 
That  should  displease  me.   Some  knights'  wives 

in  town 
Will  have  great  hope,  upon  his  reformation, 
To  bring  their  husbands'  breaths  into  th'  old 

fashion. 
And  make  them  kiss  like  Christians,  not  like 
Pagans. 
Fran.  1  promise  you,  sister,  'twill  be  a  worthy 
work, 
To  put  down  all  these  pipers ;  'tis  great  pity 
There  should  not  be  a  statute  against  them, 
As  against  fiddlers. 

Isa.  These  good  offices. 
If  you  had  a  husband,  you  might  esercise 
To  th'  good  o'  th'  commonwe^th  and  do  much 

profit. 
Beside,  it  is  a  comfort  to  a  woman 
To  have  children,  sister;  a  great  blessing  cer- 
tainly. 
Fran.  They  will  come  fiist  enough. 
Isa.  Not  so  fast  neither 
As  theyVe  still  welcome  to  an  honest  woman.    . 


JVon.  How  near  she  comes  to  me !  I  protest 
she  grates 
My  very  skin.  ^  [Asidel 

ha.  Were  I  concetred  with  child, 
Beshrew  my  heart,  1  should  be  proud  on  't. 
Fran.   Thut  's  natural.     Pride  is  a  kind  of 
swelling. 
But  yet  I  have  small  cause  to  be  proud  of  mine. 

[Aside. 
Isa.  You  are  no  good  companion  for  a  wile : 
Get  you  a  husband;  prythee,  sister,  do. 
That  I  may  ask  your  counsel  now  and  then : 
'Twill  mend  your  discourse  much.     You  maids 
know  nothing. 
Fran.  No ;  we  are  fools ;  but  commonly  we 
prove 
Quicker  mothers  than  you  that  have  husbands.* — 
I'm  sure  I  shall  else :  I  may  speak  for  one. 

[Aude. 
Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  1  will  not  look  upon  her. — I'll  pass  by 
And  make  as  tho'  I  see  her  not.  [Aude. 

Isa.  Why,  sir, 
'Pray  your  opinion,  by  the  way ;  with  leave,  sir, 
I'm  counselling  your  sister  here  to  marry. 
Ant.  To  marry?  Soft:  the  priest  is  not  at  lei* 
sure  yet : 
Some  five  years  hence.    Would  you  fain  marry, 
sister  ? 
Fran.  1  have  no  such  hunger  to  't,  sir;  for  I 
think 
I've  a  good  bit  that  well  may  stay  my  stomach. 
As  wen  as  any  that  broke  fast,  a  sinner. 
Ant.  Tho'  she  seem  tall  in  growth,  she  's  short 
in  years 
Of  some  that  seem  much  lower.    How  old,  sis- 
ter? 
Not  seventeen,  for  a  yard  of  lawn  ! 
Fran.  Not  yet,  sir. 
Ant,  I  told  you  so. 

Fran.  I  would  he  bad  laid  a  wager  of  old 
shirts  rather : 
I  shall  have  more  need  of  them  shortly ;  and  yet^ 
A  yard  of  lawn  will  serve  for  a  christening  doth; 
I  have  use  for  every  thing,  as  my  case  stands. 

[Aside. 
Isa.  1  care  not  if  I  try  my  voice  this  morning ; 
But  I  have  got  a  cold,  sir,  by  your  means. 
Ant.  1  'II  strive  to  mend  that  finult. 
Isa.  1  thank  you,  sir.  [^!ui^. 

SONG. 

In  a  psaiden  time  profest. 
Then  we  say  that  life  is  best : 
Tasting  once  the  married  life^ 
Then  we  only  praise  the  wife. 
There  '«  but  one  state  more  to  try. 
Which  makes  woomen  laugh  or  cry 
Widow,  widow :  of  these  three 
The  middle  *s  best,  and  that  give  me  I 
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Ant,  There 's  tby  reward.  [Kistei  her, 

ha,  I  will  not  grumble,  sir, 
Like  tome  musicians:  if  more  come,  'tis  welcome. 

Fran.  Such  tricks  have  made  me  do  all  that 
I  have  done. 
Your  kissing  married  folks  spoils  all  tlie  maids 
That  ever  live  i'  th'  house  with  'em. 

Enter  Aberzanes,  with  Servants. 

Oh,  here  he  comes 

With  his  bags  and  bottles.    He  was  bom  to  lead 
Poor  watermen,  and  I. 
Ab.  Go,  fellows,  into  th*  larder;  let  the  bake- 
meats 
Be  sorted  by  themselves. 
Ant.  Why,  sir? 

Ab,  Look  the  Canary  bottles  be  well  stopt, 
The  three  of  claret  shall  be  drunk  at  dinner. 
Ant.    My  good  sir,  youVe  too  plenteous  of 
these  courtesies ; 
Indeed  you  are :  forbear  *em,  I  beseech  ye. 
I  know  no  merit  in  me,  but  poor  love    . 
Aud  a  (rue  friend's  well-wishing,  that  can  cause 
This  kindness  in  excess.    1'  th'  state  that  I  am 
X  shall  go  near  to  kick  this  fellow  shortly, 
Aod  send  him  down  stairs  with  his  bag  and  bag- 
gage. 
Why  comes  he  now  I'm  married  ?  There  's  tlie 
point.  [Aside, 

I  pray  forbear  these  things. 
Ab.  Alas,  you  know,  sir. 
These  idle  toys,  which  you  call  courtesies, 
They  cost  me  nothing  but  my  servants'  travail. 
One  office  most  be  kmd,  sir,  to  anojther ; 
Yoo  know  the  fashion :  What!  the  gentlewoman 
Year  sister's  sad,  methinks. 
Ant.  I  know  no  cause  she  has. 
Tran.  Nor  shall  you  by  my  good  wiU.    What 
d'  you  mean,  sir  ? 
Shall  I  stay  here,  to  shame  myself  and  you? 
The  ti^le  may  be  to  night,  for  aught  you  know. 
[Aside  to  Aberzanes. 
Ab»  Peace !  There  's  means  wrought,  1  tell 

thee. 
JFrun,  Aye,  sir,  when  ?  -    .  .  - 

JEnter  Sebastian  disguis'd  as  a  Servant,  and  a 
Gentleman, 

Ant,  How  now !  what 's  he  ? 

Isa.  Oh,  this  is  the  man,  sir, 
I  entertain'd  this  morning  for  my  service; 
Please  you  to  give  your  liking. 

Ant,  Yes,  he  's  welcome, 
I  like  him   nut   amiss.     Thou  would'st  speak 

business ; 
WouWst  thou  not? 

Seb.  Yes;  hoay  it  please  you,  sir; 
There  is  a  geatleraan  from  the  northern  parts^ 
Hath  brought  a  letter,  as  it  seems,  in  haste. 

Ant.  From  whom  ? 

Gent.  Your  bonny-lady  mother,  sir. 

Ant,  You're  kindly  welcome,  sir.    How  doth 
she? 


Gent.  I  left  her  heale  varray  well,  sir. 

Ant.  [reads.]  *'  I  pray  send  your  sister  down 
with  all  speed  to  me.  I  hope  it  will  prove  much 
for  her  good  in  the  way  of  her  preferment :  fail 
me  not,  I  desire  you,  son;  nor  let  any  excuse  of 
her's  with-bold  her.  I  have  sent,  ready  furnished^ 
horse  and  man  for  her." 

Ab.  Now,  have  I  thought  upon  you? 

Fran,  Peace,  good  sir. 
You  're  worthy  of  a  kindness  another  time. 

Ant.  Her  will  shall  be  obeyed.    Sister,  pre- 
pare yourself; 
You  must  down  with  all  speed. 

Fran.  I  know  down  I  must ; 
And  good  speed  send  me. 

Ant,  "Tis  our  mother's  pleasure. 

Fran,  Good  sir,  write  back  again,  and  certify 
her 
I  'ra  at  my  heart's  wish  here.     I  'm  with  my 

friends. 
And  can  but  be  well,  say. 

Ant.  You  shall  pardon  roe,  sister: 
I  hold  it  no  wise  part  to  contradict  her. 
Nor  would  I  counsel  you  to  't. 

Fran,  Tis  so  uncouth 
Living  i'  th'  country,  now  I  'm  us'd  to  th'  city, 
That  I  shall  ne'er  endure  *t. 

Ab,  Perhaps,  forsooth, 
Tis  not  her  meaning  you  shall  live  there  long. 
I  do  not  think  but  after  a  month,  or  so, 
You  '11  be  sent  up  again :  that 's  my  conceit. 
However,  let  her  have  her  will. 

Ant,  Aye,  good  sir. 
Great  reason  'tis  she  should. 

Isa.  1  'm  sorry,  sister, 
'Tis  our  hard  fortune  thus  to  part  so  soon* 

Fran.  Tlie  sorrow  will  be  mine. 

Ant,  Please  you  walk  in,  sir ; 
We  '11  have  one  health  into  those  northern  parts, 
Tho'  I  be  sick  at  heart, 

'[Eaeeunt  Antonio  and  Isabella. 

Ab..  Aye,  sir,  a  deep  one. 
Which  you  shall  pledge  too. 

Fran.  You  shall  pardon  me : 
I  have  pledged  one  too  deep  already,  sir. 

Ab.  Peace !  all  's  provided  for :  thy  wine  's 

laid  in. 

Sugar  and  spice:  the  place  not  ten  miles  hence. 

What  cause  have  maids  now  to  complain  of  men, 

When  a  farm-house  can  make  all  whole  again  ? 

[Exeunt  Aberzanes  and  Francisca. 

Seb.  It  takes:  he's  not  content.    How  well 
she  bears  it  yet ! 
Hardly  myself  can  find  so  much  from  her 
That  am  acquainted  with  the  cold  disease* 
Oh,  honesty  's  a  rare  wealth  in  a  woman. 
It  knows  no  want,  at  least  will  express  none, 
Not  in  a  look.    Yet  I  *m  not  thoroughly  happy: 
His  ill  does  hie  no  good :  well  may  it  keep  me 
From  -open  rage,  and  madness  for  a  time. 
But  I  feel  heart's- grief  in  the  same  place  still. 
What  makes  the  greatest  torment 'roongst  lost 
'     SQulsl 
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Tis  not  so  mud)  the  horror  of  their  jminsy 

(Tho*  they  be  infinite,)  at  the  loas  of  joys. 

It  is  that  deprivation  is  the  mother 

Of  atl  the  groans  mi  hell ;  and,  here  on  earth 

s  Of  atl  the  redd-si^  in  the  hearts  of  lovers. 

8till  she 's  not  mine  that  can  be  no  man's  else^ 

Till  I  be  nothing,  if  relieion 

Have  the  same  strength  for  me  as 't  has  for  others. 

Holy  vows  witness  that  oar  souls  were  manied ! 

Enter  Gaspaeo  and  Lord  Governor. 

Gas,  Where  are  you,  sir?   Come,  pray  give 
your  atteitdance; 
Here  *s  my  lord  goternor  come. 

G(n7.  Where  's  our  eood  kindred  ? 
Not  stirring  yet,  I  think. 

Ota.  Yes,  good  my  lord : 
Please  you  walk  near. 

Om.  Come,  gentlemen,  we  '11  enter. 

iSe^.  I  ha'  done 't  upon  a  breach ;  this 's  a  less 
venture.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Gallery  of  the  Palace, 
Enter  Almachiloes. 

Alma,  What  a  mad  toy  took  me  to  sup  with 
witches ! 
Fy  of  all  drunken  homours !    By  this  hand 
I  could  (beat  myself  when  I  dunk  on  't.    And 

the  rascals 
Made  me  good  cheer  too;  and  to  my  under- 
standing then 
Ate  some  of  every  dish  and  spoiled  the  rest : 
But  coming  to  my  lodging,  I  remember 
I  was  as  hungry  as  a  tired  foot-post.**— 

[Pulhouttheckarm. 
What's  this?    Oh,  ^is  the  charm  her  hagship 

gave  roe 
For  my  duchess'  ohstiaate  woman :  round  about 
A  three-penny  silk  riband  of  three  colours. 
[Reads.]    "  Necte  tribui  nodU  temo8  Amoretta 

colores,^ 
Amoretta?  why  there 's  her  name  indeed* 
^  Necte  Amoretta,**    Again:  two  bouts, 
"  Nodo  et  Venerit  die  vincula  necti,*' 
Nay,  if  Veneris  be  one,  I  'm  sure  there 's  no  dead 

flesh  in  't. 
If  I  sfaoold  widertake  to  construe  this  now, 
I  should  make  a  fine  piece  of  work  of  it ; 
For  few  young  fgaUants  are  gtv'n  to  good  con- 
struction 
Of  any  thin^  (hardly  of  their  best  finends'  wives. 
Sisters^  or  nieces.)  Let  me  see  what  I  can  do 

now: 
*'  Ntete  tribui  imWm:"   Nick  of  the  tribe  of 

noddies, 
^'  Temos  colore$"  that  makes  tum'd  cokmrs, 


"  Nodo  et  Veneris,''  goes  to  his  venery  like  a 

noddy. 
"  Die  vinculo,'*  with  Dick  the  vintner's  boy. 
Here  were  a  sweet  charm  now,  if  this  were  the 

meaning  on  't, 
And  very  likely  to  overcome  an  honorable  g^n» 

tleman. 
The  whoreson  old  hell-cat  would  have  given  me 
the  brain  of  a  cat  once  in  my  handkerchief: — I 
bade  her  make  sauce  with 't  with  a  vengeance ! — 
and  a  little  bone  in  the  bethermostpart  of  a  wolf's 
tail :  I  bade  her  pick  her  teeth  with  *t,  with  a  pes- 
tilence ! 

Nay  this  is  somewhat  cleanly  yet  and  handsome ; 
A  coloured  riband !  a  fine  gentle  charm ; 
A  man  may  give  't  his  sister,  bis  brother's  wife 
Ordinarily. 

Enter  Amoretta. 

See,  here  she  comes,  luckily. 
Amor,  Bless*d  pow'rs !  what  secret  sin  have  I 
commiued. 
That  still  vott  send  this  punishment  upon  me  ? 
Abma.  Tis  but  a  gentle  punishment :  so  take 
it.  [Takes  koU(f  her. 

Amor,  Why,  sir,  what  mean  you  ?    Will  yoa 

ravish  me  ? 
Alma,  What!    In  the  gallery,  and  the  sun 
peep  in? 
There  's  ntter  time  and  place. — Tis  in  her  bo- 
som now.  [Aude, 
Amor,  Go;  you're  the  rudest  thing  e'er  came 

at  court. 
Ahna,  Well,  well;   I  hope  you  '11  tell  me 
another  tale 
Ere  you  be  two  hours  older.    A  rude  thtiv ! 
I  'U  make  you  eat  your  word ;  I  '11  make  afl  split 
else.  IRsU. 

Amor,  Nay :  now  I  think  on  *t  better,  I'm  to 
blame  too  ; 
There 's  not  a  sweeter  gentleman  in  court, 
Nobly  descended  too,  and  dances  well. 
Beshrew  my  heart,  I  '11  take  him  when  there 's 

time; 
He  will  be  catch'd  up  quickly.    The  dudiess 
says  [me 

She  's  some  employment  for  him,  and  has  sworn 
To  use  my  best  art  in 't.    Lifeofmyjovs, 
That  were  good  stuff!  I  will  not  trust  W  with 

him : 
I II  call  him  back  again :  he  must  not  keep 
Out  of  my  sight  so  long :  I  shall  grow  road  then. 

Enter  Duchess. 

Duch.  He  lives  not  now  to  see  to  morrow 
spent,  [in  \ 

If  this  means  take  effect,  as  there 's  no  bardoess 
Last  night  be  played  his  horrid  game  a^aio. 
Came  to  my  bedside  at  the  full  of  midoigfat. 


3  We  should  probably  read,  <  Of  all  tiie  4ghs  bred  in  the  bearto  of  lovers/ 
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And  in  his  band  that  ii&ud  feufvl  cap; 

Wak'd  me  and  fbrc'd  me  pledge  hira^  to  my 

trembline   . 
And  my  dead  father's  scorn :  that  wounds  my 

sight 
That  his  remembrance  shodld  be  raisM  in  spight. 
Bat  either  his  confosion^  or  mine,  ends  it.' 
Oh,  Arooretta !  hast  thou  met  him  yet  ? 
Speak,  wench,  hast  done  that  for  me  ? 
Amor,  What,  good  madam  ? 
Duch.  Destruction  to  my  hopes!   Dost  ask 
that  now  ? 
Didst  thou  not  swear  to  me^  out  of  thy  hate 
To  Almachildes,  thou  'dst  dissemble  him 
A  loving  entertainment,  and  a  meeting 
Where  I  should  work  my  will  ? 

Amor.  Good  madam,  pardon  me : 
A  loving  entertainment  I  do  protest 
Myself  to  give  him,  (with  all  speed  I  can  too.) 

[A$ide. 
But,  as  I  'm  yet  a  maid,  a  perfect  one, 
As  the  old  time  was  wont  to  aflfbrd,  when 
There  ^  were  few  tricks  and  little  cunning  stirring, 
I  can  dissemble  none  that  will  serve  your  turn ; 
He  must  have  ev'n  a  right  one,  and  a  plain  one. 
Duck,  Thou  mak'st  me  doubt  thy  health. 

Speak,  art  thou  well  ? 
Atnor.  Oh,  never  better.    If  he  wonld  make 
haste. 
And  come  back  quickly :  he  stays  now  too  long. 
[Aiide,    She  drops  the  charm, 
Duch,  Fm  quite  lost  in  this  woman. — What's 
thatfeU 
Oat  of  her  bosom  now  ?  some  love  token.  [Aside. 
Amor.  Nay,  I'll  say  that  for  him :  he  's  the 
uncivill'st  gentleman. 
And  every  way  des^rtless.  [Aside. 

Duch.  Who 's  that  now. 
She  discommends  so  fast?  [Aside, 

Amor,  I  could  not  love  him,  madam. 
Of  any  man  in  court. 

Duch.  What 's  be  now,  pr'y thee  ? 
Amor.  Who  should  it  be  but  Almachildes, 
madam  ? 
I  never  hated  man  so  deeply  yet. 
Duch.  As  Almachildes? 
Amor.  I  am  sick,  good  madam^ 
When  I  but  hear  him  nani'd. 

Duch.  How  is  this  possible  ? 
But  now  thou  said'st  thou  lov'dsthiro,  and  didst 

raise  him 
'Bove  all  the  court,  in  praises. 

Amor.  How  great  people 
May  sneak  their  pleasure,  madam !  But  surely  I 
Sbottla  think  the  worse  of  my  tongue  while  I 
liv'd  then. 
Duch.  No  longer  have  I  patience  to  forbear 
thee: 
Tfaoa  that  retain'st  an  envious  soul  to  goodness; 


He  is  a  gentleman  deserves  as  mock 

As  ever  fortune  ^ret  bestowed  on  man  t  : '  ' 

The  ^ory  and  prime  lustre  of  our  court ; 

Nor  can  there  any  butourself,  be  worthy  of  him'c 

And  take  you  notice  of  that  now  from  me : 

Say  you  have  warning  on  't :  if  yoo  did  love  him, 

You  must  not  now. 

Amor.  Let  your  grace  never  fear  it. 

DttcA.  Thy  name  is  Amoretta,  as  ours  if, 
T  has  made  me  love  and  trust  thee. 

Amor.  And  my  faithfulness 
Has  appeared  well  i'  th*  proof  still.    Has  't  not, 
madam? 

Duch.  But  if 't  fail  now,  ^tis  nothing. 

Atnor.  Then  it  shall  not. 
I  know  hell  not  be  long  from  fluttering 
About  this  place,  now  he  's  had  a  sight  of  me ; 
and  I'll  perform 


In  all  that  I  vow'd,  madam,  £MthfuUy« 
Dudt.  Then  am  I  blees'd,  both  in 
and  love, 
And  thou  shalt  taste  the  sweetness. 


revenge, 


Enter  Almachildes. 

Amor.  What  ^our  aims  be 
I  list  not  to  inquire :  all  I  desire 
Is  to  preserve  a  competent  honesty. 
Both  for  mme  own  and  his  use  that  shall  have 

me. 
Whose  luck  soever  it  be.  [  E^it  DuehesB, 

Ob,  he 's  return'd  already ; 
I  knew  be  would  not  fail. 

Alms.  It  works  by  this  time. 
Or  the  devil's  in  't  I  think :  I'll  ne'er  trust  witch 

else. 
Nor  sup  with  them  this  twelvemonth. 

Amor.  I  must  sooth  him  now  ; 
And  'tis  great  pain  t»do  't  against  one'sjatomach- 

Alma.  Now,  Amoretta, 

Amor.  Now  you  're  welcome,  sir. 
If  you'd  come  fuwavs  thus. 

Akna.  Oh !  am  I  so  ? 
Is  the  oase  altered  since  ? 

Amor.  If  you'd  be  ^  ruled, 
And  know  your  times,  'twere  somewhat,  a  great 

comfort 
las !  I  could  be  as  loving  and  as  venturoos 
As  any  woman,  (we  're  all  flesh  and  blood,  man ;) 
If  you  could  play  the  game  oat  modestly 
And  not  betray  your  hand.    I  must  have  care, 

sir; 
You  know  I  have  a  marriage-timeto  come. 
And  that  's  for  life.     Your  best  folks  will  be 

merry; 
But  look  to  the  main  chance,  (that  *s  reputation,) 
And  then  do  what  they  list. 

Alma.  Wilt  have  my  oath  ? 
By  the  sweet  health  of  youth,  I  will  be  careful 


♦  Old  Copy,  I 
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And  DCTer  prate  on 't;  nor,  like  a  cunning  ^snarer, 
Make  ihj  clipped  name  the  bird  to  call  in  others. 

Amor,  Wdl ;  yielding  then  to  such  conditions 
As  my  poor  bashfuiness  shall  require  from  yon, 
I  shall  yield  shortly  after. 

Alma,  I'll  consent  to  'em ; 
And  may  thy  sweet  humility  be  a  pattern 
For  all  proud  women  living. 

Amor»  They  're  beholding  to  you.     [Exeunt, 


SCENE  in. 

A  Farmhouse  in  the  Country, 

Enter  Aberzanks,  and  an  Old  Woman  with  a 
Child. 

Ab,  So,  so:  away  with  him.   I  love  to  get 'em, 

But  not  to  keep  'em.  Dost  thou  know  the  house  ? 

O,  Worn,  No  matter  for  the  house;  I  know 

the  porch. 

Ab,  There 's  six-pence  more  for  that.    Away, 

keep  close !  [Exit  Old  Woman, 

My  tailor  told  me  he  sent  away  a  maid-servant 

"Well  ballast  on  all  sides,  within  these  nine  days : 

His  wife  ne'er  dreamt  on  't:  gave  the  drab  ten 

pound^l, 
And  she  ne'er  troubled  him.    A  common  fashion 
He  told  me  'twas,  to  rid  away  a  scape. 
And  I  have  sent  him  this  for  't.     I  remember 
A  friend  of  mine  once  serv'd  a  prating  trades- 
man 
Jnst  on  this  fashion,  to  a  hair  in  troth. 
*TvB  a  good  ease  to  a  man.    You  can  swell  a 

maid  up 
And  rid  her  for  ten  pound ;  there 's  the  purse  back 

again, 
Whate'er  becomes  of  your  money  or  your  maid. 
This  comes  of  bragging  now.    It 's  well  for  the 

boy  too ; 
He  *11  get  an  excellent  trade  by  't;  and  on  Sun- 
days 
Go  like  a  gentleman  that  has  pawn'd  his  rapier. 
He  need  not  care  what  country-man  his  father 

was, 
Nor  what  his  mother  was  when  he  was  gotten. 
The  boy  will  do  well,  certain.     Give  him  grace 
To  have  a  quick  hand  and  convey  things  cleanly : 

Enter  Francisca. 

Twill  be  his  own  another  day. — Oh,  well  said : 
Art  almost  fumish'd  ?  There 's  such  a  toil  always 


To  set  a  woman  to  horse ;  a  mi^y  trouble. 
The  letter  came  to  your  brother's  hands  I  knotr 
On  Thursday  last  by  noon.    You  were  expected 

there 
Yesterday  night. 

Fran,  It  makes  the  better,  sir. 

Ab,  We  most  take  heed  we  ride  tfaro'  aU  the 
puddles 
Twixt  this  and  that  now,  that  yoar  safe-guard 

there 
May  be  most  properly  ^  dabbled. 

Fran,  Alas,  sir, 
I  never  mark'd  till  now ; — I  hate  myself— 
How  monstrous  thin  I  look  ! 

Ab,  Not  monstrous  neither: 
A  little  sharp  i*  th*  nose,  like  a  country  woodcock. 

Fran,  Fy»  fy  !  how  pale  I  am  I  I  shall  betray 
myself. 
I  would  you'd  box  me  well  and  bandsomdy 
To  get  me  into  colour. 

Ab.  Not  I;  pardon  me: 
That  let  a  husband  do,  when  he  has  married  you. 
A  friend  at  court  will  never  offer  that. 
Come,  how  much  spice  and  sugar  have  you  led 

now. 
At  this  poor  one  month's  voyage  ? 

Fran,  Sure  not  much,  sir; 
I  think  some  quarter  of  a  pound  of  sngar 
And  half  an  ounce  of  spice. 

Ab.  Here  's  no  sweet  charge ! 
And  there  was  thirty  pound,  good  weight  and 

true, 
Beside  what  my  man  stole  when  't  was  a-weigb- 

ing, 
And  that  was  three  pound  more ;  FU  speak  with 

til'  least. 
The  Rhenish  wine,  is 't  all  run  out  in  candles  too  ? 
Fran,  Do  you  ask  that,  sir?  Tis  of  a  week's 

departure. 
You  see  what  'tis  now  to  get  cliildreu,  sir. 

Enter  Boy, 

Boy,  Your  mares  are  ready  both,  sir. 

Ab,  Come,  we'll  up  then. 
Youth,  give  my  sister  a  straight  wand :   there  'ft 
two-pence. 

Boy,  I'll  give  her  a  fine  whip,  sir. 

Ab,  No,  no,  no ; 
Tho'  we  have  both  deserved  it. 

Boy,  Here  's  a  new  one. 

Ab,  Pr  ythee  talk  to  us  of  no  whips^  good  boj. 
My  heart  akes  when  I  see  'em.    Let's  away. 

[Exeu¥ii. 


<  Edit.  1778,  soarer. 
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SCENE  I.— Ravskn A. 

An  Apartment  of  the  Palace, 

Enter    the   Ducken,    leading   AliiAchildes 
bUndfold. 

Ahna.  This  you  that  was  a  maid }   How  are 

you  bom  • 
To  deceive  meii !  I  bad  thought  to  have  married 

you. 
I  had  been  finely  handled :  had  I  not  ? 
1 11  say  that  man  is  wise  ever  hereafter 
That  tries  his  wife  before  hand.    Tis  no  marvel 
You  should  profess  such  basbfulness,  to  blind  one. 
As  if  you  durst  not  look  a  roan  i*  tli'  face, 
Your  modesty  should  blush  so.     Why  do  you 

not  run. 
And  tell  the  duchess  now  ?    Go :  you  should  tell 

all. 
Let  her  know>  this  too:«^hy,  here  's  the  plagye 

now: 
Txa  hard  at  first  to  win  'em :  when  they  're  gotten 
There  's  no  wa  v  to  be  rid  on  'em ;  they  stick 
Jo  a  man  like  birdlime.    My  watch  's  out. 
Will  you  release  me  ?    I  Ml  release  myself  else. 
Jhtck,  Nay,  sure  I  '11  bring  you  to  vour  sight 

agam.  fllnbinds  his  eyes. 

Say,  thou  must  either  die,  or  kill  the  duke; 
For  one  of  them  thou  must  do. 
Alma,  How,  good  madam  f 
Jhich.  Thou  hast  thy  choice,  and  to  that  pur- 
pose, sir, 
I  have  giv'n  thee  knowledge  now  of  what  thou 

ha^ 
And  what  thou  must  do,  to  be  worthy  on 't : 
Yoo  must  not  think  to  come  by  such  a  fortune 
Witboat  desert ;  that  were  unreasonable. 
H«  that  *8  not  born  to  honour  must  not  look 
To  have  it  come  with  ease  to  him  :   he  must 

win  it. 
Take  but  into  thine  actions  wit  and  courage, 
That 's  all  we  ask  of  thee.    But  if  thro*  weakness 
Of  a  poor  spirit  thou  deniest  me  this, 
Think  but. how  thou  shah  die  (as  I  11  work 

means  for  't,) 
No  murderer  ever  like  thee :  for  I  purpose 
To  call  this  subtle  sinful  snare  of  mine 
An  act  of  force  from  thee.    Thou  'rt  proud  and 

youtliful : 
I  shall  be  believed.    Besides,  thy  wantonness 
Is  at  this  hour  in  question  'mongst  our  women. 
Which  will  make  ill  for  thee. 
Alma,  I  had  hard  chance. 
To  light  upon  this  pleasure  tha^  's  so  costly : 
Tis  not  content  with  what  a  man  can  do, 
And  give  him  breath,  but  seeks  to  have  that 

too. 
Ihtch,  Well,  take  thy  choice. 

VOL.  III. 


Alma,.  I  see  no  choice  in  %  madam ; 
For  'tis  all  death  methinks. 

Duch,  Thou'st  an  ill  sight  then. 
Of  a  young  man ;  'tis  death  if  thou  reiiise  it; 
And  say,  my  2eal  has  wam'd  thee.    But,  con- 

sentinfN 
Twill  be  new  life,  great  honour,  and  my  love. 
Which,  in  perpetual  bands,  I'll  fasten  to  thee. 

Alma,  How,  madam? 

Duch,  I'll  do  't  religiously. 
Make  thee  my  husband:  may  I  lose  all  sense 
Of  pleasure  in  life  else,  and  be  more  miserable 
Than  ever  creature  was ;  for  nothing  lives 
But  has  a  joy  in  somewhat. 

Alma.  Then  by  all 
The  hopeful  fortunes  of  a  young  man's  rising, 
I  will  perform  it,  madam. 

Duch,  There 's  a  pledge  then 
Of  a  duchess'  love  for  thee;  and  now  trust  me 
For  thy  most  happy  safety.    I  will  choose 
That  tune  shall  never  hurt  thee.    Wlien  a  man 
Shows  resolution,  and  there  's  worth  in  him, 
I  'U  have  a  care  of  him.    Part  now  for  this  time, 
But  still  be  near  about  us,  till  thou  canst 
Be  nearer,  that 's  ourself. 

Alma,  And  that  I  '11  venture  hard  for. 

Duch,  Oood  speed  to  thee  I  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  II. 

Antomio's  House* 

Enter  Gaspabo  and  Floeida« 

Flo,  Pr'ythee  be  careful  of  me;  very  careful 

■  now. 
Gas,  I  warrant  you :  he  that  cannot  be  bare- 
ful  of  a  queen  can  be  careful  of  nobody.    Tk 
every  man's  humour  that.    I  should  never  look 
to  a  wife  half  so  handsomely. 

Flo,  Oh,  sofUy,  sweet  sir,  should  your  mistress 
meet  me  now 
In  her  own  house,  I  were  undone  for  ever. 
Gas,  Never  fear  her :  she  's  at  her  prick-song 
close, 
There  's  all  the  joy  she  has,  or  takes  delight  in. 
Look,  here 's  tKe  garden-key ;  my  master  gave 

it  me. 
And  w  ill'd  me  to  be  careful.  Doubt  not  you  on 't. 
Flo»  Your  master  is  a  noble  complete  gentle- 
man, 
And  does  a  woman  all  the  right  tliat  may  be. 

Enter  Sebastian. 

Seb,  How  now  ?  What 's  she? 
Gas,  A  kind  of  doubtful  creature: 
I  '11  tell  thee  more  anon. 

[Exeunt  Gaspabo  and  Flobida. 
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Seb,  I  know  that  face 
To  be  a  strumpet's,  or  mine  eye  is  envions. 
And  would  fain  wub  it  so  where  I  wo«ld  have  it. 
I  faily  if  the  condition  of  this  fellow 
Wears  not  about  it  a  strong  sense  of  baseness. 
I  saw  her  oooe  before,  (fire  days  since  'tis,) 
And  the  same  wary  paudarous  diligence 
Was  then  bestowed  on  her.    She  came  altered 

then, 
And  more  indiniiig  to  the  city*tack. 
Whom  should  this  piece  of  transformation  visit 
After  the  common  courtesy  of  frailty 
In  our  house  here?  Surely  not  any  servant: 
They  are  not  kept  so  lusty,  she  so  low. 
I  'm  at  a  strange  stand.    Love  and  luck,  assist 

me! 
The  truth  I  shall  win  from  him.  by  false  play. 

Enter  Gasparo. 

He 's  now  returned.    Well,  sir,  as  you  were  lay- 

ing 
Go  forward  with  your  tale. 
Gas.  What?  I  know  nothing. 
Scb.  The  gentlewoman. 
Gat.  She  's  gone  out  at  the  back-door  now. 
Seb.  Then  farewell  she»  and  you,  if  that  be  all. 
Gas,  Come,  come :  thou  shalt  have  more.    I 
have  no  power 
To  lock  myself  up  from  thee. 
Sebn  So  methinks. 

Gas,  You  shall  not  think.    Trust  me,  sir,  you 
shall  not. 
Your  ear :  she 's  one  o'  th'  foiling  family, 
A  aueen  my  master  keeps;  she  lies  at  Rutnev's. 
Seb,  Is 't  possible  ?    I  thought  I  liad  seen  her 

somewhere. 
Gas.  I  tell  you  truth  sincerely.    She  's  been 
thrice  here 
By  stealth  within  these  ten  days,  and  departed 

still 
With  pleasure  and  with  thanks,  sir ;  'tis  her  luck. 
Surely  I  ibink,  if  ever  there  were  roan 
Bewitch'd  in  this  world,  'tis  my  master,  sirrah. 
Seb.  Think^st  thou  so,  Gaspar  ? 
Gas,  Oh,  sir,  too  apparent. 
Seb.  This  may  prove  happy:  'tis  the  likeliest 


That  fortune  yet  e*er  sbow*d  me.  [Aside. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Isa,  You  're  both  here  now, 
And  strangers  newlv  'lighted :  Where 's  your  at^ 
tendance? 
Seb.  I  know  what  makes  you  waspish.    A 
pox  on  't ! 
She  '11  every  dw  be  angry  now  at  nothing. 

[BUttuut  Sbbastiam  and  Gasparo. 
Isa.  I  '11  <»11  her  stranger  ever  in  my  heart. 
She 's  kiird  the  name  of  sister  thro' base  lust, 
And  fled  to  shifts.    Oh,  how  a  brother's  good 

thoughts 
May  be  beguird  in  woman !  Here  '&  a  letter. 
Found  in  her  absence,  reports  strangely  of  her, 


And  speaks  her  impudence.    She  has  undone 

herself, 
(I  could  not  hold  from  weepiu&  when  I  read  it,) 
Abus'd  her  brother's  house  and  hb  good  con€- 

dence. 
'Twas  done  not  like  herself.    I  blame  her  mnch : 
But  if  she  can  but  keep  it  from  his  knowledge, 
I  will  not  grieve  him  first :  it  shall  not  come 
By  my  means  to  his  heart. 

Enter  Gasparo. 

Now,  sir,  the  news? 

Gas.  You  caird  'em  strangers.    Tis  my  mas* 

ter's  sister,  madam. 
Isa,  Oh,  is  it  so  ?  she  's  welcome.    Who's 

come  with  her  ? 
Gas,  I  see  none  but  Aberzanes.  [£jril. 

Isa,  He  's  enough 
To  bring  a  woman  to  confusion 
More  than  a  wiser  roan,  or  a  far  greater. 
A  letter  came  last  week  to  her  brother's  hands 
To  make  way  for  her  coming  up  again 
After  her  shame  was  lighten'd;  and  she  writ 

there 
The  gentleman  her  mother  wish'd  her  to. 
Taking  a  violent  surfeit  at  a  wedding. 
Died  ere  she  came  to  see  him.    What  strange 

cunning 
Sin  helps  a  woman  to  ! 

Enter  Aberzahes  and  Francisca. 

Here  she  comes  now. 
Sister,  you  're  welcome  home  again. 
ProM.  Thanks,  sweet  sister. 
Isa,  You  've  had  gpod  speed. 
Fran.  What  savs  she?  ^Aside,"] — I  hare  made 
AH  the  be&t  speed  I  could. 
Isa,  I  well  believe  you. 
Sir,  we  *re  all  much  lieholding  to  yonr  kindness. 

Ab,  My  service,  madam,  to  a  eentiewonuuu 
I  took  a  bonny  mare  I  keep,  and  met  her 
Some  ten  mile  opt  of  town,  eleven,  I  think.  . 
Twas  at  the  stump  I  met  you,  I  remember. 
At  bottom  of  the  hill. 

Fran,  Twas  there  about,  sir. 

Ab.  Full  eleven  then,  by  the  rod,  if  they  were 

measur'd. 
Isa,  You  look  ill,  methinks :  Have  yoo  beea 
sick  of  late  ? 
Trothf  very  Ueak ;  doth  she  not  ?   How  tfatth 
you,  sir  ? 
Ab.  No,  no :  a  little  sharp  with  riding :  she's 

rid  sore. 

Fran.  I  ever  look  lean  afterajoumer,  siater: 

One  shall  do  that  has  travail'd,  travaiPu  hard. 

Ab.  Till  evening  I  commend  you  to  yoorBelves, 

ladies.  [JErif. 

Isa.  And  tbAt  's  best  trusting  to,  if  you  were 

hang^d^ 

Yon  'rje  well  acquainted  with  his  hand  went  o«t 
now  ? 
i\      Fran.  His  hand  ? 
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Isa,  I  8))eak  of  nothing  else.     I  think  *tis 

there.  [Showing  the  letter, 

Pleose  jou  to  look  upon  't ;  and  when  you  've 

^  done, 
If  you  did  weep,  it  could  not  be  amiss ; 
A  sign  yoQ  could  say  £race  after  a  full  meal. 
You  had  not  need  look  paler ;  yet  you  do. 
Twas  ill  done  to  abuse  yourself  and  us, 
To  wrong  so  good  a  brother,  and  the  thoughts 
That  we  both  held  of  you.    I  did  doubt  you  much 
Before  our  marriage :  but  then,  my  strangeness. 
And  better  hope  still,  kept  me  off  from  speaking. 
Yet  may  you  nnd  a  kind  and  peaceful  sister  of 

me. 
If  you  desist  here,  and  shake  hands  with  folly. 
Which  you  Ve  more  cause  to  do,  than  I  to  wish 

you. 
As  truly  as  I  bear  a  lore  to  goodness, 
Your  brother  knows  not  yet  on 't,  nor  shall  ever 
For  my  part,  so  )rou  leave  his  company. 
But  if  I  find  you  impudent  in  sinnmg, 
I  will  not  keep 't  an  hour ;  nay ,  prove  your  enemy ; 
And  you  know  who  will  aia  me.     As  you  *ve 

goodness. 
You  may  make  use  of  this :  1 11  leave  it  with 
you.  [Exit, 

Fran.  Here 's  a  sweet  churching  after  a  wo- 
man's labour,  [devil 
And  a  fine  "  give  you  joy."    Why,  where  the 
Lay  you  to  be  found  out?  The  sudden  hurry 
Of  hastening  to  prevent  shame,  brought  shame 

forth. 
That 's  still  the  curse  of  all  lascivious  stuff: 
Misdeeds  could  never  yet  be  wary  enough. 
Now  roust  I  stand  in  fear  of  every  look7[secret  ? 
Nay,  tremble  at  a  whisper.    She  can  keep  it 
That 's  very  likely,  and  a  woman  too ! 
I  'm  sure  I  could  not  do  't ;  and  I  am  made 
As  well  as  she  can  be  for  any  purpose. 
rr  would  never  stay  with  me  two  days ;  I  have 

cast  it. 
The  third  would  be  a  terrible  sick  day  with  me, 
Not  possible  to  bear  it.    $ho6ld  I  then 
Trust  to  her  strength  in  *t,  that  lies  every  night 
^^hispering  the  day*snewsin  her  husband's  earf 
No  ;  and  l*ve  thought  upon  the  means.   filessM 

fortune ! 
I  must  be  quiet  with  her  in  the  same  fiishion, 
Or  else  'tis  nothing :  there  's  no  way  like  it. 
To  bring  her  honesty  into  question  cunningly. 
IVf  y  brother  will  believe  small  likelihoods. 
Coming  from  me  too.    I  lying  now  i*  th'  house, 
fiff  Ajr  work  thingfi  to  my  will,  beyond  conceit  too. 
Disgrace  her  first :  her  tale  will  ne'er  be  heard. 
I  leam'd  Chat  counsel  first  of  a  sound  ^uard. 
I  do  suspect  Caspar,  my  brother's  squire  there, 
}f ad  some  hand  in  this  mischief:  for  he 's  cun- 
ning; 
And  I  perhaps  may  fit  him. 

Emt€r  AnTOKio. 

^fif.  Your  sister  told  me 
Yoa  vrere  come.    Thou  'rt  welcome. 


Fran.  Where  is  she? 
Ant.  Who?  My  wifie? 
Fran.  Aye,  sir. 
Ant.  Within. 

Fran.  Not  within  hearings  think  yon  ? 
Ant.  Within  hearing  ? 
What 's  thy  conceit  in  that  ?  Why  shak'st  thy 

head  so? 
And  look'st  so  pale  and  poorly  ? 

Fran.  I  'm  a  fool  indeed 
To  take  such  grief  for  others,  for  your  fortune, 
sir. 
Ant,  My  fortune?  Worse  things  yet?  Fare- 

wel  lite  then ! 
Fran.  I  fear  you  're  much  deceived,  sir,  in 

this  woman. 
Ant.  Who  ?  In  my  wife  ?  Speak  low :  come 

hither;  softly,  sister. 
Fran.    I  love  her  as  a  woman  you  made 
choice  of: 
But  when  she  wrongs  yon,  natural  love  is  touch'd, 

brother ; 
And  that  will  speak,  you  know. 
Ant.  I  trust  it  will. 

Fran,  I  held  a  shrewd  suspicion  of  her  light* 
ness 
At  first,  when  I  went  down;  wluch  made  me 

haste  the  sooner. 
But  more,  to  make  amends,  at  my  return  now, 
I  found  apparent  signs. 
Ant.  Apparent,  say'st  thou  ? 
Fran,  Aye,  and  of  base  lust  too :  that  makes 

th'  afiaiction. 
Ant,  There  has  been  villainy  wrought  upon 
me  theu ; 
Tis  too  plain  now. 

Fran.  Happy  are  they,  I  say  still, 
That  have  their  sisters  livine  i'  th'  bouse  with  *em. 
Their  mothers,  or  some  kindred :  a  great  comfort 
To  all  poor  married  men.    It  is  not  possible 
A  young  wife  can  abuse  a  husband  then  : 
Tis  found  straight.    But  swear  service  to  this^ 
brother. 
Ant.  To  this  and  all  thou  wilt  have. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Fran.  Then  this  follows,  sir.    \Thev  whisp  f' 

Ant.  I  praise  thy  counsel  wet).    I  '11  put 
in  use  straight.         [£xiV  Francisc  * 
See,  where  she  comes  herself.     Kind,  hone 

lady; 
I  most  now  borrow  a  whole  fortnight  leave  qf 
thee. 

Isa,  How,  sir  ?  A  fortnight  ? 

Ant.  It  may  be  but  ten  days;  I  know  i(^  yet, 
Tis  business  K>r  the  state,  and  't  m^ist  be  done. 

ha.  I  wish  good  speed  to  *t  tl^en. 

Ant.  Why,  that  was  well  spoke. 
I  Ml  take  but  a  foot>boy  :  I  need  no  more. 
The  rest  I  '11  leave  at  opme,  tq  do  you  service. 

Isa,  Use  your  own  ple^re,  sir. 

Ant.  Till  my  jretur^ 
You  '11  be  good  CQippany,  my  sister  and  you. 
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Isa.  We  shall  make  shift,  sir. 
Ant,  I  *ro  glad  now  the  *9  come ; 
And  80  the  wishes  of  my  love  to  both  !     [Exit' 
Isa,  And  oar  good  prayers  with  you^  sir. 

Emter  Sebastiait. 

Seb,  Now  toy  fortune  ! 

By  your  kind  favour,  madam. 

Ita.  With  me,  sir  ? 

Seb.  The  words  shall  not  be  many;  but  the 
faithfulness 
And  true  respect  that  is  included  in  'em. 
Is  worthy  your  attention ;  and  ipay  pc^t  upon  me 
The  fair  repute  of  a  just  honest  servant. 

Ita.  What  's  here  to  do,  sir,  there  '9  such 
great  preparation  toward  f 

Seb.  In  brief,  that  goodness  in  you  is  a|)us*d, 
madam ; 
Yon  have  the  married  life,  but  'tis  a  strumpet 
That  has  the  joy  on  't,  and  the  fruitfulness : 
There  goes  away  your  comfort. 

Isa.  flow  ?  A  strumpet  ? 

Seb.  Of  five  years'  cost  and  upwards :  a  dear 
mischief. 
As  they  are  all  of  'em.    His  fortnight's  journey 
Is  to  that  country.     If  it  be  not  rudeness 
To  speak  the  truth,  I  have  found  it  all  out, 
madam. 

Isa.  Thou  'st  found  out  thine  own  roin ;  for, 
to  my  knowledge, 
Thou  dost  belie  him  basely.    I  dare  swear 
He  is  a  gentleman  as  free  from  that  folly 
As  ever  took  religions  life  upon  him. 

Sfb.  Be  not  too  poufident  to  your  own  abase, 
madam. 
Since  I  've  begun  the  truth,  neither  your  frowns, 
The  only  curses  that  I  have  on  earth, 
(Because  my  means  depend  upon  your  service,) 
Nor  all  the  execration  of  roan  's  funr 
Sliall  put  me  off.    Tho*  I  be  poor,  I 'm  honest. 
And  too  just  in  this  business.    I  perceive  now 
Too  much  respect  and  faithfulness  to  ladies 
May  be  a  wrong  to  servants. 

fsa.  Art  thou  yet 
So  impudent  to  stand  in  'tf 

SebJ  Are  vou  yet  so  cold,  madam. 
In  the  belief  on  \i   There  my  wonder 's  fixt, 
Having  snch  blessed  health  and  youth  about  yon, 
Which  makes  the  injury  mighty. 

Isa,  Why  I  tell  thee 
It  were  too  great  a  fortune  for  thy  lowness 
To  find  out  such  a  thing;  thou  dost  not  look 
As  if  thou  'rt  made  rar  *t.    By  the  precious 

sweets  of  love 
I  wonld  give  half  my  wealth  for  snch  a  bargain. 
And  thins  't  were  bought  too  cheap :  thou  canst 

not  guess 
Thy  means  and  happiness,  should  I  find  this  true. 
First,  I  'd  prefer  thee  to  the  lord,  my  uncle : 
He 's  governor  of  Ravenna :  all  the  advancements 
r  tti*  kingdom  fiow  from  him.    What  need  I 

boast  that 
Which  common  fame  can  teacb  thee? 


Seb,  Then  thns,  madam, 
Since  I  presume  now  on  your  height  of  spirit, 
And  your  regard  to  your  own  youth  and  fruit- 
fulness, 
(Which  every  woman  naturally  loves  and  covets,) 
Accept  but  of  my  labour,  in  direcdoDs,      [right 
You  shall  find  both  your  wrongs,  (which  you  may 
At  your  own  pleasure,)  yet  not  miss'd  to  night 
Here  in  the  house  neither:  None  shall  take 

notice 
Of  any  absence  in  you,  as  I  'vo  thought  on  't 
Isa,  Do  this,  and  take  ray  praise  and  thanks 

for  ever. 
Seb.  As  I  deserve,  I  with  'em  ;  and  will  serve 
you.  lExaaU. 

SCENE  III. 

The  Witches'  Habitation. 

Enter  Heccate,  SrADLfir,  Hoppo,  and  other 
Witches. 

Hec  The  moou  's  a  ga|(ant;  see  how  brisk 
she  rides! 

Stad.  Here  's  a  Hph  evening,  Heccat. 

Hec,  A^e,  is 't  not,  wenches. 
To  take  ajoumev  of  five  thousand  mile^? 

Hop.  Our's  will  be  more  ^  night. 

Hec,  Oh,  't  will  be  preciouff.  Heard  ypa  the 
owl  yet? 

Stad,  Briefly  in  the  copse^i 
As  we  came  thro'  now. 

Hec,  Tis  high  time  for  us  then. 

Stad.  There  was  a  bat  hung  at  my  lips  fhree 
times 
As  we  came  thro'  the  woods,  and  drank  bet  fill : 
Old  Puckle  saw  her. 

Hec.  You  are  fortunate  still. 
The  very  scrirch  owl  lights  upon  your  shoulder. 
And  woos  you  like  a  pidgeon.  Are  you  fumisfaed? 
Have  you  your  ointments  ? 

Stad.  All. 

Hec.  Prepare  to  flight  then : 
I  'II  overtake  you  swiltly* 

Stad,  Hye  then,  Heccat  1 
We  shall  be  up  betimes. 

Hec.  I  *11  reach  you  quickly.     [7^  aicend. 

Enter  Firestone. 

Fire.  They  are  all  going  a  birding  to  night. 
They  talk  of  fowls  i*  th'  air,  that  fly  by  day,  I  'm 
sure  they  '11  be  a  company  of  fool  sluts  tliere  to- 
night. If  we  have  not  mortality  affeared.  111 
be  hang'd,  for  they  are  able  to  putrify  it,  to  in- 
fect a  whole  region.    She  spies  me  now. 

Hec.  What,  Firestone,  our  sweet  son  ? 

Fire.  A  litUe  sweeter  than  some  of  yon ;  or  a 
dunghill  were  too  sood  for  me. 

Hec.  How  much  hast  there  ? 

Fire,  Nineteen,  and  all  brave  plump  ones; 
besides  six  lizards,  and  three  serpentine  eup- 

Hec*  Dear  and  sweet  boy  !  What  heft«  iMit 
tboo? 
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Fire.  I  have  some  mar-martin^  and  man- 
dragon. 
Hee^  Marmaridn,    and    mandragora^    thou 

would'st  say. 
Fire,  Here 's  pannax  too.    I  thank  thee ;  my 
pan  akesy  I  am  sure,  with  kneeling  down  to  cut 
'em. 

Hec.  And  selago, 
Uedge-hissop  tool    How  near  be  goes  my  cut- 
tings ! 
Were  they  all  cropt  by  moonlight  ? 

Fire.  Every  blade  of  *ero,  or  I  am  a  moon- 

^f,  mother. 
Hec.  Hie  thee  home  with  'em. 
Look  well  to  tb*  house  to  qight :  I  'm  for  aloft. 

Fire.  Aloft,  quoth  you  ?  I  would  you  would 
break  your  neck  once,  tlmt  I  might  have  all 
quickly.  [Aiide.] — ^Hark,  hark,  mother  !  They 
are  abK>ye  the  steeple  already,  flying  over  your 
bead  with  a  noise  of  musicians. 

Mec.  They  are  indeed.    Help  me !  Help  me ! 
I  'm  too  late  else. 

SONG. 

[In  the  air  t^bofve.'] 

Come  away,  come  away  I 
Heccat,  Heccat,  come  away ! 
Hec,  I  come,  I  come,  I  come,  I  come, 
With  all  the  speed  I  may ; 
With  all  the  speed  I  may. 
Where  's  StadUu  ? 

[Above.]  Here. 

Hec.  Where  's  Puckle? 

[Above.]  Here:  . 

And  Hoppo  too,  and  Hellwain  too : 
We  lack  but  you,  we  lack  but  you. 


Come  away,  make  up  the  count ! 
Hec.  I  will  but  'noint,  arid  then  I  mount. 

A  Spirit  dacends  in  the  tlutpe  qfa  Cat. 

[Above.]  There 's  one  come  down  to  fetch  his 
dues; 
A  kiss,  a  coll,  a  sip  of  blood : 
And  why  thou  stay'st  so  long,  I  muse,  I 

muse 
Since  th*  air  ^s  so  sweet  and.good  } 
Hec,  Oh,  arc  thou  come. 

What  news,  what  news  ? 
Spirit.  All  ^oes  still  to  our  delight. 
Either  come,  or  else 
Refuse,  refuse. 
Hec.  Now  I  am  furnish*d  for  the  flight. 
Fire.  Hark,  hark !  llie  cat  sings  a  brave  tr^ 
ble  in  her  own  Innguage. 

Hec.   [Ascending  with  the  Spirit,]    Now  I 
^o,  now  1  fly, 
Malkin,  my  sweet  spirit,  and  L 
Oh,  what  dainty  pleasure  'tis 
To  ride  in  the  air 
When  the  moon  shines  fair. 
And  sing,  and  dance,  and  toy,  and  kiss ! 
Over  woods,  high  rocks,  and  mountains. 
Over  seas  our  mistress'  fountains, 
Over  steep  towers  and  turrets 
We  fly  by  night,  'mongst  troops  of  spirits. 
No  ring  of  bells  to  our  ears  sounds, 
No  howls  pf  wolves,  no  yelp  of  hounds ; 
No.nwt  ihe  noise  of  water*s  breach,' 
Or  cannon's  roar,  our  height  can  reach. 
[Above.]  No  ring  of  belts,  &c. 
Fire.  Well,  mother,  I  thank  ^ou   for  your 
kindness.    You  must  be  gambolhng  i*  th'  air, 
and  leave  me  here  like  a  fool  and  a  mortal/  [Exit. 


ACT  IV, 


SCENE  T. 

A  Rooom  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Alkachildes. 

.  Alma.  Though  the  fates  have  endued  me  with  a 
prettv  kind  of  lightness,  that  I  can  laugh  at  the 
world  in  a  corner  on  't ;  and  can  make  myself 
merry  on  fasting  nights  to  mb  out  a  supper, 
(which  were  a  precious  quality  in  a  youo^  formal 
student,)  yet  let  the  world  know  there  is  some 
difference  betwixt  my  jovial  condition,  and  the 
lunary  state  of  madness.  I  am  not  quite  out  of 
my  wits.  I  know  a  bawd  from  an  aquavits 
shop,  a  strumpet  from  wild-flre,  and  a  beadle 
from  brimstone.  Now  shall  I  try  the  honesty  of 
a  great  woman  sonndly.  She  reckoning  the 
duke 's  made  awav,  I  Ml  be  hang'd  if  I  be  not 
the  next  now.  If  I  trust  her  as  she  's  a  woman, 
let  one  of  her  long  hairs  wind  about  my  heart, 
and  be  the  end  of  me :  which  were  a  piteous  la- 


mentable tragedy,  and  might  be  entitled,  *  A 

fair  warning  tor  all  hair-bracelets.' 

Already  there  's  an  insurrection 

Among  the  people :  they  are  up  in  arms. 

Not  out  of  any  reason,  but  their  wills. 

Which  are  in  them  their  saints;  sweating  and 

swearing. 
Out  of  their  zeul  to  rudeness,  that  no  stranger. 
As  they  term  her,  shall  govern  over  them,  [flrsf. 
They  say  they'll  raise  a  duke  among  themselves 

Enter  Ducheu, 

Duch.  Oh,  Almachildes,  I  perceive  already 
Our  loves  are  bom  to  curses.     We  *re  beset 
By  multitudes ;  and,  which  is  worse,  I  fear  me 
Unfiriended  too  of  any.    My  chief  care 
Is  for  thy  sweet  youth's  safety. 

Alma.  He  that  believes  yon  not 
Goes  the  rieht  way  to  heaven,  o'  my  conscience. 

Duch.  There  is  no  trusting  of  'em :  they  are 
all  as  barren 
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In  pity  as  in  fuith.  He  that  puts  confidence 
In  them,  dies  openlj  to  the  si^bt  of  all  men, 
Not  with  his  friends  and  neighbours  in  peace 

private ; 
But  as  his  shame,  so  his  cold  farewel  is, 
Public  and  full  of  noise.    But  keep  yon  close, 

sir, 
Not  seen  of  any,  till  I  see  the  way 
Plain  for  your  safety.     I  expect  the  coining 
Of  the  lord  governor,  whom  I  will  flatter 
With  fair  entreaties,  to  appease  their  wildness; 
And,  before  him,  take  a  ^reat  grief  upon  me 
For  the  doke's  death,  his  strange  and  sudden 

loss; 
And  when  a  quiet  comes,  expect  thy  joys. 

Alma.  I  do  expect  now  to  be  made  away 
Twixt  this  and  Tuesday  night:  ifl  live  Wed- 
nesday, 
Say  I  have  been  careful,*  and  shunn'd  spoon- 
meat.  [Exit. 
Duck,  This  fellow  lives  too  long  after  the  deed : 
I  am  weary  of  his  sight :  he  must  die  quickly, 
Or  Tve  small  hope  of  safety.     My  great  aim  is 
At  the  lord  governor's  love :  he  is  a  spirit 
Can  sway  and  countenance,  these  obey  and 

crouch. 
My  gailtiness  had  need  of  such  a  roaster. 
That  with  a  beck  can  suppress  multitudes. 
And  dim  misdeeds,  with  radiance  of  his  glory. 
Not  to  be  seen  with  dazzled  popular  eyes. 

Enter  the  Lord  Goverimr, 

And  here  behold  him  come. 

Gov,  [Speaking  within.'^  Return  back  to  'em, 
Say  we  desire  'em  to  be  fnends  of  peace 
Till  they  hear  farther  from  us. 

Duen.  Oh,  my  lord, 
I  fly  unto  the  pity  of  your  nobleness, 
The  grieredst  lady  that  was  e'er  beset 
With  storms  of  sorrows,  or  wild  rage  of  people. 
Never  was  woman's  grief  for  loss  of  lonl 
Dearer  than  mine  to  me. 

G(fv,  There  's  no  right  done 
To  him  now,  madam,  by  wrong  done  to  yourself; 
Your  own  good  wisdom  may  instruct  you  so  far : 
And  for  the  people's  tumult,  (which  Ofl  grows 
From  liberty,  or  rankness  of  long  peace,) 
I'll  labour  to  restrain,  as  Fve  begun,  madam. 

Dueh,  My  thanks  and  praises  shall  ne'er  for- 
get you,  sir; 
And,  in  time  to  come,  my  love. 

Gov.  Your  love,  sweet  madam  ? 
You  make  my  joys  too  happy.    I  did  covet 
To  he  the  fortunate  man  that  blessing  visits. 
Which  I'll  esteem  the  crown,  and  fulfrewanl 
Of  service  present,  and  deserts  to  come. 
it  is  a  happiness  I  HI  be  bold  to  sue  for 
When  I  have  set  a  calm  upon  these  spirits 
That  now  are  up  for  ruin. 

Duck,  Sir,  my  wishes 
Are  so  well  met  in  your's,  so  fairly  answer'd 
And  nobly  recompenced,  it  makes  me  suff*er 
fn  those  extremes  that  few  have  ever  felt; 


To  bold  two  passions  in  one  heart  at  once^ 
Of  gladness,  and  of  sorrow. 

Goo,  Then  as  the  olive 
Is  the  meek  ensign  of  fiiir  fruitful  peace, 
So  is  this  kiss  of  your's. 

Duch,  Love's  pow'r  be  with  you,  sir. 
Gov.  [Ande,]  How  she 's  betrayed  her !  May 
I  breathe  no  longer 
Than  to  do  virtue  service,  and  bring  forth 
The  fruits  of  noble  tlioughts,  honest  and  loyal. 
This  will  be  worth  tfa'  o^rving ;  and  1 11  do  "U 

[Exit, 

Duck.  What  a  sure  happiness  confirms  joy 

to  me. 

Now  in  the  times  of  m^  most  imminent  dangen^ 

I  look'd  for  ruin ;  and  mcrease  of  honour 

Meets  me  auspiciously.     But  my  hopes  are 

clogg'd  now 
With  an  unworthy  weight:  there  '•  the  misfoj^ 

tune. 
What  course  sbaU  I  take  now  with  this  young 

man? 
For  he  must  be  no  hindrance.    I  have  thought 

on  't: 
I  '11  take  some  wttdi's  counsel  for  his  end. 
That  will  be  sur'st.  Mischief  is  miscbieTs  firieod. 

[ExU. 

SCENE  n. 

Ferhakdo's  House. 

Enter  Sebastian  and  FsmRAKBO. 

Seb.  If  ever  you  knew  force  of  love  in  life,  sir, 
Give  to  mine  pitv. 

Fer.  You  do  ill  to  doubt  me. 
Seb.  I  could  make  bold  with  no  friend  seem- 
lier 
Than  with  yourself,  because  you  were  in  presence 
At  our  vow-making. 

Fer.  I  'm  a  witness  to  't.  [tng 

Seb.  Then  you  best  understand  of  all  men  liv- 

This  is  no  wrong  I  offer,  no  abuse 

Either  to  faith  or  friendship ;  for  we  're  register'd 

Husband  and  wife  in  heaven,  tho'  there  wants 

that 
Which  ofien  keeps  licentious  man  in  awe 
From  starting  from  their  wedlocks,  the  kn^ 

pubnc. 
Tis  in  our  souls  knit  fast;  and  how  more  pre- 
cious 
The  soul  is  than  the  body,  so  much  judge 
The  sacred  and  celestial  tie  within  us. 
More  than  the  outward  form,  which  calls  but 

witness 
Here  upon  earth,  to  what  b  done  in  heaven : 
Tho'  I  must  needs  confess  the  least  is  honorable; 
As  an  ambassador  sent  from  a  kins 
Has  honor  by  th'  employment,  yet  there 's  greater 
Dwells  in  the  king  that  sent  bim:  so  in  this. 
Fer.  I  approve  all  yo«  speak ;  and  will  ap« 
pear  to  you 
A  faithful  pitying  friend. 
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Enter  Florida. 

Seh.  Look,  there  b  she,  sir. 
One  Eood  for  nothing  but  to  make  use  of; 
And  I  'm  constrained  to  emploj  her  to  make  all 

things 
Plain,  easy,  and  probable :  for  when  she  comes 
And  finds  one  here  that  claims  him,  as  I  Ve 

taught 
Both  this  to  do  't,  and  he  to  compound  with  her, 
Twill  stir  belief  the  more  of  such  a  business. 
Fer.  I  praise  the  carriage  well. 
Seb.  Hark  jou,  sweet  mistress ; 
I  shall  do  you  a  simple  turn  in  this; 
For  she  disgrac'd  thus,  yon  are  op  in  favour 
For  ever»  with  her  husband. 
Flo,  That 's  my  hope,  sir, 
I  would  not  take  the  pains  else.    Have  you  the 

keys 
Of  the  garden-side,  that  I  may  get  betimes  in, 
Closely,  and  take  her  lodcingr 

Seb.  Yes,  I  have  thought  upon  you : 
Here  be  the  keys. 

Flo.  Marry,  and  thanks,  sweet  sir. 
Set  me  to  work  so  still. 

Seb,  Your  jovs  are  fiUse  ones,  [Aside, 

You  're  like  to  lie  alone.    You  *11  be  deceiv'd 
<y  th'  bed-fellow  you  look  for;  else  my  purpose 
Were  in  an  ill  case:   be  's  on  his  fortnight's 

journey. 
You  'U  find  cold  comfort  there.  A  dream  will  be 
Even  the  best  market  you  can  make  to  niglit. — 
She  'U  not  be  long  now :  you  may  lose  no  time 

neither. 
If  she  but  take  you  at  the  door,  'tis  enough. 
When  a  suspect  dotli  catch  once,  it  bums  mainly. 
There  may  you  end  your  business,  and  as  cun- 
ningly 
As  if  you  were  i'  th'  chamber,  if  you  please 
To  use  but  the  same  art. 

Flo,  What  need  you  urge  that 
Which  comes  so  naturally  1  cannot  miss  on 't  ? 
What  makes  the  devil  so  greedy  of  a  soul 
But  'cause  he  has  lost  his  own,  to  all  joys  lost? 
So  'tis  our  trade  to  set  snares  for  other  women 
^Cftuse  we  were  once  caught  ourselves.     [Exit, 

Seb,  A  sweet  allusion : 
flelland  a  whore  it  seems  are  partners  then 
In  one  ambition  :  yet  thou  'rt  here  deceiv'd 

now. 
Thou  canst  set  none  to  hurt,  or  wrong  Iter  ho- 
nour; 
It  rather  makes  it  perfect.    Best  of  friends 
That  ever  love's  extremities  were  bless'd  with, 
I   feel  mine  arms    with   thee  ;    and  call  my 

peace 
The  o&pring  of  thy  friendship.    I  will  think 
This  night  my  wedding-night;  and  with  a  joy 
As  reverend  as  religion  can  make  man's, 
I  will  embrace  this  blessing.    Honest  actions 
Are  laws  unto  tliemselves,  and  that  good  fear 
Which  is  in  others  forc'd  urows  kindly  there. 

iKnocking  at  the  door. 


Fer.  Hark,  hark !  one  kno<^.     Away,  sir :  * 
'tis  she  certainly ; 
It  sounds  much  like  a  jealous  woman's  'larum. 
[Exit  Sebastian. 

Enter  Isabella. 

ha.  By  your  leave,  sir. 

Fer,  You  're  welcome,  gentlewoman. 

ha.  Our  ladyship  then  stands  us  in  no  stead 

now.  [Atide, 

One  word  in  private,  sir.  [Whtpert, 

Fer,  No,  surely  forsooth, 
Then^  'a  no  such  here,  you  havemistook  the  boose. 

Jja.  Ob,  sir,  that  have  I  not.  Excuse  me  there; 
I  come  not  with  such  ignorance :  think  not  so, 

sir. 
'Twas  told  me  at  the  entering  of  your  house  hero 
By  one  that  knows  him  too  well. 

Fer,  Who  should  that  be? 

ha.  Nay,  sir,  betraying  is  not  my  profession ; 
But  here  I  know  he  is ;  and  I  presume 
He  would  dve  me  admittance,  if  he  knew  on  \ 
As  one  on°s  nearest  firiends. 

Fer,  You  're  not  his  wife,  fi>rsooth  ? 

I$a,  Yes,  by  my  faith,  am  I. 

Fer,  'Cry  you  mercv  then  lady. 

isa.  She  goes  here  by  the  name  on  's  wife : 
good  stuff! 
But  the  bold  strumpet  never  told  me  that. 

Fer,  We  are  so  oft  deceiv'd  that  let  our  lod- 

We  know  not  whom  to  trost ;  'tis  such  a  wo&*ld. 
There  are  so  many  odd  tricks  now-a-days 
Put  upon  housekeepers. 

ha.  Why,  do  you  think  I'd  wrong 
You,  or  the  reputation  of  your  house? 
Tray  show  me  the  way  to  him. 

Fer,  He  's  asleep,  lady. 
The  curtains  drawn  about  him. 

ha.  Well,  well,  sir; 
I  '11  have  that  care,  I'll  not  disease  him  much, 
Tread  you  but  lightly.    Ob,  of  what  gross  false- 
hood 
Is  man's  heart  made  of!  Had  my  first  love  liv'd 
And  retom'd  safe,  he  would- have  been  a  light 
To  all  men^s  actions,  his  faith  shin'd  so  bright. 

[Exeunt,. 
Enter  Sebastian. 

Seb,  I  cannot  so  deceive  her;  'twere  too  sin- 
ful: 
There  's  more  religion  in  my  love  than  so. 
It  is  not  treacherous  lust  that  gives  content 
To  an  honest  mind :  and  this  could  prove  no 

better. 
Were  it  in  rae  a  part  of  manly  justice. 
That  have  sought  strange  hard  means  to  keep 

her  chaste 
To  her  first  vow,  and  1 1'  abuse  her  first? 
Better  I  never  new  what  comfort  were 
In  woman's  love,  than  wickedly  to  know  it. 
What  could  the  falsehood  of  one  iliglit  avail  him 
That  must  enjoy  for  e%'er,  or  he  's  lost  ? 
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Tb  the  way  rather  to  draw  bate  apon  me. 
For,  known,  'tis  as  impossible  she  sboold  love  me, 
As  jottthy  in  health,  to  dote  upon  a  grief; 
Or  one  that  *s  robb'd  and  bonud,  tf  affect  a  thie£ 
No,  be  that  would  soul's  sacred  comfort  win. 
Must  bum  in  pure  love,  like  a  serephin. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Im.  Celio! 

Seb,  Sweet  madam? 

Isa.  Thou  hast  deluded  me : 
There  's  nobody. 

Seb,  How?  I  wonder  he  would  miss,  madam. 
Having  appointed  too.    Twere  a  strange  good- 


If  heaven  should  turn  his  heart  now  by  the  way. 

ha.  Oh,  never,  Celio ! 

Seb.  Yes,  I  Ve  known  the  like. 
Man  is  not  at  his  own  disposing,  madam : 
The  bless'd  powers  have  provid^  better  for  him, 
Or  he  were  miserable.    He  may  come  yet ; 
'Tis  early,  madam ;  if  you  would  be  pleas*d 
To  embrace  my  counsel,  you  should  see  this 

night  over, 
Since  you  Ve  bestow'd  these  pains. 

Isa,  I  intend  so. 

Seb,  That  strumpet  would  be  found ;  else  she 
should  go. 
I  curse  the  time  now  I  did  e'er  make  use 
Of  such  a  plague.    Sin  knows  not  what  it  does. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  m. 

A  Room  in  Antonio's  Hoiue,  with  a  Gallery 
above. 

Enter  Francisca  abare, 

I^an,  Tis  now  my  brother's  time;  even  much 
about  it: 
For  tbo'  he  dissembled  a  whole  fortnight's  ab- 
sence. 
He  comes  again  to-night.    Twas  so  agreed 
Before  he  went,    I  must  bestir  my  wits  now. 
To  catch  this  sister  of  mine,  and  bring  her  name 
To  some  dissrace  first,  to  preserve  mine  own. 
There 's  profit  in  that  cunning.    She  cast  off 
My  company  betimes  to*night,  by  tricks  and 

slighu; 
And  I  was  well  contented.    I  'm  resolv'd 
There  's  no  hate  lost  between  us :  for  I  know 
She  does  not  love  me  now ;  but  palnfolly. 
Like  one  that 's  forc'd  to  smile  upon  a  grief. 
To  bring  some  purpose  forward :  and  I'll  pay  her 
In  her  own  metal.    They  're  now  all  at  rest. 
And  Caspar  there  and  all,  (list !)  fast  asleep : 
H^  cries  it  hither.    I  must  disease  you  straight, 

sir. 
For  the  maid-servants,  and  the  girls  o*  th'  house, 
I  spic'd  them  lately  with  a  drowsy  posset ; 
They  will  not  bear  in  hasten — My  brother's  come. 
Oh,  where 's  this  key  now  for  him  ?  Here  'tis,  hap- 
pily: 


But  I  must  wake  him  first.    Why  Caspar,  Cas- 
par! 
Gat,  [oiMin.1  What  a  pox  gasp  you  for? 
Fran,  Now  I'Hl  throw  't  down. 
Gas,  Who 's  that  call'd  me  now  ?  Somebody 

calPd  Caspar  ? 
Fran,  Oh,  up,  as  thou  'rt  an  honest  folkiw, 

Caspar. 
Gas*  I  shall  not  rise  to-night  then.    What 's 
the  matter? 
Who  's  that?  Young  mistress? 

Fran.  Aye:  Up,  up,  sweet  Caspar ! 
My  sister  hath  both  knock'd  and  caird  this  boor. 
And  not  a  maid  will  stir. 

Gat,  They  'II  stir  enough,  sometimes. 
Fran,  Hark,  hark  again!  Caspar,  oh  ran; 

run,  pr'ythee ! 
Gat,  Cive  me  leave  to  clothe  myself. 
Fran.  Stand'st  upon  clothing 
In  an  extremity  ?  Hark,  hark  again  I 
She  may  be  aead  ere  thou  coni'st.     Oh,  in 

quickly ! 

He  *s  gone :  he  cannot  choose  but  be  took  now, 
Or  met  in  his  return :  that  will  be  enough. 

Enter  Avtonio. 

Brother !  here  take  this  light. 
Ant.  My  careful  sister. 
Fran,  Look  first  in  his  own  lodging  ere  you 
enter. 
[Ahtonio  exiV,  and  reenter  bdom. 
Ant,  Oh,  abused  confidence !  there 's  nothing 
of  him. 
But  what  betrays  him  more. 
Fran,  Then  'tis  too  true,  brother. 
Ant,  I  '11  make  base  lost  a  terrible  example, 
No  villainy  e'er  paid  dearer. 
Fmn.  Help!  hold, sir. 
Ant,  I  'm  deaf  to  all  humanity.  [Exit, 

Fran,  List,  list ! 

A  strange  and  sudden  silence  after  all. 
I  trust  he 's  spoil'd  'em  both :  too  dear  a  happi- 
ness 1 
Oh,  how  I  tremble  between  donbts  and  joys  I 

Re-enter  Antonio  below. 

Ant,  There  perish  both ;  down  to  the  boose 

of  falsehood 
Where  peijurous  wedlock  weeps.  Ob,peiJQroos 

woman, 
She  'd  took  the  innocence  of  sleep  upon  her 
At  my  approach,  and  would  not  see  me  come^ 
As  it  she'd  lain  there  like  a  harmless  soul 
And  never  dreamt  of  mischief.    What 's  all  dib 

now? 
I  feel  no  ease ;  the  burthen's  not  yet  off 
So  long  as  the  abuse  sticks  in  my  knowledge. 
Oh,  'tis  a  pain  of  hell,  to  know  one's  shame  I 
Hhd  it  been  hid  and  done,  it  had  been  done  happy  > 
For  he  that 's  ignorant  lives  long  and  merrr. 
Fran.  1  shall  know  all,  now. — Brother! 
Ant,  Come  down  quickly;  for  I  must  kill  th^ 

too. 
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Fran,  Me?    • 

AtiL  Stay  Dot  long : 
If  thou  desir'st  to  die  with  little  pain. 
Make  haste,  I'd  wish  thee>  and  come  willingly. 
If  I  be  forc'd  to  come,  I  shall  be  cruel 
Above  a  man  to  thee. 

Fran.  Why,  sir  !  why,  brother! 

AnL  Talk  to  thy  soul,  if  thou  wilt  talk  at  all: 
To  me  thou  Vt  lost  for  ever. 

Fran,  This  is  fearful  iu  you ! 
Beyond  all  reason,  brother :  would  voa  tbos 
Keward  me  for  my  care  and  truth  shown  to  you  ? 

Ant,  A  curse  upon  'em.  both,  and  thee  for 
company  ! 
'Tis  that  too  diligent  thankless  care  of  thine 
Makes  me  a  morderer,  and  that  ruins  truth 
That  lights  me  to  the  knowledge,  of  my  shame. 
Hadst  thou  been  secret,  then  had  I  been  happy. 
And  had  a  hope,  like  man,  of  joys  to  come. 
Now  here  I  stand,  a  shame  to  my  creation ; 
And,  which  is  heavier  than  all  torments  to  me. 
The  understanding  of  this  base  adultery, 
And  that  thou  told'st  me  first,  which  thou  de- 

serv'st 
Death  worthily  for. 

Fran,  If  that  be  the  worst,  hold,  sir ! 
Hold,  brother!    I  can  ease  your  conscience 

straight; 
By  my  soul's^ope  I  can !  There 's  no  such  thing. 

Ant,  How? 

Fnm,  Bless  roe  but  with  life,  I  '1!  tell  you  all. 
Your  bed  was  never  wroug'd. 

Ant.  What  ?  never  wrong'd  ? 

Fran.  I  ask  but  mercy,  as  I  deal-with  truth 
now. 
Twas  only  my  deceit,  my  plot  and  cunning, 
To  bring  disgrace  upon  her,  by  that  means. 
To  keep  mine  own  hid,  which  none  knew  but 

she. 
To  speak  troth,  I  had  a  child  by  Aberzanes,  sir. 


Ant.  How!  Abenanes? 
Fran,  And  my  mother's  letter 
Was  counterfeited^  to  get  time  and  place 
For  my  delivery. 
.Anl.  Oh,  my  wrath  's  redoubled ! 
Fran.  At  my  return^  she  could  speak  all  my 
folly, 
And  blam*d  me,  with  good  counsel.    I,  for  fear 
It  sboold  be  made  known,  thus  rewarded  her,  ^ 
Wrought  you  into  suspicion  without  cause; 
And  at  your  coming  rais'd  oip  Gaspar  suddenly. 
Sent  him  but  in  before  ^ou,  by  a  falsehood ; 
Which  to  your  kindled  jealousy,  I  knew, 
Would  add  enough.    What  's  now  confess'd  is 
true. 
JkU.  The  moi^  I  hear,  the  worse  it  fiires  with 
me. 
I  ha'  kiird  'em  now  for  nothing:  yet  the  shame 
Follows  my  blood  still.  Once  more,  come  down  I 
Look  you,  my  sword  goes  up.    Call  Hermio  to 

me: 
Let  the  new  roan  alone :  he  '11  wake  too  soon 
To  find  hb  mistress  dead,  and  lose  a  service. 

[  Exit  Frakcisca. 
Already  the  day  breaks  tipon  my  gailt : 

Enter  Hekmio. 

I  must  be  brief,  and  sudden. — ^Herroio  1 

Her.  Sir. 

Ant,  Run ;  knock  up  Aberzanes  speedily ! 
Say  I  desire  his  company  this  morning^ 
To  yonder  horse-race,  tell  him. — ^That  will  fetch 

him. 

Oh,  hark  you,  by  the  way — «—  [Whispers, 

Her.  Yes,  sir. 

Ant.  Use  speed  now. 
Or  I  will  ne'er  use  thee  more ;  and  perhaps 
I  speak  in  a  right  hour.    My  grief  o'erflows ; 
I  must  in  private.go,  and  vent  my  woes.  [Esennt, 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

A  Room  in  Antonio's  Home* 

Enter  ^  Antonio  and  Abebzanes. 

Ant.  You  're  welcome,  sir. 
Ab.  I  think  I  'm  worthy  on  't ; 
For  look  you,  sir,  I  come  nntrust,  in  troth. 
Ant,  The  more  's  the  pity,  (honester  men  go 
to'g 
That  slaves  should  'scape  it.    What  blade  have 
you  eot  there? 
Ah,  Nay,  I  know  not  that,  sir.    I  am  not  ac- 


quainted greatly  with  the  blade.  I  tim  sure  'tis 
a  good  scabbard,  and  that  satisfies  me. 

Ant.  Tis  long  endligh  inde^,  if  that  be  good. 

Ah.  I  love  to  wear  a  long  weapon ;  'tis  a  thing 
commendable. 

Anti  I  pi^y>  draw  it,  sir. 

Ah.  It  IS  not  to  be  drawn. 

Ant.  Not  to  be  drawn  ? 

Ah.  I  do  not  care  to  see  't :  to  tell  you  troth, 
sir,  'tis  only  a  holiday  thing,  to  wear  by  a  man's 
side.  fto  navel. 

Ant.  Draw  it,  or  I  '11  rip  thee  down  trom  neck 
Tho*  there  's  small  glory  in  't. 


•  The  MS.  reads '  SebastiaD,'  which  name  is  also  prefixed  to  the  two  first  speeches  of  Antonio. 
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Ab.  Are  yoo  in  enrnest,  nr? 
Ant,  1  '11  telt  tliee  tkat  anon. 
Ab.  Why,  wlnt  's  the  matter,  sir? 
Ani,  What  a  base  misery  is  this  in  life  now ! 
This  slave  had  so  uioeh  daring  courage  in  turn. 
To  act  a  s:u  would  shame  whole  generations^ 
But  hath  not  so  much  hoi>est  strength  about  him 
To  draw  a  sword  in  way  of  satisfaction ; 
This  shows  thy  great  guilt,  that  thou  dar'st  not 
fight. 
Ab.  Yes,  [  dare  %ht,  sir,  in  an  honest  canse. 
Ant,  Why,  come  then,  slave,  tbou'st  made  my 

sister  a  whore* 
Ab,  Prove  that  an  honest  came,  and  I  'U  be 

hang*d. 
Ant*  So  many  starting  holes  f  Can  I  ligM  no 
way? 
Go  to;  you  shall  have  your  wish,  all  honest  phiy. 

Enter  Francisca. 

Come  forth  thou  fruitful  wickedness ;  thou  seed 
Of  thame  and  murder :  take  to  thee  in  wedlock 
Baseness  and  cowardice ;  a  fit  ramtch  for  thee. 
Come,  sir,  along  with  me.  ' 

Ab.  'Las,  what  to  dof 
I  am  too  young  to  take  a  wife,  in  troth. 

Ant.  But  old  enough  to  make  a  strumpet  tho*. 
You*d  fain  get  all  your  children  beforehand, 
And  marry,  when  yoo  *ve  done:  that  H  a  stmnge 

course^  sir. 
This  woman  I  bestow  on  thee.    What  dost  thou 
say? 
Ab.  t  would  I  had  such  another  to  bestow  on 

you,  sir. 
Ant.   Uncharitable  slave !    Dog,  coward  as 
thou  art, 
To  wish  a  plague  so  great  as  thine,  to  any  ! 
Ab,  To  my  friend,  sir,  where  I  think  I  may  be 

bold. 
Ant.  Down ;  and  do  't  solemnly.    Contract 
yourselves 
With  truth  and  zeal,  or  ne'er  rise  up  again. 
I  will  not  have  her  die  i'  th*  state  of  strumpet, 
Tho'  she  took  pride  to  live  one. — Hermio^  the 
wine  1 

Enter  Hermio  with  a  atp. 

Her,  Tis  here,  sir;  'troth,  I  wonder  at  some 
things; 
But  I  'II  keep  honest.  [tkit. 

Ant,  So  here  ^s  to  you  both  now,      [Drinks. 
And  to  your  joys,  if 't  be  your  luck  to  find  'em  : 
I  tell  you,  you  must  weep  hard,  if  you  do. 
Divide  it  'twixt  you  both.    Yo«  sbaU  not  need 
A  strong  bill  of  divorcement  after  that 
If.yon  misliks  your  bargain.    Go,  ^t  in  now ! 
Kneel  and  prny  heartily  to  get  forgiveness 
Of  those  two  scNils  whose  bddies  thou  hast  Mur- 
dered. 

[Exeunt  Aberzanks  and  Francisca. 
Spread,  subtle  poison !  Now  my  shame  iu  her 
Will  die  when  I  die :  there  's  some  comfort  yet. 
I  do  bot  tUmk  how  -each  smti's  ponisbraeiit 


Proves  still  a  kind  of  justice  to  himself. 
I  was  the  man  that  told  this  innocent  gentle- 
woman 
(Whom  I  did  falsely  wed  and  falsely  kHl) 
That  he  that  was  her  husband  first  by  contract, 
Was  slain  i'  th'  field :  and  be  's  known  yet  to 

live. 
So  did  [I]  cruelly  beguile  his  heart. 
For  which  I  'm  well  rewarded :  so  is  Caspar, 
Who,  to  befriend  my  love,  swore  fearful  oaths 
He  saw  the  last  breath  flie  from  him.    I  see  now 
Tis  a  thing  dreadful  t'  abuse  holy  rows, 
And  falls  most  weighty. 

Enter  Hrrmio. 

Her,  Take  comfort,  sir : 
Yon  're  guilty  of  no  death :  tliey  're  only  buit, 
And  that  not  mortally. 

Ant.  Thon  breath'st  untruths. 

Her,  Spenk,  Caspar,  for  me  then. 

Enter  Oasparo. 

Ga$,  Your  unjust  rage,  sir, 
Has  hurt  me  without  cause. 

Ant,  'TIS  chang'd  to  grief  for 't. 
How  fares  my  wi%  ? 

Oas,  No  doubt,  sir,  she  fares  well, 
For  she  ne'er  felt  your  fury.    The  poor  sinner 
That  hath  this  seven  year  kept  herself  soaad  for 

you, 
*Ti8  your  luck  to  bring  her  into  th'  suigeon's 
hands  now. 

Ant,  Florida! 

Ous,  She :  I  know  no  other,  sir. 
You  were  ne'er  at  charge  yet  but  with  one  I^- 
horse. 

Ant.  Why,  where 's  your  lady  ?    Wbeie'sny 
wife  to  night  then  ? 

Gat.  Nay,  ask  not  me,  sir.    Your  struck  doe 
"  .,  within 

Tells  a  strange  tale  of  her. 

Ant.  This  is  unsuflerable ! 
Never  had  man  such  means  to  make  him  mad. 
Oh,  that  the  poison  would  but  spare  my  life 
Till  I  had  found  her  out ! 

Her.  Your  wish  is  granted,  sir. 
Upon  the  faithfulneis  of  u  piling  servant, 
I  gave  you  none  at  all ;  my  heart  was  kinder. 
Let  not  conceit  obnse  yo« :  you  Ye  as  healthfbl, 
For  any  drug,  as  life  yet  ever  found  you. 

Ant.  Why  here  's  aliappiness  wipes  of  toigkty 
sorrows. 
The  benefit  of  ev«&r>ole«Biag  service 
Bless  tfcy  profeswoa!— — 

Enter  Lord  Governor, 

Ok,  my  worthy  lo^d, 

I  've  an  ill  bargain :  never  tann  had  worse. 
Tbe  woman  that,  unw4rt%^  weara  yourWosi^ 
To  countenance  sin  iu  her;  your  niece,  she  $ 
falsQ. 

Gov.  False! 

Ant.  Impudent,  adfikerMA. 
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Enter  Florida. 

Goo.  Yoa  're  too  hwid, 
And  grow  too  bold  too  with  her  vhtaous  meek- 
ness; 
Who  dare  accuse  her  ? 

Flo,  Here  's  one  dare  and  can. 
She  lies  this  night  with  CeKo  her  own  servcnt. 
The  place,  Femando's  house. 

Gov,  Thon  dost  amaze  us. 

Ant.  Why,  here  's  bat  lust  translated  from 
one  baseness 
Into  another.  Here  I  thought  to  have  caught  'em, 
But  'lighted  wrong,  by  false  intelligent, 
And  made  me  hurt  the  innocent.    But  now 
I  '11  make  my  revenge  dreadfuUer  than  a  tempest; 
An  armv  should  not  stop  me,  or  a  sea 
Divide  W  from  my  revenge.  [Exit. 

Gov,  I  '11  not  speak 
To  have  her  spared,  if  she  be  base  and  guilty ; 
If  otherwise,  heaven  will  not  see  her  wrong'd ; 
I  need  not  toke  care  for  her. — Let  that  woman 
Be  carefully  look'd  to,  (both  for  health  and  sure- 

ness,) 
It  is  not  that  mistaken  wound  thou  wear'st, 
Shall  be  thy  privilege. 

Fio.  You  cannot  torture  me 
Worse  than  the  surgeon  does :  so  long  I  care  not 
[She  i$  carried  off. 

Gov;  9  If  she  be  adulterous  I  will  never  trust 
Virtues  in  women ;  they  're  but  veils  for  lust. 

[Exit, 

Her.  To  what  a  lasting  ruin  mischief  runs ! 
I  had  thought  I  had  well  and  happily  ended  all, 
In  keeping  back  the  poison ;  and  new  rage  now 
Spreads  a  worse  venom.    My  poor  lady  grieves 

met  ' 

Tis  strange  to  me  that  her  sweet  seeming  virtues 
Should  be  so  meanly  overtook  With  Celio, 
A  servant :  'tis  not  possible. 

Enter  Isabella  and  Sebastian. 

Isa.  Good  morrow,  Hermio  } 
My  sister  stirring  yet  ? 

Her.  Ho\V }  Stirring,  forsooth ! 
H^re  has  been  simple  stirring.  Are  you  not  hurt, 

madam  ? 
'Pray  speak ;  we  have  a  surgeon  ready. 

Isa.  How  ?  A  sut^geon  ? 

Her.  Hath  been  at  work  these  five  hours. 

Ita.  How  he  talks ! 

Her.  Did  you  not  meet  my  master? 

Isa.  How  ?^ our  master?  Why,  came  he  home 
to-ni)rht  ? 

Her.  Then  know  you  nothing,  madam? 
Please  you  but  walk  in;  you  shall  hear  strange 
business. 


Isa*  [to  SkB.]  I  'm  much  beh^ding  to  your 

truth  now ;  am  I  not  ? 

You  've  serv*d  me  fair :  my  credit  *8  staiu'd  for 

t^er.[Exeunt  Isabella  and  Hebmio. 

Seb*  This  is  the  wicked'st  fortune  that  e'er 

blew. 

We  're  both  undone,  for  nothing.    There  's  no 

way 
Flatters  recovery  now :  the  tiling  's  so  gross. 
Her  disgrace  grieves  me  more  than  a  life's  loss, 

[Exi^. 

SCENE  II. 

Tie  Witches*  Habitation^ 

Enter  Duchess^  Heccate,  Firestone. 

Hec.  What  death  is  't  you  desire  for  Alma* 
childes  ? 

Duck,  A  sudden  and  a  subtle. 

Hec.  Then  I  Ve  fitted  you. 
Here  lie  the  gifu  of  both;  sudden  and  subtle; 
His  picture  made  in  wai,  and  gently  molten 
By  a  blue  fire,  kindled  with  dead  men's  eyes. 
Will  waste  him  by  degrees. 

Duck.  In  what  time,  pr'y thee  ? 

Hec.  Perhaps  in  a  month's  progress. 

DticA.  What?  A  month? 
Out  upon  pictures !  If  they  be  so  tedious. 
Give  me  things  with  some  life. 

Hec.  Then  seek  no  farther. 

Duek.  This  must  be  done  with  speed,  di&» 
patched  this  night, 
If  it  may,  possible. 

Hec.  I  have  it  for  you : 
Here  *s  that  will  do 't.  Stay  but  perfection's  time, 
And  that 's  not  five  hours  lience. 

Duch.  Can'st  thou  do  this? 

Hec.  Can  I? 

DmcA.  I  mean,  so  closely. 

Hec.  So  closely  do  you  mean  too  ? 

Duch.  So  artfully,  so  cunoingly. 

Hec.  Worse  and  worse;  doubts  and  incredu- 
lities, 
They  make  me  mad.    Let  scrupulous  creatures 
know, 

Cutn  volui^  ripis  ipsis  mirantibuSf  amnes 
In  font  es  rediere  suos :  concussaque  sisto^ 
Stantia  concutio  cantuj'reta  ;  nubilapeiio, 
Nubilaque  induco  :  ventos  abigoqne  vocoque, 
Vipereas  rumpo  verbis  ct  carminefauce^ ; 
Et  sihas  moveojjubeoque  tremiseere  inontes, 
Et  mugire  solum,  manesque  exire  sepulchres, 
Te  quoque  luna  traho. 

Can  you  doubt  me  then,  daughter  ? 

That  can   make  mountains  tremble,  miles  of 

woods  walk ; 
Whole  earth's  foundations  bellow,  and  tlie  spiiits 


9  In  the  MS.  these  two  lines  arc  part  of  Florida's  speech;  they,  however,  oertaiiily  belong  to  the 
irovemor. 
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Of  the  entomb'd  to  bant  oat  from  their  marbles; 
NaY»  draw  yon  moon  to  my  invol? 'd  designs  ? 

Fire,  I  know  as  well  as  can  be  when  my  mo- 
ther's road,  and  oar  great  cat  an^ry;  for  one 
spits  French  then,  and  th'  other  spits  Latin. 
Duch,  I  did  not  doabt  yoa,  mother. 
Hec,  No  ?  what  did  yoa  > 
My  power  's  so  firm,  it  is  not  to  be  questioned. 
Duch,  Forgive  what 's  past:  and  now  I  know 
th'  offensiveness 
That  Texes  art,  I  '11  shun  th'  occasion  ever. 
Hec,  Leave  all  to  me  and  my  five  sisters, 
daughter. 
It  shall  be  conveyed  in  at  bowlet-time. 
Take  yon  no  care.     My  spirits  kupw  ^eir  mo- 
ments ; 
Raven  or  scritch-owl  never  fly  by  th'  door, 
But  they  cnil  in,  (I  thank  'em,)  and  they  lose  not 

by  't. 
I  give  'em  barley  soak*d  in  infants'  blood  t 
They  sliall  have  temina  cum  sanguine^ 
Their  gorge  cramm'd  full,  if  they  come  once  to 

our  house : 
We  are  no  niggard.  [Exit  Ducheu. 

Fire,  They  fare  but  too  well  when  they  come 
hither.  They  ate  up  as  much  t'  other  night  as 
would  have  made  me  a  good  consciooable  pud- 
ding. 

Hec,  Give  me  some  lizard's  brain :  quickly, 
Fire-stone ! 
Where  *s  grnnnam  Stadlin,  and  all  the  rest  o'  th' 
sisters? 
Firt.  All  at  hand,  forsooth. 
IJec,  Give  me  marmaritin;  some  bear-breech. 

When? 
Fire,  Here  's  bear-breech  and  lizard's  brain, 

forsooth. 
Hec»  Into  the  vessel ; 
And  fetch  three  ounces  of  tbe  red^iairM  girl 
I  kiird  last  midnight. 

Fire,  Whereabouts,  sweet  mother? 

Hec,  Hip ;  hip  or  flank.    Where  is  the  aco- 

pus? 
Fire.  You  shall  have  acopus,  forsooth. 
Hec,  Stir,  stir  about;  whilst  I  begin  the  charm. 

A  CHARM  SONG. 

The  Witches  going  about  the  Cauldron, 

Black  spirits,  and  )vhite;  red  spirits,  and  gray; 
Mingle,  mingle,  mingle,  you  that  mingle  may. 

Titty,  Tiffin,  keep  it  stiff  in ; 

Firedrake,  Puckey,  make  }t  lucky ; 

Liard,  Robin,  you  must  bob  in. 
Rounxl,  around,  around,  about,  about; 
All  ill  come  running  in ;  all  good  keep  out ! 

Ut  Witch,  Here  's  the  blood  of  a  bat. 

Hec,  Put  in  that;  oh,  put  in  that. 

9d  Witch    Here  's  libbard's-bane. 

Hec.  Put  in  again. 

^st  Witch,  The  juice  of  toad;  the  oil  of  adder. 

Qd  Witch, .  Those  will  maite  the  yonker  mad- 
der. 


Hee.  Put  in :    There  's  aU,  and   rid    the 

stench. 
Fire,  Nay,  here  's  thu^  ounces  of  the  red- 

hair*d  w^nch. 
All,  Round,  around,  around,  &c. 
Hec.    See,    see,  enough :    into   tbe    Tcatel 
with  it. 
There ;  't  hath  the  true  perfection.     I  'm   to 

light 
At  any  mischief:  there 's  oo  villainy 
But  is  a  tune,  methinki. 

Fire,  A  tune!  Tis  to  the  tune  of  daranation 
then.  I  warrapt  you  that  song  bath  a  vilhunoas 
burthen. 

Hec,  Come,  my  sweet  sisters;    let   the  air 
strike  our  tune. 
Whilst  we  show  reverence  to  yond  peeping  mooo. 
[The  Witches  dance,  and  then  i 


SCENE  IH. 

A  Room  in  the  Governor's  House, 

Enter  Lord  Governor,  Isabella,  Sebastiak, 
Florida,  Francisca  Aberzanes,  Gaspako. 

Isa,  My  lord,  I  have  given  you  nothing  bat 

tbe  truth 
Of  a  roost  plain  and  innocent  intent. 
My  wrongs  being  so  apparent  in  this  woman^ 
(A  creature  that  robs  wedlock  of  all  comfort^ 
Where'er  she  fastens,)  I  could  do  no  less 
But  seek  means  privately  to  shame  his  foUj. 
No  farther  reached  my  malice ;  and  it  glacb  mm 
That  noqe  but  my  base  injurer  is  found 
To  be  my  false  accuser. 
Gov.  This  is  strange 
That  he  should  give  the  wrongs,  yet  seek  ren^n^ja. 
But,  sirrah,  yqu ;  you  are  accus'd  here  doaUy : 
First  by  your  lady  for  a  f^  intelligence 
That  caus'd  her  absence,  which  much  hurts  her 

name, 
Tho'  her  intents  were  blameless:  next  by  ^tim 

woman. 
For  an  adulterous  design  and  plot 
Practis'd  between  you  to  entrap  her  honour. 
Whilst  she,  for  her  hire,  should  enjoy  her  httfi 

band. 
Your  answer. 

Seb.  Part  of  this  is  truth,.my  lord. 
To  which  I  am  guilty  in  a  rash  intent. 
But  clear  in  act ;  and  she  most  clear  in  bolh, 
Not  sanctity  more  spotless. 

Enter  Herh^o. 

Her,  Oh,  my  lord  ! 

Gov.  What  news  breaks  there? 

Her,  Of  strange  distraction : 
Here  stands  the  lady,  that  within  tbb  hour 
Was  made  a  widow. 

Gov.  How  ? 

Her,  Your  niece,  niy  lord. 
^  fearful  unexpected  accident 
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Brought  death  to  meet  his  fary :  for,  my  k>r3, 
Enteriug  Fernando's  house,  hke  a  rais'd  tempest. 
Which  nothing  heeds  but  its  own  violent  rage, 
Blinded  with  wrath  and  jealousy,  which  scorn 

goides, 
Ffom  a  false  trnp-door  fell  into  a  depth 
Exccij^ds  a  temple's  height ;  which  takes  inlo  it 
Part  of  the  dungeon  that  falls  threescore  fathom 
Under  tlie  castle. 

G&p.  Oh  you  seed  of  lust ! 
Wrongs,  and  revenges  wrongful,  with  what  ter- 
rors 
You  do  present  yourselves  to  wretched  man 
When  his  soul  Wast  expects  you. 

Isa.  I  forgive  him 
.All  hb  wrongs  now,  and  sign  it  with  my  pity. 
Flo,  Oh,  my  sweet  servant !  [Swo<m$, 

Gav,t  Look  to  yond  light  mistress. 
Gas.  ^he  's  in  a  swoon,  my  lord. 
Gov.  Convey  her  hence. 
It  ift  a  sight  would  grieve  a  modest  eye 
To  see  a  strumpet's  soul  sunk  into  passion         ^ 
For  him  that  was  the  husband  of  another. 
Yet  all  this  clears  not  you.         [To  Sebastian. 
Seb.  [Discovering  himself. 1  Thanks  to  heav*n 
That  I  am  now  of  age  to  clear  myself  then ! 
Gov.  Sebastian ! 

Seb.  The  same,  much  wronged,  sir. 
ha.  Am  I  certain 
Of  what  mine  eye  takes  joy  to  look  upon  ? 
Seb.  Your  service  cannot  alter  me  from  know- 
ledge : 
I  am  your  servant  ever. 

Gov.  Welcome  to  life,  sir ! 
Caspar,  thou  swor'st  his  death. 
Gas.  I  did  indeed,  my  lord, 
Aod  have  been  since  well  paid  for  't :  one  for- 
sworn mouth 
Hath  got  me  two  or  three  more  here. 

[Showing  his  wounds. 
Seb.  I  was  dead,  sir, 
Both  to  my  joys,  and  all  men's  understanding, 
Tin  this  my  hour  of  life ;  for 't  was  my  fortune 
To  make  the  first  of  my  return  to  Urhin 
A  witness  to  that  marriage :  since  which  time, 
I  've  walk'd  beneath  myself,  and  all  my  comforts, 
Xike  one  in  earth  whose  joys  are  laid  above  : 
And  tho*  it  had  been  offence  small  in  roe 
To  enjoy  mine  own,  I  \eh  her  pure  and  free. 
Gov,  The  greater  and  more  sacred  is  thy  bless- 
ing: 
for  where  heaven's  bounty  holy  ground-work 

finds, 
^Tis  like  a  sea,  encompassing  chaste  minds. 

Enter  Duchess. 

Her.  The  duchess  comes,  my  lord. 
Guv.  Be  you  then  all  witnesses 
'J'o  an  intent  most  horrid. 


Duch.  One  poor  night. 
Ever  Mnachildes  now. 
Better  his  meaner  fortunes  wept  than  ours, 
That  took  the  true  height  of  a  princess'  spirit 
To  match  unto  their  greatness.    Such  lives  af 

his 
Were  only  made  to  break  the  force  of  fate 
Ere  it  came  at  us,  and  receive  the  venom. 
Tis  but  a  usual  friendship,  for  a  mistress 
To  lose  some  forty  years  ni  hopeful  time. 
And  hazard  an  eternal  soul  for  ever: 
As  young  as  he  has  dune,  and  more  desertful. 

Gov.  Madam. 

Duch.  My  lord  ? 

Gov.  This  is  the  hour  that  I  *ve  so  long 
desired : 
The  tumult 's  full  appeas*d.    Now  may  we  both 
Exchange  embraces  with  a  fortunate  arm, 
And  practise  to  make  love-knots,  thus. 

fDraws  a  curtain,  and  discovers  tfie  Duke 
laid  out  as  a  corpse. 

Duch.  My  lord  I 

Gov.  Thus,  lustful  woman,  and  bold  rourdVess, 
thus! 
Bless'd  pow'rs,  to  make  my  loyalty  and  truth  so 
happy !  [Iwnour, 

'^Look  there,  thou  shame  of  greatness,  stain  of 
Behold  thy  work,  and  weep  before  thy  death  ! 
If  thou  beest  blest  with  sorrow  and  a  conscience. 
Which  is  a  gift  from  heav'n,  and  seldom  knocks 
At  any  murderer's  breast  with  rounds  of  comfort. 
See  this  thy  worthy  and  unequall'd  piece ; 
A  fair  encouragement  for  another  husband  ! 

Puch.  Bestow  me  upon  death,  sir;    I  am 
guilty, 
And  of  a  cruelty  above  my  cause. 
His  injury  was  too  low  for  my  revenge. 
Perform  a  justice  that  may  light  all  others  ' 
To  noble  actions.    Life  is  hateful  to  nie, 
Beholding  my  dead  lord.     Make  us  an  one 
In  death,  whom  marriage  made  one  of  two  living, 
Till  cursed  fury  parted  us.    My  lord, 
I  covet  to  be  like  him. 

Gov.  No,  my  sword 
Shall  never  stain  the  virgin  brightness  on  't 
With  blood  of  an  adulteress. 

Duch.  There,  my  lord, 
I  dare  my  accusers,  and  defy  the  world. 
Death,  shame,  and  torment.  Blood  I  am  guilty  of. 
But  not  adultery,  not  the  breach  of  honour. 

Gov,  No ! — Come  forth,  Almachildes ! 

Enter  Almachildes. 

Duch.  Almachildes! 
Hath  time  brought  him  about  to  save  himself 
By  my  destruction  ?    I  am  justly  doomed. 

Gov.  Do  you  know  this  woman  ? 

Alma.  I  've  known  her  better,  sir,   than  a( 
this  time. 
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Gov.  But  she  defies  jou  tbei^e. 

Almeh.  Tha(  's  the  common  trick  of  them  all. 

Duck.  Nay,  since  I  'm  touched  so  near,  be* 
fore  my  death  then. 
Id  right  of  honour's  innocence,  I  am  bold 
To  call  heaven  and  my  woman  here  to  witness. 

Enter  Amoretta. 

My  lord,  let  her  speak  trath,  or  mfty  she  perish ! 

Amor,  Then,  sir^  by  all  the  hopes  of  a  maid's 
comfort) 
Eitlier  in  faithful  service,  or  bless'd  marriage, 
The  woman  that  his  blinded  folly  knew 
Was  only  a  hir'd  strumpet,  a  professor 
Of  lust  and  impudence,  which  here  is  ready 
To  approve  whai  I  have  spoken. 

Alma.  A  common  strumpet ! 
This  comes  of  scarfii :  I  'U  never  more  wear 
An  haberdasher^s  shop  before  mine  eyes  again. 


Gov.  My  sword  is  pvond  thoo  'it  ligbtencd  of 
that  sin. 
Die  then  a  miird'ress  only  ! 

Duke,  [rmiig.1  Live  a  dttchess. 
Better  than  ever  lov'd,  embraced,  and  honoured. 
Duch.  My  lord! 

Duke,  Nay,  since  in  honour  thou  canst  jnsitj 
rise, 
Vanish  all  wrongs,  thy  former  practice  dies. 
I  thank  tliee,  Almacbildes,  for  my  life, 
This  lord  for  truth,  and  beav*n  for  such  a  wife  : 
Who,  tho'  her  intent  sinn*d,  yet  she  makes 

amends 
With  grief  and  honour,  virtue's  noblest  ends. 
What  grieved  you  then,  shall  never  more  offiead 

you; 
Your  father's  scull  with  honour  we  Ul  inter 
And  ^ive  the  peace  due  to  the  sepulchre; 
And  m  all  times,  may  this  day  ever  prove 
A  day  of  triumph,  joy,  and  honest  love ! 

[ExetcKf. 


THE  END. 


J.    MOTES,    PRINTER, 
Orerllle  Street,  Hatton  Garden,  London. 
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